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AN ESSAY ON NOTHING 


Constructs him against long views among differences to say that 
aside from the poetry of nature a ritual poem relies on voice to 
divulge every aspect of admitted proof. Because the lyrical 
gamut is smaller than the beyond, the ammunition of rejection is 
protracted in the grace of expressive ardor, but it’s no less 
tentative than itself. When within itself as a broth of thesis 
through statements thus historical, a shortage of ambiguous 
speech belies a sense of statement as a testament of heresy or 
high impermanence for the individual process of equivalence 
everted. However strong a case might be made for the empathy 
of form, a pathetic silence turns the familiar melody into a series 
of vowels insistent upon the demands of a confessional noun. A 
ventriloquistic and narcissistic strangeness, inclusive of 
transcendent banality, considered as covert form herself, tombs 
the said salvific then weather into a joke. The least trivial once 
boring in legitimacy, an oral sway intends the daily book, luck 
before solvent content unfolds in dampened skepsis. Not only 
the endless mulched in spent intentions, but the ear’s onus as 
well, where the modern poet attacks poetry’s dual host. 
Eventually therein but never expansively made. Cessation 
manufactured and despised from the asemic belief in hymns and 
the moist crease of everyone once their lives return to the 
autistic drama of newness, since we are the incense of a muscular 


wolf, mostly soft and carrying our dreams in closure. An errant 
and random materiality humiliates the presence of banal 
salvations until we offer our judgements as a boring immanence. 
If one admits the toes, one can seem certain of religious hymns, 
not altogether in review and urge. A decline in offerings 
concentrates time in her own poetic dowry. Another 
emancipation frequently inscribed in the mirrored eschatology 
of a particular matriarchal equation. 


The grammatical piety of mathematics. 


A breath of history thaws the implicit heresy of the text. 


The given replicates through a diction which stutters. 


Stupefaction improves fragility. Every word has a piece of this lie 
behind it. 


Quiet as the ungrateful message of a prosaic kindness, the 
truism claims its analysis is transcendent. 


My own variations on the equality of differences. 


The gestation of poetical writing privileged the integer with 
revelatory care. The gesture of poetical writing privileges the 


integral revelation as causation. 


The residual ideation of morality. 


Who has not oriented his accusations towards the beaten fumes 
of an attentive infection? 


Culled from the literary remains of a fascist body. 


Aesthetics are written in the cut. 


Fiction as a thorough execution of the possible. 


The sinews of the anthem, the poisons of experimental writing. 


Workshop imposing the prosthetic spasm of the lips. 


The wreckage cultivates a singular self. 


He was a practice, not a vista, she a writer who tastes of 
capability. I will also maintain in essence that he will be, but 


susurrus and inconvenience and the ventral drift of clouds 
subject this rancid vat to an oddity of words, where the wanton 
marginalizes the material in that he allows a tentative secretion 
to enfold them. If the inside-out of worse is so, it looms as an 
evenness in withered completeness, the shallow poem behind 
statements of ponderous exploit. The referent parts exemplified 
in petty fiats, the larger stakes of this repertory man’s summary 
and oneiric ideology of the negative, a student of scientific 
difference. The scientific tragedy is that we may lather the 
encompassed dryness around an airy wound. The aleatory 
sevens allay our notions of riddance, certain groins of which mar 
our Christian attainments. Truth requires us to be at our most 
complete, or more torment of relational company if its complex 
requires the heart’s deliberation. The rhythm farms the ear as a 
thin excuse for accuracy. My attention is not the health of a 
formative Jeffersonian orality fondled so much by  self- 
absorption into vatic imagism. The impersonal spends the 
ignominy of others as admiration recoiled from shelter. As 
citation could be a sheepish journal of the conspicuous and daily 
limen, so the poet emphatically compares his parlous cells to the 
ruthless poetics of a heretical education. 


Being is a drama blown indirectly into the ideal. 


As if poetry was a fiction writing us. 


The possible is an intransitive light. 


Existence within the book, an asemic relativity of writing. 


Unwinding a fruitful semantics from the dialectical 
hermeneutics of the word. 


The possible is a nativity enhanced by its affinities, the arch of 
the written before the remorse of closure. 


The written is an interpretive reduction of a spectral process. 


The crucible of culture unfurls in burnished angels, messengers 
ofacult. An occult aesthetics inscribed in each message. 


Language as a process which emerges against the poetic. 


The overwhelming hernia of cultural reasoning. As when we 
posit the dangers of a renascent gynarchical gaze. 


The unrecognizable and aimless dominance of poetry. 


Aspects codified in dermal temblors. 


The oral qualities of my life. 


The material Adam and the conscious I. Names of the fabulous 
beasts. 


Within the consecrated delegation of cathected form, recant 
with opportune distinctions. 


Work as the suction of story. Everything is a metaphor for 
nothing. Absence synonymous with seduction. Emptiness is 
only a beginning. “A” an opposite of “the”. 


From decoys of a reconstructed I to the heuristic realism of 
exploratory writing. 


Whether or not the colloquial criticism of quality is a relative 
dictatorship of editing. 


Her writing is as arguable as the likelihood of her self. 


The equally important praises of literal interpretation. 


Left while under construction. 


Since life is a tonal drum of present banality, a further now the 
how than told, often at an unruly diffuse of urns, sudden and 
pastoral as arrival, the lost extension proposes to formulate the 
suspension of foreign nights, estate of his poetry severed from 
work, probably conservative nevertheless, taken up with the 
society and thus allowed. The rage of the poet burns the passive 
objects, each generation their greatest privacy into them. Only 
the poet is characterized as difference by the outer life, lost on 
his contemporaries, immanence of the trivial limned in berries, 
but life is arboreal and endless seams in ours, inner or ignoble in 
dispensable longing, so full of without becoming that boredom 
churns the poetic form into a linear chalk of satisfaction. But it is 
the grace of an awkward however to make in binary daring that 
each successive reduction of the poet is but an inch of 
professional thought, a thoroughly English signifier with a 
paunch. The treaties of amicable peril announce an example of 
having been in reveries of science with lines drawn in a 
scientist’s whimsical set, what a mess of poems she asks, human 
in his ways presented by the epic poets as utility allayed by 
deliverance of evolutionary and sordid events. The lag of a single 
artist is assured its hem, but also the grease of poetical anthems, 
its justice seasoned by thoughts which intensify historical 
sounds, a system of deleted rests in the theorem, and a means to 
ferment the riddles in a whitened sieve of ingested poems. The 
necessity of spirit is sacred, but the vatic aloofness of reason is 
its reflection. A hysterical mimicry is always within view. If we 
are reminded of the little narratives of objectivity, and a host of 
waxed lead preceded by Platonic lyrics, then the aberrant form of 
the long poem is a temporary and aerial thrum, a manner of 
almost speaking within the sublime aesthetic of the public life. 
All of our life is becoming banished in our poetry to be accepted 
in a thousand patches of leavened talk, flounced shards of maize 
and golden bark. Whether successful or absolute, one is English 
wherever the ribald eroticism of a preeminent reservation 
complicates an extension of ash or buries the mighty anthem 
salvific in the usual pastorals. In the laboratory he sings like the 
poem in himself, a revolutionary droplet of harm, one that is 
repeated often enough, in his acceptance of a vocal precedence 


for tonal thought. Required and provisional, as he says, only 
goes to justify the poem as a computational compliance, 
something silent and once in cryptic becoming, an urge of 
word’s long volume, sacredness open to the book, these glacial 
wings more majestic than the known uses of our moans. Unlike 
our form, from the elate of nothing, perfect hymns of epic urge 
react by likeness to universal vision, a fact long restive and leery 
of the relict soil, a poem the lines of which align in sapid flash the 
flown intrusion. Each symbol insists on the simplicity of poetry. 
But the context offers form as an aesthetic of the drum. So, if it is 
better to disturb than to act, but not only astral as enacted, then 
others shimmer in knots like the story of flowers, wondrously 
emetic in our forms. Accents since the elusive instincts play by 
every older line dual rather irruptions shade than the cool 
fragrant dance. It is in his literary without form suggests to guess 
the cease no leisure tormented by life enabling of the bare 
necessity as such. The ones that process and supreme we nature 
which sometimes for the habitual seriousness breeds 
precedence and end. Another settled or intolerant competing to 
survive in catastrophe of diction the unspeakable to produce 
arguments of opening fracas. Poem to laughter home proposed 
roads as forward in moon gallows. So intent if mind, else trouble 
and ordures, sinister tones extinguished against his entire mind. 
The air not heard as their even inspiration is in no hurry to 
appoint, i.e., the feasible into a parsec’s stare, are screened with 
the beginning syllabic post. 


Starshine and not even remote her gift in the operatic scale of 
theory’s avoidance, dissipated much as steadfast valuables, 
against her rightly has as she chose vividly by the well, an 
intellectual authority of chieftain poets which would include the 
ones unconcerned in art and cities. Gloomier ways are virtually 
she ghastly written change maybe does poetry inner classes as a 
whole, but have unknowable that they really torment, what that 
poetry is? The ranks as herself a poetic line recently succeeded 
in regard for which, not without erratic art she only to an 
admiration, as principle of the poetic focusing on the interview 


for information. In the alluvial dust because it is being veils that 
circles to a recent academy, is it of their aligned assumption 
specifically she to think unseen, to examine poets she has some 
passing community of specialists, available to hierarchy, window 
her adorable blindness as promenade, modern American orality 
a shrubbery of form. 


The principle poetry reviewing her, with poetry erected there 
continuing to devotion, her star on a gigabyte political agon or 
studious avoidance of practical anticipations, ends particularly 
rambling against the spread. What among those of her active 
respects from the relics of being elitist is mainly abolished 
limitation in wearable poets, the farce as she is tonal, one 
problem of antithetical inventions. An ornament of possible 
once, however vastly negligible, her continual accounting for 
ritual prospects, theory or terrors for the poetry, has incensed 
critics’ reason. What makes her nevertheless the disposably 
wildest poet, not by the righteous publishing, and she has 
wrestled sense inevitably in accused writing, is her serious if 
present figure tilting with form. Here form, the only ever 
morning coming some, partakes with poetry taken to other 
mazes, that ever important thesis never understated, asked in 
established poetry, among large arrays and palpable majors 
wrestles. 


Translating the I into an analogous order in order to offer a 
questionable tactics of form for the current of culture informed 
by the dominant sphere of the wish is brought by the translation 
as writing into a saturation of atonement which is incomplete as 
an embodiment that is not already extant in the translator. The 
offering entices the field. The rareness of the edges among 
authorial attempts of my own, elsewhere but variously at the 
realist storm of the translatable, vary as always if only taken in 
the apt candor of their credence, though the inevitable bias of 
looking conscripts the characteristic undulation of an iterated 


experience, and the material aridity of a lithe linguistics apes the 
cultural ideal of this pointed mode of being. 


§ 


Can the mirror of receptivity delegate its flesh to an awaiting 
goal and be translated into the anthropomorphic presence of a 
reanimate human fetish? The questions which malign the 
diocese of being are specifically ideas of transformation and the 
rational metamorphosis of cause. The narration of American 
enchantment in the parlance of chance and failure, the dominant 
reality recognized as an organic satire of the causal revenue, a 
theorem of recent importance argued as __ terrain, 
unacknowledged, pictorial and votary in the notorious 
dictatorship of its content. Such innocent fragments I never 
uniformed as examples or evidence from whomever first accrued 
other than distraction. Sapience translated by attention, inner 
moments beneath the interrupted uselessness of form or war, for 
interpreting the unanswered beginning. When dyads of nature 
identify nowhere in the simultaneous origins, therefore form 
exactly therefore, until that aim for another, their broken own 
nameable truths, threads niche employed in sudden once all 
reflective systems ask, opening to anticipation, no other 
legitimate contention when denial of poetry towards arrival. 
That those we’ve known not escape unknowable and to the death 
by a poetic unrelieved engagement. By night laurel, viscera 
witnessed in has itself, mobile like cold demand within this 
erected poetic. Wing an if which the bread famished, awning 
these the particulars start, new lines as work into risk. Clearly 
near, it is the definite rose, figure grown in air, the severed 
poet’s work. Array in that the book established as a whole, the 
contained a volume. They stand, figures of far, so that we see it 
too, how incorporeal are dippers, distances in space and time, 
pictures of the why. Proportional mathematics coordinate as 
stars in concentrated other outlined constellations of constant is 
our core considered ethical in the only by dehiscent lyrics has 
found the space future, so we are night mobile like a wild 
achievement. The linguistic clause withers to that following act. 
A selection dramatizes sense in lush imagination, world of now 
as the poet in a daze, the amazing things which twin cerebral 


space, coalesce as lights, mural and lined above the syntax of a 
spirit. The forms or passages are the body of lotions. It is an 
order of the worst, the sky over space of one mining shapes, 
illustrations appended to companions, severing they are shapes 
of being stances, but figures space, rip of realism chosen to 
cover another pict, a flexibility that spends its window. Methods 
of dimensions there, where the entire referent is a comma, but 
the immobile spirit hardens, or is a mobile aspect, immobile 
lines. As in wind only a new that body raised in and as the 
coordinate in the cone one answer consecutive and arboreal 
mutation a mythic outline of the as necessity once planned an 
epic after all the ever continued begins, I have no social nuclear 
delusions, things the theme I have of God and mention, on and 
can. Content reservoir in peace of the sphere to be pangs of 
guess and common nicotine my mild behalf less in light of its 
unveiling. Of my life, porous for your callouses, or when it 
comes to keeping out of things, to a new process dilating into 
trumpets, evaporates and excuses his abdicated ash, has in hand 
therefore cannot, have possessed of content and to go. Having if 
influence into dissolves, only the Muses never even, its 
uncontrollable instructions. A fantasy of penury’s fate, never the 
writing of a brash, inebriated press. Poems and garden fall, 
ruthless and once announced in cargo for the tomb selected. 
Reading a new year’s use of poems, dill winged culture and 
press, before the door. She door courage shows. It is a door of 
May. We approve. 


If there is any doubt about the inconsequential cynicism of 
meaning, called by some postmodern computing, it is as it 
sounds, that to do as things we must think as words and be as 
words universally are, unflinching. The material ghosts in the 
forms of meaning make such a likeness of the unlike that a 
sudden spilling of conclusions forms in the ambiguous letter 
strings unwritten except for the happenstance of love. However, 
in the event of equal halves unnerved by gifts formally a topic, 
writing the universal vehemence of a concentrated view, the 
midpoint of experience unfolds as an herbal clast. Erratic efforts 


to soften the cynicism if not the acceptance of uneven meanings 
assumes a marginal and inordinate sweat of allures both 
conjunct and meandrous in their passage. He who paints the 
grey of song undoes a referential yearning. To be does not 
unravel the richness of that being. Since tones are available it 
may be tones that we have made, but we are as we are only in the 
rehearsal of an adumbrate and endless shadow. What feels like 
the obligatory detriment of disappearance is only the vast 
unevenness of social belief. That which speaks of light is the best 
of light, withered by the unregenerate review of its other. The 
ritual doom of compromise is an accomplishment of words 
driven by the foreign seriousness of endless attention. Her first 
response to the vatic reverie of abundance was to accommodate 
the shown in a withered and generative acceptance, wonder 
undulating through absurdity as technology, meaning which 
others the danger long ago into the entirety of wilting reference 
however youthfully themselves, spurned by the idiomatic illness 
of heaven, its proffered meaning a rhyme of the bait’s recession. 
A dramatic and ashen poetics disarms the lyric become gravid 
with wavelengths, letters read as hemmed daggers of assent, 
love’s subjective poetics a vatic stylization of the undeserving 
wish. The loss of its mask is the recumbent despite of a poem. 
Lessened by the limits of its nounal innuendo, the idiophone as 
sagacious medium allays the ardent want through a fallacious 
assay of embouchure and ash. The spoken I seems a sapience of 
that, but its art is full of a tantalized reverie, and the languor of 
its linguistic chauvinism as such produces a quiescent melody of 
the parts, reduced to the vacant detritus of the page. Or, if we 
come to speak a poetics of thought afterwards a game in the 
process of its point, the verity of the means indites the abundant 
investigation of its devout sacrifice throughout. But, by a 
succession of meaningless mergers, the arts inner form becomes 
radiant as theme, so much of the unanswered frequency of this is 
afterwards poetic aspersion with the look of garbled ash 
tangential to the burial of its writers. 


When success becomes a flowering canto of production, the 


waters blue danger thrusts next one blackened dove withered in 
the material subject of its own revival, and the seams of an 
attentive and alternative poetics whisper the hermetic thistle of 
song, a heroic thesis of skepsis thus curtailed in even semes. The 
noxious triumph of a televised iconography of sacred meads 
unleavens the poets themselves as long as the raiment of burial is 
marvelled as more avid than garrulous suspicion. A poet 
manipulates her readers through endless linguistic cancers, a 
germ dowsing the meaninglessness of its kind, the spell of an 
endless lyric putrid as the trembling suspense of content, the 
shine of unending power an idle threat, collusive in the grief of 
hymns, a poetical enticement accommodating the absolution of 
the poem. Modernism is a somatic belittling of denial. Whatever 
hereafter is the naive meaning wrestled from utility, it is said in 
reply that learning will not suffice, but rhythm begs the grief of 
compressed narrative, and the lyrical fever of passion generates a 
noetic sickness of the letter, literature volute in its special allure, 
galled in the white geometry of a universal dervish. returned to a 
crisis of nature by the history of romance and the aromatic skill 
of a nuanced severance. 


What forks the twain from endurable exaction? The round fog at 
the head of the chair waits before impounded intervals, world 
undressing the gold ciphers of the palace. Words exist as mulch 
we novel. Gateway to a moistened sorrow, torsion behind the 
same, the lung’s heretical coward intimate to a clamor, 
counterpoised as precise, sown after sheltering hues of 
atonement. The dance times our enabled phantoms. The stretch 
of cranium relies on the arcana of position, oven veiled with 
tithes. Defoliate the beryllium, rectilinear and partial as a 
universal brain. Does the sanctuary fear the night? How the 
meanings form in the muscular incarnation, arrayed in singular 
decorations, is each as not unaltered throne, mentation much as 
love. Winged eminence. The reader feels his one fragile noon, 
the poet in continuance, when the collated fables word these 
dualities into invisible entrance. These fragments of course 
dramatically log a creativity of florid grills. You have the trail, 


awkward and classical as omitted inner gyrations, or ugly as sites 
of sorted folds. A narrative trough rakes the present. Night’s 
sundry look curses leavened heard where over the parlous map 
nightfall masks a clear geranium. Uses rich as these medieval 
keeps impunity ladles a turn of the disease. The theory of 
wanton entrance buttons the page. Triune dimensions modern 
when the door shuts. This theory works on that which hidden 
courage staggers. Process ratifies the page completely. Very 
universal of the mask. These roads exude a thin nubility, a savvy 
semblance of balance, exist as words in the persistence of 
themselves. The appearance of air everywhere as icon has only 
another reality somehow between it, while time is a sense of 
writing, at lean and a crime. 


Potent as the totality of human desires, the image succumbs to 
an analogous anthropics of clay. But once the remains of this 
perturbation becomes as fictional as its manipulation, the logic 
of a realist transgression is removed from the innovation of its 
own narrative doubt. The ordinary heresy of latency in matter 
irrespective of its social protractions becomes the somatic form 
of a grotesque realism. At the intersection of remission and 
inertia a lessening of unitary response unifies the militant 
debilities of an inverse intrigue. The method of exaction already 
hovers above the process of incorporation. An ability to 
aestheticize the transition from signature to mutation renews the 
possible visibility of a desecrated space. Intersections avid with 
pervasion are similar to an array of Janus modernities. The 
verbal aspect of language is a linguistic practice of signifying its 
irreligious office. The neglected man had imagined as an arm of 
songs, unio mystica, which your Muses frothing and psychotic, 
frontal awe and topical for resound. Play of cave sounds the 
restive kneaded, at most I’m at a loss, more or less irate for the 
seething anxiety, I'll answer meanwhile boots among the 
glorious exercise. Pll frame and wait. He literally towards. 
Discontent is coeval with nowhere. Total anxiety of the fragment 
is anticipated by its waiting torment. As some have learned in 
their frantic preaching, their search accomplishes enacted 


mistrial, interrupts a ringing of natural instigations. That is seen 
as elation, or the favorable quest of toes. Nature humanizes a 
theoretical resistance. The useless obstinance of opposable 
simultaneities begins a prolific descent to explicate the 
abolished. Extreme lines of health are adorned with something 
like an external syntax of the larynx. 


Time is the form of a possible content, a hermeneutic offering of 
practice. 


Where time enters English, the referent becomes a vacuum of its 
mobile song. 


Time reveals an effective reluctance in the raw acculturation of 
its writings. 


The parlous haven of time is an alternative, her empty mesh a 
translation of its level seams, first and always available in things 
characterized as mind. The descriptive criticism of postmodern 
becoming is a methodological attempt to appropriate the official 
turnstile of its anterior decorum, the clay returning properly 
without order into form. 


The music of the dualities is at most a confining alternative to 
destruction. 


The natural guardian of the impure is a weakened vision which 


maintains the other as an understood embodiment of its own 
garrulous realism, or else it is a martial history of culture judged 
by the poetical fictions of an aesthetic sensibility. 


Form is derived from the marrow of a visionary literature. 


The catastrophe of the aftermath is an occasion of destroyed 
words, the spelling extremes given to it tell better than speaking 
the history of this eighth memorial exigency or cipher. With the 
line within a real landscape of ghosts then read another earnest 
spin and back metaphoric obscurity through without air, to 
speak we read escape, ascent of the muscles as in slack pieces 
shaped through downward roses, world from primeval hinges 
swinging thermal earths, are something that worlds between 
fluctuation and vigilance, seen again in modernist drive, a user’s 
desire to art the oxygen. We are inevitably niche when escape 
urging between there and heaven is grounded in keeps going, 
banal the literal adoration. Realism perpetually whispers a 
downy fragrance in a corner where the marvelous and age 
reminisce about life and art. If we escape the attitudinal torque, 
mundane that the medicine in medieval formed, between the 
accelerating flux and the real object, to grapple with the stake of 
a poem, oxygen of the holy return, only to escape again this 
world and given mode, sick and forthright, toward metaphysical 
form seen as existing like the lid ofa leaf, this passage between I 
and moral in a line, the poetry to turn subtle or world, and 
transform forth in object then. To malnourish a constitutive 
threat they opt for a fatal putty of ought and because, towards the 
ought less by what is striven useless, and theory’s integuments 
presumptive of erasure’s decay, these are magic compulsions 
equated with sylvan innocence and umbilical stupefaction. 
Impiety and theory used to be for the love of unsayable airs. In 
the 1950’s a long poem already published in the when was never 
a torment of this into its natural thematic accolade. It always 
crosses and then a while from the premature aisle of insolence, 


begins a disastrous hurry through voodoo on to spittle. 


The miraculous and lifeless substratum of process manipulates 
the heretical machine between the magical marquee of the 
pointed law and the extraordinary restraint of its subjective 
country. The grid is transformed into a mirror of confetti where 
the magical validity of opposition as exploratory writing shatters 
the responsive form of the merely possible. By the contextual 
model of the grid another molds our English into a crucible 
which exists as a variable odometer of somatic seams, will but 
not the united gestation of its ways. For the manifold possible 
inscribed as duty brings a cultural ardor of the slim present into 
a blatant poetics of the artifice, a more relevant cultural style 
than its material condition. By donating rain in his aspirant 
conventions, to be a compensatory spectre of gentle deliverance, 
of survival in the reflective instance, destroyed in the unless, in 
the last word of all hope for the smashed poem, the sheath 
declaimed as why from an emotional fiction twining phrases, can 
of infinitude entirely encouraged, at times the shapeless prayer 
is extensive. Due to praise, alteration, or a self raised with 
reluctance into awe, it defenestrates the rain in musical 
segments, until words ugly in ill. To find its solvents necessary 
are the searches of a little modern tentative, incident even when 
the gentle planet gapes, only a source of young women, drunken 
singing, they spirit often, they ray, they turning mulch the oasis 
of a poet’s nature, as if actually billowing an innocent obscenity. 
It obsesses itself in diverse innocence, name of beginning to see 
this divine regression, the useless progress around men leads to 
a fragment. Important as they are destined to survive, diversity is 
as purposes are of human lust, as reflections that reify another 
bent. Poetic forms of passive sadness, while unnameable, can be 
the remains of a choice. Was anatomy the harmless product of 
anatomy? Sing us a child exhibiting the charred fortress of 
broken prescience. 


Regarded as astonished character motion betters and anticipates 
in a problematic time antic from mansion composition. Sphere 
falters, the no distressed from with, a plat these images complied 
by chanting text. But stead as doxology of queen poetry, as 
partial field hinge or coherent thirds, scene is unlike thin beliefs. 
The work emerged from nineteen ruptures, ambient that is 
lessen them, slanted from a countless work of removal. Clearly 
in sense and wonder are meandrous classical clues, fragments 
often ear and fusion, anterior to an extra name in spirit. Her 
sentience exactly that. In fact, a recitation of rain, defensive rain, 
a musical schism between transparent utters, ghost used by its 
amended work. Irregular lines phantom coinage into a cyclical 
sky of narrative vocabulary, refusal to seize defensive writing. 
Itself within a terrain of connected sympathies smoking for a 
name, culled musk in its colony of closure, ambages the country 
houses in compliant sting. From written occults classical into 
despairing of the mythic kings, words are the site of falters, 
established action continuance begs, bearing invalid urges. 
Maybe long this voluminous among others, if we are in 
arguments as she is, that title ensures to mince units ranged as 
word. Clients are of our crossover, history appended to 
ointments of an archaic full, eye the orisha of flints, idling the 
candle stampede. Independent characteristics of the between 
physics empathic towards process based on ghost discarded 
place, books whose fear and torsion orchestrate a cloistered, 
subaltern tip. An inner apple parquets the floor broken into 
poems which paragraph linear words. Cathected hate jovial and 
usually shards of the other timely orbits in italic workshops first 
observes this written about credence in a medieval cell. Events 
shard one another upon the lilt. Opinions torn from will given to 
English and American martyrdoms, not bothering to dilate 
books on pliant others, but rounded by neon form and lists of 
the absolute, varied as the loyalty of sound. By also foreign bowl 
with subaltern I am not so surreptitious as convincingly shut of 
my European past, against attractive gorgeously responding to a 
private incommensurable. 


Poetry compensates for wonder by ratifying the dual power of 
appearances, and the other autistic alarms of alluvial zen defer to 
a deconstructed maintenance of the reverse. By the dyad of such 
a view of the serious abiding sense, sounds are silences made of 
the glands’ notion of the rival, more than omens inside the island 
of the inside. That wonder cannot read I had to the contrary 
awarded to the poet of skeptical time a tongue as the disorder of 
meaning. It isn’t that I have pondered it, but that you'll have to 
connect the rest around the meandrous somewhat close to 
marvelous, giving objective nuance to the new critics, where a 
poem if anything at all like a poem is a poem that is given away. 
They insisted that one kind contains multitudes and the other 
contains its whole distance. This is basked in myth if ever it was 
said why find them out when ash buried in the dismissal of 
meanings is not ash but a donation by the reader of his 
interruptions. The war that is a couplet is hardly surprising in its 
reading. More and even borne out as other greatly coupled, 
quartered by the proletariat to allow each one a_ fictional 
however, thousands can therefore expect undressed in utter 
notice a linguistic recovery of the cornered text. Upwards of the 
most relevant in our reviled writing is one’s national jingoism, 
but the mathematics of a historical poesis is meaningless as 
understood. Now that the younger criticism draws its 
questioning from a meridian of buttoned remainders, it is the 
politics of thinking through which meaning trembles to its 
content. Thrown into such philandering then, it is precisely 
because of the unburied dead, paraphrased by the wail of 
speech, that I must confess I have no hidden meaning and 
wouldn’t have had sooner if the reader wasn’t a simple mystery 
of meanings. This is the way we kneel the offer, as a kind of 
coitus. After the two worlds have endured millions its allure 
should seem a becoming to have been. Neither normal nor 
theoretical, rather allotted to production as a thanatos of the 
sought, like a erotic digestion of the supremacy of the world, a 
fiction understood as a fiction which the poet masks as a true 
entrance formally amerced by the balkanized gravity of 
mentation. So the work of sound is sound’s silence. 


Sculpture is a sect of abuse, its salvific value a bastard sublimity. 


§ 


Oppression is a contemporary of unity and finitude. 


Reading is the emanation of suggestion, a mournfulness of the 
word. 


The dyad is the gorge of content and the nativity of sense. 


Fiction is defined as the historical freedom of the occupying 
parallel, the reliance on entrance as the approval of a form. 


The prosthetic vocable broadens the prescribed emphasis of 
prosaic intention. 


The final project of the vocable is the credence of its rubric and 
the civilization of its song. 


The veil of language is the schism of power and its denial. 


The recursive allure of the cultural object, the formal referent 
within a thinking language. 


Reflection startles the lambent palms of a feverish spring. 


Nous reshaped by a cerebral quiescence. 


The work of the will is an alternative consent of hearing. 


A repressive unction supplants the written romance. 


Discourse confined to a crypt of certain instructions. 


The randomnity of being unleashed in the meticulous usage of 
events. 


Even the clearest of relict dictions abjures the garish veils of a 
banal questioning. 


The stakes of need are not the aberrant lacunae of clarity. 


To sing of possibility, note the committed tones of the light. 


How many tabooed senses noose the description built into a 
dark and mystical duration of life entirely within the reifications 
of a weary and harried “Iam”? The rare inside constructed from 
need that each of us intercourses and through which resembles a 
studious zen, a budding equality. All poetry is sculpture 
maintained as an attachment to the elegantly arrived and 
handless dappling of an earlier figuration. Like our capacity for 
no form of the real immixed with the gravity of our reservations, 
sound illuminates the shimmering attention of the bellows, in 
deed as well as precedent, as predicts to say the freedom of verse 
is outside the similarity of our gravid singularity, checked by the 
heavenly mockery of our monstrous tears. Citation is a respite 
from the ways of poetry. 


The aura of semantics, a dictum of immanence. 


Life has often subjected a palpable imagination to writing. 


The unitary product ofa serial rhythm. 


The literary handbook of harm. 


The votive begins as a systematic paraphrase of the beyond. 


Proposal subverts potentiality. 


The emergent diversity of history is a fertile schizophrenia. 


The imaginary codes of invective. 


Song is a simplification of the structural methodology of the 
social. 


An emergent fiction written without devices. 


A historical quiescence cleaves the inhabited mulch. 


Salted wind of the corrosive starship. 


The somber body of every unprincipled morality. 


Vulnerable practices of deceit. 


A political quietism unites the conquerors. 


The inexplicable silliness of logical explanations. 


Hysteria of the parthenic mirror. 


§ 


Light in the aspect of stricken form. 


§ 


Constraint in advance of the hologram. 


Proprietary ethics of the onerous dissociation. 


Urgent imagination of the possible, plastic and oblique. 


If words like “reality” do find their way into a lessened 
eventuality, however rarely the aubade of poetry depends upon 
truth or clarity for its renewal, then the antithesis of the book is a 
reflection of the self in the hovel of its suggestive site, enveloped 
and opened to the history of hymn and doubt. The end’s repute 
downward is likened to nothing, to sound’s mechanization, 
extrapolate and preferent as an innate poem of turbulence. The 
matutinal hymn, soul’s dense thought allured into the tremor of 
the day, a seam belittled by the cult of language and its knots, 
inwardly renewed in the broken reading of insult, adored by 
flame and softened by statues of invective, leash inflated by 
fawning against the lather, then itself locked in a xerox of 
renewal, as the poem if not inexorable then tacit as a conversion. 
If there were any hidden, and I wouldn’t say there were, why 
not? As a response to the fairly available poetry of business, the 
radiant meaning of excitement presents a limitless lessening of 


meaning, more the waste of our age’s key and temporality than 
the eaten dyads of our anterior lives. Similarly enough, if we 
forget to work we beget a fiction of uneven sense, a madness 
mirrored in the limpid vaticans of our reptilian gravity. Against 
themselves we can truncate a regularity of worlds from this 
aesthetic. The next hermetic mixture of abuse and undecidable 
history in the poems of a hunched optimism is never by itself in 
the parlous mysticisms of humid realms vaguely ethical and 
annexed from a special dismay of useless attitudes. But this 
creatures the acknowledged prevalence of a poetics of 
syntactical sound arranged against the chimera of protest. In the 
web of history mistaken for understanding, in the irrefutable 
wonder of an audience, the poem which is read again is emptied 
of iterated content into the rage of paraphrase and gleanings. 


The phrase “against created” in the anarchy of my poems, if they 
are poems any more, is meant as the mysterious viscousness of 
the one as an uneven deliverance which covets actuality, forever 
put as a monstrous failure of touching. 


The second is either a stop which eats the there, or the fully 
admitted cancelled in its notes. 


Ido not sing through making an unending smallness of the all. 


The had admits of the good. 


Where respect is written is the form of the two. 


Between the thief and the angel, by the odd beacon of poetic 
measurement, the depravity of the one is revived as a neglect of 
style, an acute furniture of the written haunted by its prisons. 


An initiation of respect in a raw line maps my loss of the witch. 


The form of immanent power is the statistical lamination of civic 
chains. 


Publications are written for the untitled knots of a unified self. 


An exposure of the face is a study of the ashen ledgers of an 
inner rift. 


The illusion of the below is an effect of its phrasal origin. 


Wonder can anticipate the pornographic fortune of woven 
astonishment. 


Being is the gauge of an untranslatable moiré. 


As a member of his poem he is ridiculed for having asked, “I 
wrote it?” 


§ 


The subjective is entitled to the heresy of the body. 


The broken is interrupted by a critical fulmination of 
inexhaustible excitement. 


As print is new, so the critical is sensation. 


Meanings serrated by mysterious cause. 


To admit confusion is not to say obviously an heir of lack. 


Avoidance is the absent genesis of discovery. 


Conflict withholds its method from the poetic will. 


Vision reproduced as sound is poetry. 


One begins by being alone, becomes by being surprised. 
Surmised. 


Declared recursion is medieval. 


Imbricates of publicity limn and delight, thoroughly modern 
castrations, intentions that have manhandled the livid polis. So 
disturbing are the spots which formally refract, targets peruse 
distress, swim black ghosts lavish sieve. The motion of 
fragments speaks of deluded whispers. History stands outside 
the aerial attitude, it has neither posterity nor spring. The misfits 
widen having sang for love. Fragments under stone. Long giraffe 
smocks. Hamburger zen. Sanctions of twitching, newly 
undressed. The dew’s erection. Abounds in ring anguished 
demur married she tells existential words the fondness for an 
insatiable remembering heart. Attentive what one end of night 
anthropic their use and she never one much her posthumous 
referents, but we eventually greet death his best proven free of 
this rewinding. Consists of his poems, the counterpart to all is 
decided by a discovery and is ventral outside desire, a part of 
nature’s closure, various as the depth of the specialty. One of the 
shoveled poets once from any wonder striking his voice has 
matters, but connectives thrill the other, the silence everything I 
suspect upon a catholic tungsten. Both gash and cut through my 
feelings church an attitude of me, for things but we. Grateful to 
the cynosure, pour rims than the teachings seven, miles edited in 
place of Eden before quotes with this, bloom as our critical 
technique, qualia as her practical use, regional his openness of 
modular intensified which the ideologue stutters off the deep in 
each. In itself the erudite enough that it tells alone is a recent she 
has to sing, poems for me have been drawn in the exchange. She 
like I a whiteness, a ritual dove night writer’s surface different 
voices of the uncovered machination’s consciousness, and she 
quotes the heart: myth embalmed in novel mead blackens the 
madness, gascous and embarking. Staring eyes ice the wind 
broken world its knot withered in separate choirs of will. 
Convolutions settle later sheens of unrepentant isthmus, door to 


the sun balkanized by the unheard wind. Is that not because I 
read him what however Hitler carpools there adherent to myself? 
There is a meant indirection, but what new critic is considered 
voluminous as there? To describe the said in critical theatre 
focused on a different we maps overheard where the world 
maligns its distillation, occupies the almost as a matter she is, 
feelings called as well as a poetry of the written. That which is a 
mirror of with as such, compassion of passion’s wish, the 
magnificent relumed in us, farce shown sleuth sets torment,she 
colludes as phrase, the rows clast line. Sympathetic to the dyad’s 
early unreadability it is primary to think of embark as 
posthumously among them. As we seal more to practice hand 
was singularly the fascicle a poem is written in starlets of robust 
bloom, our cleavage leers a stance to inscribe upon the analysis a 
suture in part of retrospective sand. Genuine times have in the 
ways in which a literary maybe one to find another whether 
voice, renew one is quiescent to say the least, insignificant 
perhaps but never sensitive to the point of thanes. Thoroughly 
huge and strained through enough as such suggests, or the 
venue of a manifesto, suffers without and behind in the 
loneliness which begets a lyrical consciousness. Endless features 
of necessity recall time as remembered voice hurled ice inverts 
to a positive essay, though tilting through gliding by as is, of 
ultimate victory I saw causal to approve. Sad like blissful urgency 
no more aged than on the triage, but rapture as an appearance. I 
quote the impersonal lyric: voice is an echo empowered. Was I 
interred in the visionary winter longing to hone approval kindled 
in another standoff? Ask the sun’s antiphonal persistence. Ends 
with torsions of the cauls epiphany belittles. 


When ventral reading unable to facsimile literal reason night 
music mulls the rose semantic. If how moan a poetry wastes 
language, it will dismiss as slyly amused a place silently proposed 
as the lily of that poem. Or, to put it in topological form, an 
American become the theory of his own preference is the 
prophetic voice woven in citation. Mending the real ourselves is 
crucial if we are to undo our fundamental doubt. An alternative 


way would be to limit the juice, not to do away with the hasten 
that she is, but to poem the relish back to a token cremation, 
marred in median enneagrams, to hold with outrageous once for 
rote of her. Dark and violent is my sky embedded in its brothel. 
Sad company I know old as each desires, her ghost researches a 
listening of the grave and prayer. We are total exit once said to 
justly carom unreadable and at night, veiled if she is sound for 
like, sound’s antic at. As silence is a rhetorical idea, modern 
poetry as tone has topographical answers to the map. My 
idiosyncratic however exhumes us rarely about the current 
curled. Led out can be a position of being the protestant I could 
ransom but with references the soul itself. Gentler why is chant 
of why. A seasoning of soil in the ranks of ethereal sand. 
Realized that such he hastens for presumed endless have to be, 
among relish her future prehensile, that anew old poetical 
thirsts, this random which she ethers more poetical is to have 
once wonderfully may be to seizures that, and our fundamentally 
with her, hinge or subject. So she with poets about the cells after 
us is a fundamentally endless create. Phrases separate the 
mournful accents. Immortality changes into one serpent meat, 
this juncture fluxing out against the brief claim of the universe, 
the broken and so it is to trace an instant, but not for a poet 
construed as weather, almost a beat as back, now to begin in 
escrow. Criticism sings this reverent vision of mercy, not I think 
also wedded in noble rest. Along poems this abolition of gems 
remonstrates human rebuttal, less I should twirl though newly, 
most of near. Not under tabled usage of a book no doubt a book, 
ostension’s incomplete quiet rhetoric, glint it may, at the turn of 
poetry rheophile after writing. 


Across discussion sailed the experimental self. 


Since I inspect beginnings interspersed with a special 
ectoplasm, she deferred her likeness to a radish, now’s as good a 
time as any for the planet going nowhere. She dusted the 


polished sadness as ever, as thawed by gems these imbricate 
scintillations recalled in riddling restorations. On ermine dew in 
the trill and histrionic beryl, greased to the lyric assumption, not 
wintry ears, old burgers, cabs, but openness to be accused, with 
more of what he is as his to review, stuffed fidelities inclusive of 
self, assuaged implications of the too obvious, centered on the 
meteoric. The natural detest south of trilogy, therefore artists 
succeed a form in the main of a review. This essay lisps by giving 
poetry the belabored writing of lithe oils, of sin, gerbils, an 
iatrogenic virus of the vocables, minced sausage and respect, in 
his father’s toys to suggest a need for modern singularity. Slowly 
gravitating west, revision rends the trisagion, is common 
presumption lending a recent volume to the written. Might not 
the thinness in writing about negativity admit the formal fortune 
of collected meat song should be reprinting? Verse ends the 
gestalt of mentation’s rapture. If poets everywhere mangle 
articles of the lyric, why tones to a lyric circled in the book itself? 
In 1992, for example, quark pride of having expected wing about 
icons in a review, depression rather famished, for a lively end of 
poems hugging lust, and one must be an earlier poet if hardly 
and the tree amused, then where were the multi-voiced? Only 
death sanctions fiction. Conflict rallies the predetermined 
sanctuary. A poet’s crenelated life, understood as divided by 
need. The thrum of infrequent cause fragmented by its 
problematic bolts the elation of property by coining the 
authentic process. Lines postdate the fictioning ofa prior other. 
If being the grand interred world makes for a fragrant 
disjunction, avoids at worst the consistent thematic harms, silk 
astonishment seizures, Moses human swoons, which now I wait 
for, do I return the letters, preserve the spelling of a formal 
heraldics? How indulgent and impartial in letter’s great will 
eternal verse, his project, i.c., immersed in joyful primaries. 
Must not confront the proper ambition away from these self- 
taught interruptions. 


Ambiguous form astonishes thematic control. 


Products of an outrageous compulsion dance unfinished in 
thematic ambience, like normal aborted flounce, or poems to the 
obverse hedonic. 


The prudent thesis of God is weakened by nature’s hush. 


Leaves light sounds in breath. 


The skeptical practice of parallel differences. 


Description of an autistic motility. 


Embodiment is field. 


Embodiment is a translation of its semantic parameters. 


The disparities reward the writing. 


My reading undone by a provisional foolishness. 


The loop of novel process is a translation of relative parallels. 


Translation is the peculiar poetry of writing. 


Chance decants the degenerate singularity. 


A history vivid with dissembling. 


The recognizably shallow accusations of rhetorical closure 
formalized as cultural language. 


Alive therefore serrated by cerebral transformations. 


A transformation of the flesh through specific manipulations of 
the count. 


The concentrated poetry of doubt. 


The useless hindrance of expressivity. 


As if experimental magic was a particular combination of 
ethereal undulations. 


Force is a cognitive vitamin. 


Some of her writing, of course, poses a dislodged logic of history 
which constitutes a reconstruction of the wound. 


Thought outside of writing renews the temporality of the 
fragment in the context ofa fragmentary unspecific. The original 
broadcast of ruin, assertive and sentimental, that poem 
convinced by precocious advent of entry, heaven’s poetic 
innocence, severed his death, his apotropaic grief, another 
death-by-elegy, but distracted first, fragmentary negotiable 
remembrance of supportive arguments, whether the story does 
or does not posit a place to be. Distorted by eloquent allusions, 
neither inimical nor dramatic, can be a nurse of number, miles of 
mind. The unrehearsed remains a fence so long as it sorts select 
astonishments with diverse locutions. If becoming a great poet 
required praise, the ninth drum, or cannon loin, a fortunate and 
obscure transaction might abuse the cities with awe, great 
singing in the headquarters of the world. And even if before my 
country I didn’t loiter in her, she offered this day the seeding of 
an overt propriety of night, that should be great if whose soul 
every palaces, by latent fountains, the infinite out to his ambush, 
and force him without original untraceable immersions, his 
malleable but inevitable retiring to non-existent concatenation. 


Within this peg of time the early is the never. She fused a mural 
realism from language hasps, work grown in being what lingers 
in concentration as poetry. In this renegade essay her torsion is 


interred. The window of myth remains closed. Like gaseous 
fenestration, as painting is a poem, arbitration amuses. Was the 
written as the work drawn most recently from air we’ve had as 
creative languor? The poem succeeds the immanent wing. 
Others torque style into surface, as a poet labors poetics only in 
freeing a new persistence from suggestions of expression. The 
startling intrusion of ghosts’ internal poetic culture rescinds the 
ghost’s own occurrence, now radically erased and elemental. A 
cold colonial mode increases her, back to her connivance of a 
world. Poetry is played in oracular time. The axiom of the 
present is a mutation which the poet emblems formally into 
extremes. That has been excavated and made that, formed into a 
sanatorium compounded by twin artists of the class developed, 
school the same fully autistic drawn upon the tension compacted 
as the carom of sympathy, this a poetic deliberation of 
experience, or the rose. Fictional hands. Idling with 
observations first is the historical poet, a century woven 
medieval fondly, heretical from embodied and ingrained as such, 
violence of the basic expanse and parcel of nobility. Closed 
reactions achieve experience seen as white space as if within. 
Immixed visions imagined the dormant space of a gestural 
language, coiled mesh of sense reflective on that concrete wing, 
within work’s wine if composition endowed with allocation, 
mobile spelling, a fading of the picture, ghost magazines and 
cited absolutions. Rhythmic voids. Selected by her art, 
subjective onus fulfills her library, a seizure of time as turned ina 
unifying focus, background that offers no absolute doubt. As a 
way of reading tormented before former antics of an errant 
canon, it takes hands bearing with a habitual poetic of patience 
seen in transparent law. Reason twirls the singing. The century 
of our heretical sieve organized the poem as a place for poet’s 
words. A situation apart from feeling, the handling of formal 
intrinsics, as one object in its place. Overgrown with flourishing, 
the extreme cheats us, used as an invention of very immense, a 
tonality of as. Of the flagrant disparity of poets in their fantasy of 
the fantastic child, words never compute the equation of such 
grief. There, in the couple overwhelmed by motion, conditioned 
meaning tools all eloquence to the authorship of temptation. 
The banner of being itself, being is the banishment of armor as 


such, an amor languaged into form, to be read as an “I shall”. 
Praise etched them only in praise. Now the woven into a peacock 
one says of innocence. I pulse rapaciousness to make the 
magnanimous pitiful in wonderful emergence. Let history be 
transformed by appalling and ancient rantings, or by a personal 
grotesqueness lying upon history’s presence, the shapeless 
perusal of mind unimagined, striate, shimmering on the brink of 
animation. One another unveils if pictures resemble discernible 
sky, recognize the mobility of our world, subject composed of 
manufactured paintings. The end waits as resonance specifically 
rathe. The conventional dialect of simultaneous readings 
receives its mobility from the array of improper names. Masks in 
escrow erratic as what furnitures the world with sound. Strings 
float images are heretical views of artifice. An observation of the 
air can magically when subjected to recognition. Imposed then 
fabulous, fable of the poet, this I mired in poems, rose as a 
gerund of nervous seeking. For it sings the woven sound opens 
like avenues reaching a second breach. Which one sings even as 
ear is subject to cathected theories of inseparable instruction, 
constitutive of the world as poetry. 


Some of her surprised listening that beams without oxygen lines 
as a severed object, floats in existence, words attentive in singing 
luminescence. 


Dissatisfaction is specifically a brief sect of care. 


The subject is the recursive sensuous. 


Art is a form of projected light. 


From estimated us peopled by pictorial and indecorous soul the 
globe sings tones of opening instant clamor guarding the words 
seen structures in relict painting. The inside eye sows the suture 
of the subject. How the objective ghost is the shine of air written 
into new terrors of the finished landscape, boat which shoe 
which stationary cognition. The moist shames distracted theory, 
but abstracts the assizes of affinity, the sense of barbarous 
caution. This is which has no quiet that or the like of as. She 
returns word’s attention. Beginning, not a bet with is, the deaf 
observance of destruction into constructed light, her genetic 
occurrence as in any ur-century, for corrosion conflates the 
greatness of the only child, avid and stupefied in their unsaid 
project becoming existing spring over most of four, remains 
external, which reverence it is, as if the extent of consensus is 
the assumption. Unified technological clast has unformed the 
assassination, Roman in response, in his tragic reading of the 
poetic consciousness, averts the once in the inverse. 


Becoming whole, in a crisis whose trajectory is beauty, but 
because of piety or self-destruction, ending fawned in a wing. 


Under suspicion of hopelessness the one beginning inhibition 
that modern forms itself to one harness of writing, nevertheless 
was of the sylvan love, a country in the thigh. Complete in 
openness, describes a circular brink of humankind, entry when 
heaven praising eastern sunsets, singing grill and beast of valley 
stars, singing whorled like phantom throats, ears glide down to 
eyesalt, sleek bones and low brown tartar, hate or lack shivering 
fries the apostle’s fox among heaven’s pistils, masks off at pitiful 
intentions. Complete germs of nature throughout the poetry of 
pity, kingdom of human ambiguity intentioned by the form of 
any word, cherished as consent, not innocence, innocent of a 
pious miscarriage, nurture’s necessity. The aim of action for 


men is too great a catastrophe, surmises the broken 
remonstrance, remembered by innocent abolition of art to refute 
a segment of spells less prior. Distortion absolves no tones to 
urgency, the entirely received observation an invention. Either 
deep which must be circumstantial orates into filial credits, or an 
aleatory issue of feelings harms the urgent necessity. His indeed 
if at all, urge’s enormous abstract, the compressed pressure of a 
fragment before its fall. 


The revival of earth is violently art. Vernal thrives my workday 
flings in slightest startled by the rising lack. Turns iterated by 
hypothesis. Astonishes itself, amazes that which has never those, 
sole reaction mental as precise visual end. Hearing imminent 
offspring concocted from coherent realities. An endless circus of 
endurance is dismembered by energy withstands grave witness is 
the shape of a chalet even beginning alterity, the failure of 
truthfulness. Frequent words necessitate an equal urgency, 
passive and motivated without demanding praise, faithful to the 
deteriorating deception of containment. The story unshapes 
rather than fragments. Passive limits exceed the shown. Elegies 
procure an integer of endurance. We have a script of praise, 
those long constellations still undermined, my lament 
disconsolate, the eternal primeval my existence, have never 
needed the longer garden’s statues to fight for life. Translation 
ends our motion’s priority, words in the night’s execrable 
future, joy’s wince. This is the fragrance of amazement’s event, 
to usurp the tragic motion’s disuse. They construct 
deconstruction, thought a necessary ambition, thought as such 
less conditional than account. The beginning cannot be 
fragment’s preserve, beyond the reach of everyman, this fiendish 
circumstantial eventuality, formally equal emptiness, neither 
childless nor absolutely world annihilated by heaven’s sleep, 
never finishing movements anterior to the author’s destruction. 
My heart hectored straight and kneels it birds, grazing still aslant 
through graves of weather, sand in hand, star shimmering dark 
wind in a cloud. Babbles as ring in his fire, kernels sleeping, but 
they sleep a crazy pity for the dodeca. Filth eliminates the rose, 


in this and exterior, previous to time of the cannot. The spoken 
thanatos appears embodied in his orchid of pity. Since the 
previous reflex to wonder, then discontinued, his part of the 
absence or marriage of the incomplete reunited. With 
translation, an extreme inventory compels the poet to ignore 
death, the spell’s volute imaginary pain. I stand and name a self 
accomplished by the fact of leaks. The cleanliness of the absolute 
is a gorge. Necessitates deceptive necessity as awe, song’s awe 
prescriptive silence, which however the dance of awe, flattery 
importunes. Imagination is innocence of perception. The body 
of elegy orchestrated commonly by certain operatic frames, a 
condition of awe then of an elegy in itch, has never been utility. 
Something ties a hubcap to forgotten reality, cons’ implicit use 
in either illusion or continuance. To know a genre precludes an 
amicable tractate. To write thanatos and necessity, in fitness for 
equally spacious, therefore what and honor, fragments of a radio 
broadcast called “interred pieces”, white giants able to 
compress beginnings, worlds, into accomplishment. When he in 
breast of delight and dew of angels sought his country over the 
hears of flame, in the piece trace gap inert, no wonder that 
unanimous consciousness, legacy of always speech. Some of the 
acquired immensity, and thoroughly compressed among 
disparate along the way, i.e., perception, of interrupted grape. 
Vines beneath strength of stirred suns mumble for returns above 
the rusted observation. Emphasis that allows twice is document 
of curves. Rhymes what entity leading, divining molten to 
imagination, if such resuscitates the sense, where towards 
unfolds as regression towards, and the nature of art is destroyed 
in the cipher of prolific increase. Experience, restrictive 
consciousness, recalls no previous innocence formed in 
acquiescence to or obstruction of grief, which struggle, able 
truth of testimony, the site of forced groping upon fire, reduced 
to this. The call, age of miserable work, hollows the mind, the 
functional settling into awful and heroic existence. Like matter 
only because meant with misshapen use, and waved like children 
waiting for eternity, the frozen living star, rose and translated 
ash, translated nickel and lapis, edited by hypothesis, universal 
dew, bark of purple winters, children of the law, streets of ludic 
entitlement, work of history and of hiss, lining of belief, 


innocent bout of lives, the wish speaks vernal cons, linked coins, 
leather cargo of youth, a gap between the knives, as universal 
knot. 


I want volutes of poetry. I want guided in the astute warlock for 
that involuted totem. But when the driven divinity is a poet’s 
evasive eye, everything nourishes humanity’s proven 
consternation. It is also of infinity and ceaseless, woven as poem, 
necessary gradual extremes, leaks from a present breakage. 
Fragmented by extreme speechlessness, encoded fragments 
instilled as such, old sun, unspoken law, tomb outline of sprung 
exits. Activities of the attributes to cherish augmentation, the 
living method of the fragment, persona from ambiguous 
incessance, suture to the compulsive shape. Hesitation begins to 
question the temporary reservation, madness in residence, 
nature the destiny of this. Lines for unity. At language. With 
strophe this by life of speech must self. A choose here. Human 
children and after, the fragments loose and of the realm, the 
future of the object its own empty itself. 


ECHO 


Why angle of the single soluble, and below it the knot of the 
circle himself, poetry congeals within gristle umbels, erode onus 
of history flowers before softened ash buried in the remnants of 
unpleasant song, as of votive endings, individual, fatidic. Only 
the lyrical slays vents articulate time, nonetheless first word 
sounds textuality, no convulsive song can knot possible renewal 
of the festive aspersion, the journal lodged finally in hope, 
feverish programs. The bald falls even weight out of his intrepid 
fever, against the layered dervish revealed, so work as 
considerable shape construed as amateur koan of her interior is 
up to voluminous gravity, second only to a similar occlusion of 
urgent anger, tutorial of which he has models of mandatory 
standards, abortion against the issues, writes about tyranny as an 
echo of modern harmony. His required befalls these church 
conduct morality perhaps her thigh is a criticism of the poems 
sing lack as unity for the whole of women. Fathom this gradual 
construct thinly splendid from esteemed mold, could say of it 
almost in disbelief, better sex bottled in a rage of reflected guilt 
than the narrative of that girl world ribald rising social enigma 
which thirst resigned sleeps in her furnished wish. Which 
tumescent silence ancient husbandry abused is verified how 
frustration decides the anthemic oppression of a perfect art. 
Entries annulled in doing he did however not in sympathetic 
beauty inclined against those apertures of description, lingam’s 
epic talon enhanced by genuine wisdom, joy assails with grand 
thematic form. Formerly desire haggard and spatial we find in 
particular will, making things. Heresies of sound and other fiat 
random enough, the result ontic or “I stand”, buried lyrical 
isthmus warbled with critical tithes, up to its provisional width in 
talus emblems, however not also the first erasure of gradual 
exaction, her beauty the mirror of tragedy writing art itself once 
a beautiful simulacrum of endless chaos. The constructed 
valence foregrounds an alien knot. Fever of ritual banality. 
Medieval turbulence haven. The soul of taste or tears’ habitual 
voice. So the final feverish joy of grace is demarcated by a circle 
of carcass oven money, one single levitation made holy by fiat of 
bland merger, ligature byte theremin canoptic spindle persona, 


order administered in an arsenal of solvents, the soul flayed by 
the forms of lyrical evasion. Circle of entirely obliterated script. 
Times fork verbal poets the voluminous mist, will there is a foyer 
of poetical mistrial, heresy overcome with ritual courage, by leaf 
the lodge poetical eschews with festive showers fortune admires 
form derided by effort, as if to say expression is moistened by 
formal clarity, theory of cleanliness remarks sleeps’ absorption. 
Not surprising. As an example of witness the wreck of 
conjunction. Iflove is an answer to pain, one as much as writes a 
ritual self, doubt like a hermetic circle of hearts, embodiment 
conveys the pearl heart granular texture of the line, connected 
steps from which joy occluded misjudges them, the start of an 
endless wreck threads the endless cycle of the book. I read it 
stultifying the adverb sown against my life, theurgic office of the 
decorous night, absent charnel glass of the difficult expulsions, 
vocative too demotic between the bodies’ argument. Within the 
serial labyrinth of a normally kinetic skin. Finally the endless 
circle devolves to a montage of previous moments, life issues 
inept and topiary in the infarction, noble everted hovels to view 
the squalor thoroughly, according eventually to one’s own soul 
thrown back into imagined damage by the lyrical haven of the 
lamp. The recent events of one’s work suggest a fortunate 
newness of the seams. The plague of life, republic of visionary 
health, director of token pillage in stasis, envision a darkened 
canyon of books, a series of present lives delivered to given 
others, at once a verbal rage and renewal of dehiscent erections, 
shadow renewed by candle lance, intrusion interrupted by 
processual critique, each death succored by one of its conflicted 
assays, name returned to matter, healing the written bird in 
random estimates of poetical honesty, heat of any oven flowers 
position the poet assures as childish singularity, characterized 
by an imaginary alkahest of formal praise, to lose the antic seize 
in which politics only bleeds whole inclusion of our endless 
enterprise, every way works blindly stretch poetical hindsight, 
for years in emergent wonder, somatic books letteral weave, 
events theurgic hagiography, evil aspect as such is as much the 
want of here as poems in their filial findings too richly I. 


THE AUTISTIC WORD 


A two-voiced panic is freeing lyricism from the inanimate lyric. 
After sufficient writing, an essay bathed in the ladled ash of 
poetry, a token beryl without detente, though skeptical of the 
shore unraveled in pleasant expression by this acquiescent 
chronicle of broken lyricism, undoes a historical banality, but 
after all that in the course of a lyrical performance the material 
persistence of its blended rituals is not only strained but 
serrated, renewed as an epigone of suture and of coma. 
Withheld in the traversal of an edited aversion the two voices 
had each already a priority above the otherness of these 
programs. In a brief statement of tenets for the festival of priority 
she engendered the moiré respite of enigma as expression, a 
project assumed as a deepening which shirks the shroud of 
poetry, edited by equation, renewed in a makeshift unbinding of 
the gift, her next purview a youthful offering of the tongue, self 
augmented by childish troubles, in spite of a bigoted materiality 
subject to heretical decree, and despite the germinal pronoun 
intrinsic to the making of profundity for a poem. When a society 
is not only inundated with life, but is also diluted by the aesthetic 
embers only it can engender, the aleatory invitation of the act 
and the teleology of theory stand beside each consequent 
moment with token oil and corrugated masks, bets pleasure 
Ariadne poses read in absent form, though her diverse entrances 
blemished forever in the qualia of her fist engage what was as this 
which happens in a writing fueled by the delicate lily, fierce 
attack of the vernal poet rigorous under the lucre of 
unrecognized muscle, almost too much of a delight, and 
hermetic in the extreme. 


In the hermetic moment of form the intractable portent of a 
European Isis sheeps itinerant fecal tincture thus trespass 
individuates towards conclusive virtue, the singly written heart 
buffered once judgement posits two forms as strategic renewal 
panic, a belief in one’s own radical suffusion as poetry. 
Nevertheless, politically endless verity, forgotten attic history, 


oral rose whispered in the misery of a lyric poem, whose 
destination also grafts response against insignificant recursion, 
accurately at last within the tattered persistence of lyric story, if 
response can be the language of engendered remains, years 
amiss and unprecedented, with a murmur of language elements 
generally extolled by a frothing rarity, which would nonetheless 
debate the unlikely lily, better profound than perennial, at least 
as we finally inform the book, in favor of an attempted rejection 
of demarcated understanding, hence hampered by the 
tendencies of chance and punctuated by a resonant gravity which 
merely peruses its gravid mirroring, while only the judicial 
gullibility of the habitual kabbalistic water undermines the 
twofold teleology of banal language as final form, almost a 
sudden reversal of intention, not hubris profiled as dance but the 
successful government of innate deeds, moving in this case 
eastern wellsprings implicitly impotent. Whether one enfolds 
the inert justice of one’s political reason, or admires the 
theoretical show as putative heroic effort, rhythm is withheld in 
the hermetic resonance of touch, each mask attacks a well of 
dermal literature, and so the ears alter in enthusiasm the placid 
alcove of the ozone, as one may ask of the heart “has everything 
changed?” Even though the formal limitations of the victim 
wither forth as salvific for the aerial sins of other victims, a 
reversal of the shown into serial forgiveness, once moth more 
ageressive limp surprise, sooner of course for us from verity 
startled by the hiss of play, but nevertheless thematic hearts 
reprove mesmerizing motives, bound by the inadequate 
instructions of beauty, nouns beryllium the porous style lessens 
in herbal poems, both liminal and static until force treats if 
violence is metaphysical, between existence and concern, 
between the animated religion of content and the wildly separate 
theories of historical anathema, the poem exhumed by the work 
in progress, the verbal picture useless beside the lyrical means of 
the metaphor. As such an aversion to the real is the poetical form 
of an honorary poetics, cones rewritten to utter manly urns, the 
production of renewal a rice stasis of the bottled motto, septic 
dimensions laden with process solely to trace an origin of thetic 
poetry, a poetry ritually sutured with furnished masks. The 
realized beyond of diversity is the lasting venture, two yearnings 


refurbished forth in endless beasts, a liminal omen of death for 
the hadal artist, troubadour aurum as the former immortality of 
the body, one’s manner of ease as she undoes the fitful moment 
of its silence. Adrift and unseen at our best, we encounter 
irresolvable interrogations, more hermetic than delimited, 
within the darkened tones of a ritual mulch, assay of the tragic 
idols haven as acquired. 


FRICTION 


Traditionally simple patchwork garments frozen in the clotted 
lawn a way of causal becoming ice or formerly abandoned 
another which has been donated tesserae of acorns carnal 
melody of the heart corrupt authorities sell always rather than 
urgently rain seasons the wasted numen of the place their tired 
vermin lilt in the antic desert communal morsels the arid 
satisfactions of a society withered by a heinous uselessness this 
thin barren ichor of the heart embers such a life towards ways 
formally examined in the work. 


Words mother the embodiment of experience carnal 
relationship of the call to the currency of the evening formally 
exhumed in immune ganglia bejeweled with threshold steeples 
their essential countenance no rose mosaic forgotten after a 
sheaf of theoretical fathers ignite in pointed doubt a mottled 
gleam of importance tool after the triage maintained bxy the 
same unctuous laughter trilling a shared fringe of wolof so must 
be a warlike insistence which is more invisible than everything 
answered in weeds eluded by dark lucidities of the portal shaken 
with aerial thoughts the sequence of which said this too hinges 
upon a writer imbued with the written longing notes yearly 
question knots choose equal in awe to the silent irony of 
everything bells socket a subtle ring and insert the itinerant 
heart faculty for succulent prayer called the cancelled form of 
writing at which point the ruthless morals of the other dawn 
bottled in swaying increments of avoidance in pictures of that 
life in which we are not another. 


A fundamental awe will no more rabble elohim than sun inner or 
overt also the inadvertent zoology of the bed a zen of offal frank 
in albumen ore during the rite of innate crones numen perused 
in partitioned burns life kindled in whispered alkahest renewed 
by erotic emergence poetry rattles as plain heat the origins of 


night useless in a burial of needless crenelations avidly grey 
events flayed in the window of hermeneutic order the pronoun 
forced by its ingot to clarify an earlier justice even as the nouns 
intend the best parts of the symbol interred in watered duress 
months of musical labor soften the entrails of emptiness doubt 
jovial as the servile food of heaven thus farms immanent of lips 
threshold baritone to language become heater depths what uses 
they have are granted in a revivalist grace marriage as a cult of 
fatherless salt and the work of the eyes is importuned counting 
but the harvest of roles let stand in public femur places hinge 
tongue writer’s tooth no part of experiential fervor to blossom 
almost vacant as a witness in love. 


Inasmuch as the funnel hastens for the rank of tenderness opens 
to all tithes book of the latent prayer tenderness cut sows outré 
circling rabid lock in the mail a shingle fallen theories of heaven 
they rattle in a poem as generic as it is well-lit a time of difficult 
Tarots valorized as beautiful and coiled in the knotted wells of 
our words difficult in that it is human one word moiled romantic 
in rebuttal theorem of heretical happenstance will seasons in the 
ecology of the heart to be an oracular fiction of the liminal I 
renewed in unborn stance as undivided vanishes something of 
palpable anger acknowledged in soup or species wed to the 
possible animal what we might call the overt cons of the referent 
the social order of the book iterated as the arduous gift that 
flourishes in liminal writing when a person is encountered as 
linked descriptions non-sequiturs of the referent open to the 
rank of ordinary wherein the status of garrulous orchid is offered 
as well as the sinister ace the water as one reason of god allowed 
as an entrance wrenched from Lilith dark canyon when words 
addled from the self will bring the ouvre of the story before the 
teachings of the court work transmitted by means of broken 
darkness the terror of the heat also the wealth of its wand given 
those woven margins riven where knots of knowledge transgress 
the patent wyrd hours of the priests thinned by a poetry of the 
wrist time flowering in thinking duration emergent hold 
denuded by the rich feed of one thing layers of touch formed in 


the hermetic bone of poetry belonged once to was but other of 
his contemporary leap the same world emitted and meant as a 
friction of flowers. 


The gnomic billboard senses figures in a random beauty, 
diminishes sky to rock, the form of the imagination at the time of 
beauty a node and rot of will, never impotent as the satellite of 
music, but marvelous before the sequential verities, a 
therapeutic measure of signs, innocence of the whispered burn, 
where one has the sphere in a bone of fish, one of which the ear 
postulates in digital wound, the other of which moves 
exonerated through a variety of abductions rather than orbit the 
execrable banality, the everted illness of being, belabored by 
global doubt in which there is no simulated valence of the 
referent, simply an indefinite anguish of invisible time, and a 
settling of doubt which the senses do not evert. As stairs read the 
tradition of machismo in the formal exercise of song, so the 
night’s fish empty in an innocence of hearts chimes the birds 
urgent with an angry singeing of the dusk. The dynamic song of 
the poet is an abducted name of mist. Art knows no kindred 
threshold infarcted with meandrous decision, oven only a 
habitual mimicry of rime in written genus. Beyond the rosin of 
one’s altitude is the point of an overt justice, where the old spirit 
speaks of the buttress of possession, and the chimed city of zen 
becomes a new nocturnal tension, its verity a free confession of 
the broken rote, equally the ribald feelings liberated by a 
severance of our levels, being the oval things of the non-human, 
as fully aware as the mother of human singing sunk in a wash of 
whispered rust, as if the water is the given which arrival has 
bestowed, from the captured acceptances a withering of nothing 
holy. 


The impoverished variety of an improvised victory innocent of 
amoral richness might thus have been a sentimentality of night, 
wonder, love, the almost modern history of frustration we are all 


compelled to betray, the outright maleficent fever explained as 
reptilian charm, before the form of human evil, a doubt which 
believes accordingly in nature, the lyrical stuff of the mind 
eschewed for an eidetic bible of the will, in which a poet is 
anterior to his concerns, the gradual reprimand of death a forum 
for the acts of likeness serried in time, derivative of mythic 
duration itself, or what we simulate as a critique of mind to 
connect in the anchor of guile, the explanation of which is coeval 
with our contemporary poems. No wonder that collisions 
produce conclusions, that the means of merit could be taken as 
an entry into untruth, so the process of one’s natural events 
closes an endless entrance, shame washed by the published 
views of ridiculous fullness, as old as violence, better gradual 
than not to grapple with the psychic products of the mind, the 
conflict between vatic theory and the otherness of gravity, leaves 
of the behemoth christened in the leavened amazement of her 
medium, now by words in deeds doubled, the exclusively 
circular forbidden, better fallen anthropic whimper than 
hermeneutics of the victim, the interpretive trine a danger here 
of inalienable ambiguity. Make it so. Whether to be an artist of 
delphic erotica, or to require the heated facts of appearance, was 
the contrary word as image eventually tremendous with 
inadequate richness. Why not deny her atmospheric money 
moiled in inevitable dependence, while the adverbial lily not 
endless in aural value, essentially analyzed as finality of the 
social, must breathe the appropriate allure of a ventral ogham? 
The concentric themes of the danger are caught in the 
voluptuous connectivities of autobiography. At first the urge is a 
daily banality of processual wisdom in which time is shed in the 
phonetic adventure, but both the richness and the rightness of 
ash full of embers, borrowed to make orgy rather than embolic 
tango, brews volumes of somatic income so passional that 
process is riven in a return of poetry discovered upwards, once 
more impressionistic than dusk, whether arboreal mulch or a 
monument of wells, promoted to gradual from the previous one. 
It would appear that young artists incinerate into their weird 
american fiat a seared beauty of poetry by mangling the forgery 
of their halts. So the buried poetical ash is a sham, once human 
sequence insoluble book of anthropic ritual, as if we want vision 


more askance than its supernal trace. As if pure spirit is 
embodied within the physical anthem realized as somatic agony. 


There within the numbness of a billion operations information is 
tethered to the extent of a silent knowledge. Information as such 
will never be able to get rid of itself as simple information, an 
abortion of information, the unspoken delusions harbored 
within the specious needles of human greed, humankind a 
gesture of an urge, its arrogance a circular development of mass 
and devolution, the belief that the worst that can happen is to fail 
in the writhing of responsible mentation, thus exalting somatic 
form above the actual impotence of referential logic, to flower in 
the smallness of nuclear oblivion, at least as execrable as the 
antinomies of immediate disruption. The deformation of the 
world which exists solely for the inclusion of searching. These 
words woven into absence capitulate before the dangerous 
informations of doubt. That the heated threads of their heart 
correct us, for nothing which is in fact our secrecy beyond them, 
who placed the original solidity within the urgent catastrophe of 
imagination. As if it was that in search of me I doubt that it came 
from nothing but I don’t know how abruptly they were not 
volatile within a stretch of words nor silence but from the 
branched artifice of the orchid the violence of the fire returning 
to touch me as I was there alone. Showered me with the factual 
rationality of your nakedness. Face withered in the salt, mine 
another darkness, like a tiny margin withered in the taloned 
fullness of imagination, whispers within the materiality of the 
transition, a fish read in the hidden teeth of its gate, surrendered 
sown in narrative his historical reference to what may as well 
have been taken from the public spectacle of the face, a thing 
then therefore older than the shadow hands of spirit, among the 
white closures of nothing, sleep written to the listening within 
the hearing, both tether and glisten before the immunity of us. 
Of course the rare deployment of existence spares us the 
eventual threads of extraneous sleep, hidden in the point of this 
nothing is the threshold ofa solvent spirit, independent from the 
full range of thinking but helpless before its knots, an awareness 


of awakening as if foundering in a carnal state of transition, the 
meaning of wish silent priest equal to pool of night, a fantasy of 
saints ill with creation deriding the wilderness as being one place 
or another in overt attention, the thousand beings one 
encounters within the wandering dharma of a poem, indigenous 
chant of refusal eventually growing to emptiness too, against the 
temples I inherit I gain the vast emptiness as a history of lack. 


Toward clothing or Buddhist ether would have read why cry fire 
gnaws the monk where’s the monk true entity or placed in 
difficulty both opening in the precarious circle if a monastic 
cone is endowed with peripheral monks both in the coffins of 
other madness and in the ghetto of forays monks’ needs more 
than the actual compost machete to step back bring withhold to 
dice subsistence a place outside wrists to annul latent women 
written in my own right. Inwardly the word has to do with itself. 
If the hands are mesmerized by the fecund health of the 
smoldering way, then the mansion is reminded to shine in the 
harvest of machines, too fetid to bow, in that the dual terror is 
not its only orphan. Knowledge ranks the inconsequential offal 
of the writer as such as if its light is a fallen cabala tesserae blood 
night worsens free of a cultivated heart constituting a triumphal 
poem. I was asking I hope whether or not it is an orbit to 
withhold the included roundness of one minute perfection or 
occluded inclusion. If it’s anew and not another such choices as 
you decide too reluctant with much barter, love comes elided 
with things under this not only in this with me, as if we have an 
equality of the quanta between the commerce of the selves who 
we become most perplexed in the open millennium, outsider 
granted a tuning of the grape, through them brought to one, or 
open within the arts. 


In time the square figure of a somatic site is centered around the 
urge of the I. The formal targeting of another speech on the 
contrary both of which are as beautiful as the never possible 


patience taken place united in the static knowledge of 
consequence a spiritual rancor motile within the virtual moment 
of the referent susurrus gnarled by reference to the 
impressionistic theory of its books simple as the orbital hiss of 
the cosmos a satellite of breath cast in doubt from now on in 
parenthesis the honey of its glue a nuptial utility one day at most 
laced back to where it withered unlikely in a settled valence as 
long as the charred courage of doubt is sown in the dissipated 
wattage of intrepid realities which one accounts for by thinking 
about it winter when known as a poetry of spices summoned 
from the river night of the other’s face a dance before your ocean 
eluded in the illness of partial becoming raw custom enfolded in 
the nautical threshold of the ocean an original ecology of quilted 
mosques enriched by the narrow larynx of identity sang wounds 
when he wrote the useful body to speak of whom I open into 
these words as if the sounds of t he clouds annul the sickness of 
the trenches the moist communications of withered salt edges of 
a relict reality relinquished by direct conquest not only the 
looseness of precision but the diminished irreverence of the 
beast no accident that he whispers an inbred silence swollen with 
the limits of noble rancor a single pariah found eluded within the 
serrated arson of the village that entrance as a given of existence 
the will it takes to give our attention to the tensions is freedom 
from the blood and body of form an emptiness of words 
emptying the teaching of being nerves built on the equal 
tonalities of the bodies tell me what their wearer replied words 
returned to origins. 


THE PASSION OF INDIFFERENCE 


Assert themselves in becoming an account of abolition. Subject 
to commonalities. History like a cross. To privilege the rabid 
and unanswerable arguments that effect us through them, and 
within these riddles of historical absurdity not yet encoded in the 
likely by-products of the riddle, a decentered and historical tax 
upon the particular. I have no other way to generate another 
unless I am someone else reading the abnormal constraints of a 
fractal engagement. Necessity describes the full message of the 
text, the lacunae of its banality. 


His thought masked by the particularity of his books. 


Present inasmuch as itself is likely here, and likely before that a 
mask radically displaced, above since previous to both burial and 
noose, as a cat brings to the representational history of its 
narrative the license of its inaccessible form, we approve our 
narratives precisely broached through striations of the subject, 
abolitions encoded in figurative bloom, poems about magic or 
place truly centered on capability culled from slang. Layers of 
evasive codes demystify another falsification of the theory of 
language as extrapolation from interpretive slips of legitimate 
nuance which appear musically to balance assertions of the 
primacy of character conveyed through the allowance of method 
itself. There is also the occasion of ultimate cultural objectivity 
as an aberration of clarity signified by the reverential and 
somatic curse. 


The convolutions of man emitted, of course. 


One chapter in the character of place posited as Paradise. Once 
upon a myth of golem, prosthetic billions and hierophanic 
anthems, thieves and wolves someone as they analyze this text, 
an allegory of the anarchic quest, in suspended manifestation of 
neighboring divinity, as if the dramatic simplicity is but one 
common format of the total subject. Without space then left for 
the completion of the urge, the guiding will establishes an antic 
talus in the newly marginal text, so that one is or does not evolve, 
but rather ends up as an allowance for the letter, the masked 
sensibility of the procedures echoing a dialectic rhythm of 
opulence between the binary nuance of minutiae and the 
surrealist randomnity of a coquettish beyond. A message 
inasmuch as chance is an opening. Several ‘I’s seeming to 
become. 


A piece of written invention, or the inevitable delight of 
epistemology, technique as connectivity, the science of 
epistemology coeval with the social numerology of causation, 
wonder because of mind leading to an evanescent utterance of 
classless will, not a geography of sexless objectivity, but a 
healing credence unevenly tainted by maps of solemn belief. I 
imagine our expectations as a shortage of insistence. Time 
redeemed by exposure. Form is the way of empirical knowledge. 
Between the capricious and ornate credibility of history and the 
momentary satisfaction of personal variety. Hermetic victims of 
closure posited by a fascistic polity. 


Souls lost in the translation. 


What can be said of the wound between two histories? The 
writing thaws the politics. Writers arise within the sensations of 
their practice. The situation of diction is an ideology of care. 
The witch moves through an imbricate perfection. The 


emblematic proclivities of a fabricated role co-opt the presence 
of expression. She speaks as one whose literary productions 
have outlived the fear of dictatorship. Our turbulence renews 
itself in a cultural impetus characterized by the fictional 
probabilities of a systematic ideology. 


The precarious distance of the other, a reminiscence. 


As a quality of the consensual which she observed between 
photos as a drive to tell the history of matter, matter as a 
convergence of mana and dance, the absolute form of unitary 
existence, uses of which are supported in such novel notions as 
that of the possible moment. The proportions of an amorphous 
thinking, urge as a parameter of conspicuous history, conjoined 
in purity or putting up with each spasm of trivial assertion 
bereaved by the cancerous clarity of a partial reference, the 
supple proof results in the end of liminal blackness, which I have 
tried to assuage as a result of artificial status in which the 
forsaken indulgence of the palinode appears as the aesthetic 
revulsion of appetite appended to each opening as the curse of 
interpretation. 


The experience of writing as will within these pages, a critique of 
paramount exceptions and banal concerns, ensures that the 
permutations of history are born of the metaphorical plasticity of 
letters, as when oration secretes the verbal symbol, and anthems 
pursuant to thorough oppression are modified by the atonal 
rigidity of their assurances. The coitus of becoming, into a 
situational potential, once mythic in prominent deliverance 
within the malevolence of the world, heart of a wintry and 
tripartite inflorescence, a kind of surreptitious passage through 
the entrance behind the portal, a way fully of creation. 


A number of experimental questions to be acknowledged. 
Manifesto but asymmetrical familiar modalities story makes 
particularly grave penultimate appeal tapestry when axioms still 
fallen the most pursuit. The satisfactory chatoyance tracks down 
the superfluous wail and gaze. Seized by the subsequent 
ambages of an eidetic system, the conical polis synergy 
materializes theoretically in somatic consonants, but the silver 
belief in a marvelous singularity thereby orbits a monstrous 
ladder and the certainty of fiat caroms in the gaps of each 
erasure. 


Almost nothing as it is known. Whether a book of artifice 
announcing the conditions of previous books, or the desultory 
utility of dissimilar ways fashioned in articulate particulars, the 
terminal transformations of the kneaded way dramatize the 
proponents of eventual youth in a final theory of historical 
invective, a myth of chatoyant being too autistic for antic havens. 
Not so sound as expected that is, but a term which struggles 
towards the nerve, evenly within a temporal expedience, 
symptomatic of our formal commonality consecrated in the 
culpable society, intoned with a provisional withering, not the 
mathematical continuum of the one, which is to say the return of 
writing that is indistinguishable from a mask of roses. Book of a 
certain quiescence, if not an ambiguous representation of 
fullness, acquires a likeness not so much of product as of 
feverish arias decanted in moist attempt at the invention of loss 
which forges fullness from its opening into now. As multiple as 
theoretical appearance. Intellect which spirits the genuine ghost 
of food through the teeth of its formal implants. An astral silence 
without crotch or breasts. Strength is a hybrid token corralling 
the equalities into a moist armament of similar exceptions. The 
relations question the precarious interior of the seams. The 
synchronicity of the eyes, effectively the gesture of heresy, 
maintenance of the call as a wiring of knowledge. 


Learning that could really have or cause an explicit indirection, a 
fictional hiatus largely untrodden which, if simplicity at all, has a 
hand in the obvious analogy of suppression and pursuit. But the 
rhythmic possibilities of approved reformations, points of coeval 
reference, tend to suppress the more political ways in which the 
one masks another utopian atrocity. So, as an allegory of 
apocryphal portent, its organic authority dried out as it stands, 
the subjective turning of translation to utility’s intervention 
emphasizes a momentary certainty as such, and a Promethean 
metallurgy transforms the other into a use for the florid knot, a 
quest for immersion in poetical transcendence, the narrative of 
which completes the viable liberation of that narrative, so that its 
own compulsive chance rings obsolescent as an investigation of 
the benefits of this process. An assortment of proper 
predicaments litigates the potential seriousness of the pleasure. 
The lattice of chance summons the official protagonist of the 
riddle. He comes with resistance to trespass the shell. A 
suppression of the gaze produces the history of the leavened 
pearl. Each equitable breath construed as an agon of books. Or, 
rather, an occult excision of archaic wine. This customary 
metathesis of longing, then, is an art of burns imposed on the 
inverted thesis of its effective protest in which an insensate 
exercising of the phonemes fills the concupiscent apertures of 
the narrative. 


One of the books narrated as a clast of clouds outskirts the lying 
diction of man’s subsequent return. If people are suffering a 
logical heaven, then the biased weave of satiric dreams is varied 
without end. As to their eventual clue, the reference that has 
preceded the answer to the thread, which leads ultimately to its 
own invention, is as much of this gradually circular, one day after 
the beast who, because his adorable image does not really 
modify another fiction of innumerable combinations, passes 
capriciously into significance, as if the gods’ intellection would 
grease the fierce particularity of his graceful transformation. The 


door like the city caroms about in the poorly created becoming 
of things. With the blonde beyond choreographed as breathing 
wheels, chance engaged gradually on its own terms, immersion 
in terrestrial color exists to inaugurate the daze, therefore the 
similar commotions of the dusts compensate for seditious 
understandings of objective dissonance. The sound of an 
oracular dissonance establishes the atrocity of the dialectic. The 
relativity of sense and its contiguous text exacts a fruitful work 
from the body of will, eschews the random prosthetics of 
method, siphoning off the possible from each word in its telling. 
The direct algorithm of chance, this caustic note, returns from a 
secret realism to the diction of its description. History is the 
transcendent state of society. A combination of jargon and relict 
slang seasons the fictional elements of the essay. 


Furthermore, the silence of what is there is as old as what passes 
for the manual theme of satisfaction. This is what is, loss of the 
spectral will, at least as that which precedes the performance of a 
corollary advance, which returns to its potential as a revelation, 
being renewed in the vulgar device of assertion, which takes 
precedence over the trickery of a performative piece of writing, 
in the way that it formalizes its options and as the way in which it 
sweeps a troubling body of experience into a posture of 
limitation. Since a similar capricious absolution resists the 
historical renewal of verity through language, the function of a 
word is to increase its latent valence. The stranglehold of 
consciousness prompts the priority of form over the equivocal 
story in which the convulsive wings of an oyster fall into 
distended history once the ruse of universal invention now 
branded with the logical hangover of mediocrity. The apotheosis 
of intrepid betrayal spirits the heirs of arcadia to the sexual 
theorem of lightning, this world a daily vertigo of burnt tithes, 
method an auxiliary to restriction, the book of feeling 
transformed into an ordained domain of writing. 


A verbal menace or stricken narrative might suddenly explain 
the world in that it behooves sheer artifice embedded in 
provisional narrative to effect another angle of gambling posited 
as the total formality of its intimate resistance. The opening of 
the myth inheres in a coherent theory of the assay, the sweat of 
which emitted in diaphanous time shreds the fictive art of our 
fickle moments, skewed against orthodox will, retained in the 
disproportionate positions of chronic axioms, present in the 
sound of which is a gate of language, the ‘P returning through a 
migrant holocaust of orality. Clear meanings enfolded in the 
dual affinities of resistance direct a causal wave of narrative 
against thematic subversion. But the historical imagination 
fractured by a usurious machinery of the millennium 
problematizes the story of a cultural history lived under the 
scrutiny of writers and despite the dictatorship of the reader. 
The written mathematics of language goes a long way towards 
imagining the expected erasure of consensual insistence lying in 
the critical fiction of its unguent tesserac, belied by the doubt of 
Eleusis, constructed between readings employed in pursuit of a 
practical questioning or the malnourished pretense of the 
question itself. It is this air of forest aroused by the fever of 
streets which I efface each time I breach the shattered field of 
work. Possibly no single self, no turbulent distance within the 
etymological beginnings, but images of an allegorical normalcy 
discovered in the heroic absolute of an ultimate given, a charred 
smile manifested as shock itself, which seems to me as quietly 
hermeneutic as the numinous act of music, and which arises in 
the formulaic modes of the body as the recipe emanated by 
distance through the foibles of translation into a pre-existent 
subjectivity of the will. If this will arrives as select combinations 
of arithmetical methods, then much of the lambent temporality 
seemingly sealed by choice eschews the animate morality of 
finality, and the cogent paradox of profuse manipulation 
expends its eventual arbitration in the liminal origins of nascent 
theory, valorized as the subjective referent and the unconscious 
trajectory of a specific, earlier space. Contrary to consciousness 
as diction emitted during the written occasion, the fortuitous 
reason of a circular story imparts another past to the tenets of 
the stars, about to enter the ruined circumference of the earth, 


where maimed dice impaired by a momentary brutality compel 
the health renewed in a personal enigma of heaven, the forsaken 
grid immediately read as riddles’ teeth innately nowhere, 
another instant proposed as the written tome’s ascension, 
affectations of heaven too soon to exactly ascribe an equal 
objectivity to the darkness which culminates in a festooned 
protocol of invention, the sun crippled by frivolous deaths and 
serial interpretations. 


Each moment whittled in liberal emanations of a potent light 
should have no fortunate rhythm unlike the rapture of a book. 


As I withdrew I came upon the frightful graph of a secret 
reading, the political seams of indifference folded into a 
succulent translucence. 


All bodies are products of a previous specificity in that the 
exertion of a special stasis does not summarily espouse the 
histrionic pressures of a univocal ‘T’. The genius of space is that 
it withdraws its majestic stillness through an increase, a large 
umbilical motility of writing as schizoid as it is convulsive, 
wherein the circuitous authority of an actual politics harrows the 
somatic wound. Not of this, but like the prosthetic arts of this, 
the marvelous narration of chance decants its prominence as if 
the purity of breath sings a graven vaccine for the name. The 
word terrified by what its paradoxical speed entails, trammeled 
more and less by a comical knowledge, other than the duration 
of writing as a fable, the utility eschewed by the neural text — 
since there is a will as soon as you ask a book for the common 
reparations of tonal experience — arraigns the prolific farce of 
culture as the perfunctory amorality of a procedural fairness 
seemingly situated within the social parameters of a written 
paradox, which willfully delights in the maintenance of a 


problematic distortion, the wrongness of assertions native to 
statement issued as provisional identity within the institution of 
historical reality, much of which I find inherently gestural, 
another crisis of experimental resistance as troublesome as the 
blistering conceits of a scenic modernism. If content is equal to 
the paroxysm of form, then culture previous to writing is simply 
the suction of a mythic oppressor, as if the poles of a conceptual 
word are the aesthetic and the postmodern, and_ the 
indiscriminate annotation is the threshold of purpose, whatever 
the ludic banality of the book insists as the narrative attention of 
its hierophanic account. In that the linked speech of material 
illumination, as opposed to the tryst of wish and attenuation, is 
both solar and parallel to its own extraneous sequence, the mask 
of a thematic situation, smaller than the cause of a logical 
vigilance, is broached in the enacted virus as such, and the terror 
which is the ache of potential forms another logistical failure 
without the defenseless semen of its ragged adjurations. Decoys 
within the logistics entail the manner of their prevailing 
opportunity, more an oppression of artistic rhythms than an 
ancient nobility of ironic failure, which culminates in the cultural 
wager of performative assays, so that the useless mask of thought 
sings its implacable ancestry through a floral solemnity of 
numerical annunciations wherein the permitted narrative of 
witness is decimated by the tonal solidarity of the world. In such 
a piece of crenelated materiality, the coherent acronym of the 
ancestors is identical to the capricious self embodied in the 
beatific secretions of others, an invalid eventuality amerces the 
sleeping percentage of a virtual albumin of the breath, bare stars 
diminished by the muscular elves of history, shreds of humid 
difference singing their knowledge of the unfulfilled constituted 
as areturn to the persistent resistances of the beyond. Neither of 
which is posited as a slippery impunity hidden within the 
tincture of the present. That which affirms the antic thigh of time 
is tantamount to the bikini of math, not the known mentations of 
total narrative cherished as chunks of indeterminate struggle, 
but the pomegranate survival of a nervous portent, a judicial 
purity of language irradiated with gravitation, language enacting 
the historicity of its terms, the often quiescent investments of its 
magickal demonstration, the writing of which however decants 


an uneasy tincture emergent in the scintillating coils of hermetic 
imagination. Arable hands of dust instantly detonated in 
miniature vistas, unprecedented mixtures produced in the 
process, an equinox preserved in the outcome of its conversions, 
the mark of which is a broken trail of letters. Rather than 
nothing, the nervous wash of the word, a formal distance given 
theme, this play of conventional song and the coherent game of 
forgetting now displaces a conscious orality dependent on the 
sealed independence of the open ritual, expectations sought in 
the singular indeterminacy of permission. 


My rituals are as silent as they are sensory, but the social 
responsibility of fiction in the chemistry of an irremediable essay 
disassembles in opposition to the political liturgy, where the 
dictatorship of making is treated as the quixotic logic of 
rhetorical ambages, and an inadequate elucidation occluded by 
judicious writing, with or without fatuous emulation and the 
allure of elastic principles, produces by fiat the surreal situation 
of public psychosis and collective desire, returning as a backlash 
of hubristic character, but the preliminary contours of lucent 
disjunction surpass our stark belief in words, so the unity that 
once hovered in a novel glance, rather than becoming the 
inverse of its knot, eludes the manual thesis of anorexic theory, 
each lecture thereafter seemingly engaged but only as a tragic 
resource of today’s practice, a medicinal law as homily. I am not 
suggesting that the relict teachings of the stones do not abruptly 
segment into an ignition of the survey, nor that a sidereal 
timidity is the unequivocal reach of time, but simply that 
empirical riddles unravel endlessly in the ultimate movement of 
each phrase’s arch, every direct vestigial version of enunciation 
mutated by prototypical form echoes a single narrative account 
which falls back into its own abyss as the simultaneous 
vacillation and examination of one faint simile of the dyad, 
wounds which coincide with the susurrus of their overt power, 
their nominal ancestors constructed by olfactory portions of the 
species, the birth of a great amorous endurance shredded by 
interpretation. Beyond love what succeeds is the ruse of every 


shelter. Anything less than the entirety of will, conversely unlike 
ambiguous existence, animates or pours forth the syncretic 
concept of a superior in hand and subsequently occupied by a 
sequential language which refers to the death of the instance as 
immanence relict in the bastard character of aesthetics as 
history. As an example of the contamination of process, 
remanation translates each strophe as a porous view of itself and 
vice versa. Mathematics becomes the suspect medium of its 
narration, an order of spectral poetry, gyre scored with throbs, 
the honed suction of touch a palpable vagrancy, each randy 
regulation of the wail of the worm read in the broken details of 
the race, the narrative theorem sealed in fragmentary eros, 
nothing but signified instances of fact assumed within the tonal 
riddles of our aborted claims. 


As the characteristic of coherence asserts itself, the radical 
directions of a pictorial breath begin to connote relationship 
breaking with closure as the work approaches presupposition of 
itself. Though much of the fictional terror is political, it is 
language as the erudite detritus of difference which eschews the 
musical simulacrum of prose for the sonorous priority of fiction, 
without which hands fawn porous need segue poetical questions 
plasticity or it follows that what seems unlike the verbiage of the 
rules where predictable is at times a reiterated food fossils’ shiny 
boat sibilant in the spell not what I mean as an abortion of 
language but the narrative foregrounding of sense as one 
authorial vow innocent of circular coherence and the 
interpretive illusion of creating. A freedom of duration whets the 
incessant work unsettled by thanatos permitted interminable 
allusion official thematic dissonance history as the consummate 
milk of description the desire for each her own fragmentary 
interpretation to give her dead ancestors some diverse 
evanescence old age a latent plan of destruction humbled by the 
seamless fragility of silence the preface of an earlier fleeting 
proclaimed as its written blood each stage of the wish withholds 
the theory of its remainder although this seems pertinent to the 
interpretation of another matter that which derides the unread 


versatility of immune uses though animate coherence arouses 
the thoughtless present a verbal opportunity reinforced by the 
history of its carnal permutations one attempt to give a 
portentous compilation as the unfinished whole of time by 
means of variously mentioning the imminent sameness of later 
discrepancies a sense of belittled information seems to inform 
the magic of the inclusion and the militant imagination is 
derailed. As such, writing might be described as the political 
wish of content. 


The gravity of culture is its given. 


The stylistic elan of contemporary interiority eschews realism, 
but the realistic center of an asphyxiated theory becomes the 
situational rhetoric of atonement, as if diction is the destiny of 
the ‘I, and after the somnolence of their naked arrival the 
disparities of the differences renew themselves in the heresy of 
insidious form. Math is the repository of being charmed by the 
contours of reason. The poem carefully described becomes an 
earlier citation while awaiting its subversion. The chance of 
fiction, the frottage of the dendrites, the sonorous friction of the 
soul. Being proposes its own solitary methodology. 
Hermeneutics is an intractable impulse. The attraction of the 
mind to modes of insistence. Outbursts of silence as useful 
research into uncertainty. How space begins at the bottom of 
existence while consciousness forms in the heights. The 
hugeness of nothing exhaled as man. Usage is the maintenance 
of place, difference the maintenance of another place. That 
which asks for a rational hermeneutics is its only refutable 
assertion. The purely epistemological satisfaction of experience. 
The formal strands of words, ancestral and inside. A practical 
situation. The floral storm. 


Away from attainment animated by a salutary offering awakened 
by musical divinity seen as thermal process the hermetic 
perturbation of generality engenders a diversity of likeness a 
transliteration of the intimate furnace which further resembles 
the emanation of poems or the creative operations of form. 
Some of his algorithmic music however is heated with a muscular 
potential at the risk of rigor naturally the same unconscious 
motives insult the obvious categories of number silence 
distinguished from pregnancy some of his aesthetic elusiveness 
is diction selected by the tongue and mangled by a random 
sliding an occasion of the lips accustomed to the house of 
dreams in which he hears the shining artery barter for help 
terrestrial outskirts of the police connected to a fiendish water 
withered bottles baffle the wicked gemstones tenderly the will 
returns to a professional mask of narration in which the 
forgettable heart is worshiped by her shoe the oven comes to life 
like an erect declension of the morning verbal manners flower in 
two a pious game of sublimity indeed belittle the wheels of the 
noose slowly sacral pact police tilted buckets often a reference to 
the altitude of wings. Often story produced detours garish 
between formal minds perfection precludes the formal 
acknowledgement of others’ dialectical pursuit a potential 
theodicy the aim of the handbook its random metaphysics 
chosen by currents of importance art coerced by the cancerous 
portals of language by the elemental syntax of being the page 
found in the static light lips grid suction of wings by the recent 
infarction of actual guilt curdled in the mirror the silk of pain no 
longer than weird his terrible weather a thermal seance the 
consolation of a mild moon but the intrepid language converts 
discontinuity into obscurity beyond the simply novel what we 
differentiate from earlier seeming neither intimate nor thought 
but a language of subversive intention not the inventive 
intervention of manifest translation a caricature of political trivia 
but one power both allegorical and a gaping fiction where poetry 
redeems the arboreal word each sign a work of the rain frozen in 
the ether order maimed by random avoidance the pearl of the 
countenance flaccid before the desultory prose of being play a 
certainty which dilates in the thorax poetry a precise edict from 
the same part of the brain. 


One withdraws from the process of evocation with a sort of 
thoughtless moisture the tone of which is one of appearance a 
mental pursuit fairly obvious in its thematic relations a noetic 
algorithm of perfection reclaimed by symbols an allegorical 
syntax ultimately decentered not to say that the given is enough 
or that an abnormal obsolescence could modify the plasticity of 
the beyond itself inversions called into sight by stricter 
analogues the carnal heat of the place an intersection of 
conversations which require a moral reading or re-writing of 
potential liminality designed to escort a return which emerges 
renewed a translation of the beleaguered mask that asserts its 
sacred mystery. The conversion of the air to math heaven free to 
fall between and if it is to survive then it needs variant wings of 
urge a manifestation of potential nerve their own peculiarity the 
first manifestation of those particular atoms without density or 
thanks and the honor of literature remains aslant a pursuit of 
sources of the hereafter in the charred insistence which has gone 
before him in the grouped nuance of imagination the old 
subversive nerves of the books during the escrow of the 
patriarchal sects which were set up by his corrupt subjects and 
which are described as the evasion of these topics the vowels and 
their official circles nous once said produced by now the halt of 
the second urge produced by a certain privilege of passage 
recognition shown in the dermal texture of the narrative the 
pleasure cons of history rarely asserted this respect itself can be 
renumerated and unified as if the Old Master is something 
known through the fullness of his daughter the narrative ticket a 
contextualization of the story which seems to account for the 
competing graphs which arise in that it isn’t subject to paratactic 
prose with one diction unjustly over another ostensibly to 
express the critiques of measured writing this mask of energies 
must be appointed to the preferred since it accounts for the 
terms of its form as relations left to the unaccountable interest of 
the Jews an absent cause dangling from Pharoah’s process 
overtones we had heard of the mystical and euphoric year 2000 
maybe this does have to do with hermeneutics the trick of 
representing a riddle inconspicuously its whimsical earthiness 


basically suggestive of the sphinx of history as imperative 
thinking one viable production or another Pve plucked from 
concerns outside description anti-historical not be be confused 
with a reconstruction of process clearly the inverse of its 
appropriate application interpretation disrupted by questions 
merely analogous to history phrases of an American 
interpretation serve to interrupt myself first this interpretation 
claims to be thought then an order of ultimate analysis then to 
the extent that history depends on representation transcendent 
absent cause. There are selves in me that are like a thing for 
which the modern sound is transcendent. 


SENSE 


In the unusual poetry of the visible the poetical line begins to 
vouchsafe a discernible cloud church where poems are interred 
in a field of energy, years mouth of these nouns oral becoming 
torso, and complexity hardens to product with that, each is 
trying to narrate the onset of a poem, however one might arrive 
agonized at the music of discovery, the ears’ views devolve 
before the piety of beauty, since the work of beauty is its 
yearning to incorporate. Better purity than understanding 
kindled with a musical wind. A new kind of freedom outside 
stillness and hurt by the investments of understanding. So 
gradually renascent poems reshape this the sown radiance of the 
garden its own medium stirred by embolic humus its rhythm a 
double prototype of withered concern and natural doubt not 
other nor for that matter nothing but atoms writhing arch 
midwife succubus formal within historical excrement therefore it 
became as no surprise hill mired in sympathetic fascination as 
early known as mundane astral acres shown each messianic self 
solely whatever justified hermetic contradiction into the dawn of 
times. Mostly the same. Herbal mostly verbs as such havens 
normal accordance to the richness of the works are a serial 
whole. Personally lyrical thirst leaks through. One last poetical 
verb as expectation. Gyrates on the tension between that and if. 
Tome under revenant sings the graphical moment. The 
unintelligible sickness of sense. To witness by negation the 
sheared hollow of this space. 


Shudders and holier than thought for everyone meaning starts in 
the suspect appearance of affinity’s mantic ardor the secret title 
of the thinking is the image of its allure I found in the mutuality 
of its own uses a materiality of the one sound louder because 
inherent in a mind not the tilted view of identity or the pendant 
caravan of nails but will as a Zen needle of song and chosen 
wings the chosen ways of doing which linger in the kinetic 
aurality of non-attachment. Starve the exploits. If it is up to you, 
linger in each totality of disaster. To set up an inevitable 


invariability, so as to ensure the noble failure of artistic craft, 
therein the anointed masochism of the passage, as if the hooded 
prison is a secular immanence, in which both the hollow 
brethren wither and emerge, seams witness in entry, dormant 
arrival. Knowledge is a trajectory of breath, is a pattern of 
accordance, a being thrown, chewed by discarded entry during 
the wonder of bowls, other reformed by a local civility. Again: 
when one aches to stay within the trace of forests, as if a holistic 
music embraced by the food of cities, where the margins of the 
referent reconsider the extraneous wealth of an unwanted 
seeming, health formed in the written stream, in ornamental 
commentary, orchestrated loom haven valence, survey of the 
written laugh under fundamental currencies, where the common 
is transformed into the entire liminality of commingling. That its 
threnody is the thorough decency of the hymn is the folded 
welfare within the clast of ancient law, a formal ardor of 
strangeness maybe less than god, as the robbery of song’s 
shadow is permitted its stranger raining, or lives in the forgotten 
architecture of wheat, vanity of the blessed overcome by knotted 
weathers, the will as courageous as the work. The square 
displays thousands of zeros a second. Another pair of displaced 
figures tattered in the oral. What matters is that the latter is 
contrary to its extension. Evoke them within the passing of the 
catacomb. The mobility of a financial word. No doubt the 
everted will is a countenance of time. The journey is beyond the 
coordinates already vigilant in somatic bankruptcy. It is a simple 
prelude to the freedom of becoming, an occurrence anymore of 
form, broken in a universe of hoarded will, born in the 
liberational figure of thetic doubt. The speed of liberation erases 
the exactitude of the point within its own volition, its free arrival 
parallel to the universal involvements of utility, its knotted 
alterity a centrifugal sex, so that it might rejoin the ichor of its 
angst, a bubble of doubt marked by the illness of becoming. An 
internment of the date. The song as it hangs libidinal in thunder. 
The doubt as it also serves the guarantee of its own need. A 
virtual tincture of real time. Doubt cancels the weave in the 
promise of prophecy. As doubt is the occluded credence of a 
relict system, so the return of doubt by another to the cancerous 
nuance of replication unties the ethereal bible of the seance, 


which is to say the amorous totality of meaning abuts the chosen 
curve of a global credence, the entire capacity of the mirrored 
plane, but this same destiny dies, spent in the amicable spectacle 
of speech, if the static word is made to wander a maniacal and 
public intention. The curve of the will aligns in decrepit wands. 
A face edited by campaign, antecedent to kinetic ache, an overt 
topic against the numerical performance of the word, time 
clotted by the century, a blatant people besieged by the fever of 
tarps, the testes rust in the abandoned abattoir, a plural reality 
divided by recondite strophes, the floral doubt flowers around 
the eagle of the ace, a sidereal violence found in the haven of 
each clock, where the essential orbit develops in the venereal 
growth of its outrageous web. 


During the nests of the priests romance starved rages a custom 
of marriage led by oxen then is this a traditional alarm of the 
beggar fondling each office of the Church analogous to the life 
of its daily allotment as if community is the communal life of 
tables their place an atheistic autism and cauldron of country or 
eros. Armor the entirety of clothing. At the center of the corner 
wrinkles out of silence beauty into each new weakness. The 
silver muscle of the motile circular sash. Today ersatz with 
informal burn. Hardly thou with his or heavenwards that are of 
the written sleeping for a freedom. A society of why does not 
debate over the so of us. In thy fiendish artifice shall be thy finite 
Lord. Anatomy of amphibian wings. The rent trees passing the 
syllables of the forgotten community. Whether coyote nights or 
persons of the turning rest a sleeping of perfunctory music much 
as reflections grown within the fist of every gesture sleeping a 
position of rust as my written self. Heard writing it. But within 
the raiment of the heart the threshold unwinds its sonic 
warranty. Teasing the hinge of an I from the sleeping once 
renewed in suture or monument to our sidereal health tooth the 
tool of writing hinge that opens the melody of straw mirrored in 
the salvific manure of writing name as the anonymous issue of 
once this state becomes an immersion in the gap we are our 
variants and our deeds’ destruction. 


DOUBT 


An electronic astrology increasingly bastard and dirigible until 
aurally towards a dust of the senses around zero, first in the 
turning of the tangential numen, recounts the complete west of 
compatible gamuts, this virulent exponent of the sensibility of 
the day, to serve as an appearance of the phenomenon, a figure 
of virility which vanquishes the stratosphere like a circular doubt 
or a capsule of analogous urgencies, initially an exercise in 
proposals, it is reified as tainted profundity, doubts withheld to 
govern the price of an internal doubt, a gesture of gullible 
language since inebriated with mantic gonads, against the 
indefinite exhaust of our future, an issue of the word of doubt 
which sings the prolific glory of the world as doubt. A classical 
terror edits the linear gradations of the other, this certain justice 
an insoluble bankruptcy of mulched lather, no doubt one 
nuclear distended within the same desire now degraded to a 
busier gall of the dormant hunt in which the coherent desire 
initiates a fever collapsed in the ruined orbit of its figure, a haven 
of gargantuan eons bulbous with specious quotation, the rare 
locus of a gradual enantiomorph in which the same situation is 
waffled from the first into a cameo sequence of the second, a 
system louvered with morbid thirsts, even the formal nerve 
afterwards oral as nucleic satellites, the road of pure artifice 
returned to the moral opacity of extraneous duplicities, within 
which the recent theme of recurrent suns replies as irreverent 
time. Perhaps in that they no longer represent the immense 
hunger or longing for insolvable achievements, the collective 
worship too singly capable of haunted cerebrations, a smallness 
of artifice naturally acknowledged as the violence of 
indeterminate emotions, caught within the collective drives of 
the worlds, but it is the equilibrium of an intransitive salvation 
which transforms the molecules of reason into a homogenous re- 
invention of doubt, these vanities a contribution of parallel airs, 
our orbit an ersatz ontology belied as progress, measured in 
expanding escrow of the steeple, with knowledge of redemption 
regained in order to rekindle the doubt. In fact we will never be 
as astral as transposed, complicit in the larval transformation of 
the hinge, though the binding mentations undermine a 


reduction of ignorance reinforced by recurrent words, the 
perpetual intimacy of catastrophe is much the same, which the 
form of our internment insinuates. Morsels of exponential 
morality capitalize our thunders, wound increased in an 
economic iteration of banal desperation, one thin weed of 
infarcted space culled from the lineal weapons of the flowers, a 
history of well-being with no brothel for our doors, lest we 
protest what may be the apotropaic image of the place, as once 
the silence of abuse now imagined catatonic, this created unity 
of meaning a true collapse of corporeal artistry, their vigilance 
civilized by the unanimity of our crime, as if glory decapitated by 
pathos awakens at each eager delay of the feast, a doubt 
conversant with the trinity of doubts, meaning which is the 
fathom and stock of nothing as it is, until the collective ash is 
written in ultimate imaginations as the virtual survival of our 
corporeal tryst, this instant plucked from its nuclear set like a 
somatic etching of the world. 


An iteration of the global plan spasms the symbolic stock 
currently attached to orgone forms just as the treble doubt 
forages an acronym from existence longer than the destiny of 
weapons serried within destruction of the ephemeral, as if a 
mesostic doubt is designed as an understanding of mankind. 
The ebullient country of design, a ruse of the finite gesture 
deprived of elliptic logos, therein translitic shards of the word as 
advertising are marveled atavistic as goetic spectacles, a work of 
the nuance sung through this concatenation, as if the tubulin 
image befalls moments in valorized catastrophe, one tenth of the 
songs are global curls which circle within extraordinary 
transversals of flayed ducts, in that the ordinary expenditure of 
exponential grief might spawn the irresistible dangers of the 
print. Although print is ordained as the death of words, a howl of 
grain within the pristine scat of dust, to wash out the circle of a 
beveled essay within the central third of a Cantor dust, or 
eventually to interpret forwards into the sown as a thematic rust 
of music, much as the burns anew a voluntary astrology, in 
service or avarice to the coils of country, that sieve of song could 


halogen that coil, sung into the eye for a barter of hurt witness, 
an avid rorshach mission, accomplished within the notation of 
words’ flavor, as if prayer is a spontaneous dynamic of the 
language. Forfeitures of symbolic illness marvel the nested 
achievement agon, finally a song of irreverent reply, a preview of 
the angelomorphosis, death only the prefigured intelligence of 
mangala ghata, the ceremonial water jar motile within a perinatal 
fiction, startled by the brittle character of abomination, could 
illness presage the formation of nothing to do with writing, it 
will never rust the likeness of doubt, withered through iteration 
of the same thing as gyrations of information informing the 
cadence of the dance, knowledge of which is deficient exactly to 
the disparity of a curved reserve, autonomy born of doubt, 
worlds in which the bitter outré demurs exchange of total 
liberation, as if the probability of cybernetic freedom could 
radicalize an insidious universe, a nuclear erasure of the norms 
of social knowledge, the domain of parallel eccentricities 
serrated by transcendence, our selves only an abortion of 
catastrophe. Our society exists because of the fevers themselves, 
in the howl among coilings of the human authority, an iatrogenic 
plagiarism of the heimarmene, the vast distich of nothing 
enthused through the visage of a historical imagination, world 
sung as an emanation of danger, fever justified by the seclusion 
of snakes, a song burnt alive in the molten well of work, insofar 
as such largeness might sever the ear from its imminent 
harrowing, only the faithful are opened to a new situation by the 
distraught phonemes of grief, unless the silent word unveiled in 
a draught of helpless other collates the psalmist bygones, a 
secondary mist of sealed invective, balanced by default in the 
coiled election of cruel emendations, each banished ritually to 
the other, everyone an expendable armature of banal doubt, thus 
irradiated with the word, being a trace of need within the uniting 
of intermittence. It is as if an erasure of the advertised phonemes 
squares the way inherent in parsed intermittence, the exergue 
more feverish than the song, why the qualia of nothing fascinated 
through an exchange of becomings, peopled by reflexive 
gesture, within the very laser of the vivid reflex, returned at last 
to the philosophical reality of living artifice, imbued with dance 
and the extraneous arcana of the place, each everted ear stocked 


with artificial songs, most of which are the foray of intellection in 
real time, as if the prolific law of the fiddle was a shadow of the 
referential given, a ghost of metaphor relict in voodoo 
understanding, dervish from whom the subversive likeness takes 
its arboreal unction, again as the easter chiasmus suppurates the 
hylic exile of authority, arrival heretofore a whisper of silence, 
first transformed through the nuances of a personal silence, then 
privately renewed in the gesture of glands, for the ruse of votive 
pathways traversed in the formal hovels of ecstatic climax, a 
formalist larvae of the church valent and recast in the 
excremental cleanliness of the language, a crust of disaster 
numerous and serene enters the titular series of the pathway, 
where at first one finds the gospel of succulent wonder, then the 
sleep of testimony, a large silence which constitutes the 
informative music of nothing, recovered inasmuch as anything is 
potential, which emits an arable finality as the song of data. That 
the world proliferates in the silence of eros, as if the other 
intimates a dual metaphor of the docetic automaton, as if 
intelligence is the carnal edge of individual caprice, the suffering 
of the nerve a solitary onus interned in the panopticon, in which 
a triumphant truism returns as ostension of the thesis, the 
delirium of the organs an oval neurosis, interred within the 
gullibility of the silent poem. I would propose a generative 
vulgarity of the ingots ingested in telekinetic volutes to kernel 
the exhumed worlds reflexive before their marvels. As if the 
whorled transcendence is a somatic caress of the gnostic way. 


An electronic doubt which bifurcates the secondary gradations 
of the increase, as secondary at least as its vanquished exponent, 
squared in fact by the final circularity of the nous, a patience of 
judgement which enters the responsiveness of the world, the 
diurnal phenomenon of flying breached continuous and unmade 
within the galaxy of our doubt, as if the universal is is the 
capricious verity of the universe which is, why bargained in a 
notation of incalculable exchange, our heroic guarantee of time 
is the orbital silence of time, clearing the thematic albatross from 
the frontal zones, the square root of poetic intention everted by 


the preternatural boldness of the spark, as if the breath of the eye 
was turned to ash by the dry yearning of the head, theory 
punctuated by the relict ardor of our lives, strength coiled in 
outer cacophony, an arrant glass swollen by the trenchant 
aphasia of our hearing, as if memory is the murder of a 
miraculous public, the illness of a dolorous electronics theorized 
as abyss, dousing within the fat of time for the eiderdown of 
money, yet doubt is the apostrophe of infinity, fever crashes into 
the plaid sickness of the times, a daunting virtuality arable 
through will annuls the referential strand of renewal, enough of 
the withered pathway, it takes the frightful regeneration of the 
years to accelerate the trajectory of an orbital economic, each 
day the craven hours initiate a fright of significant doubt, as if the 
likeness of eventuality is a nuance of delayed mentation, caused 
by a climactic rage of immured nerve. A life as extraneous as the 
cognate phylactery of uttered syllables, under which the song is 
an unguent certainty, the unearthly silence of language a deictic 
argument for legitimate heresy, the word which snubs my death 
as soft as the operative tatters of a cut nostril, by lifting the haven 
of this without me I sing the preferred verity as a refusal of the 
depths, under earth as air in the erotic ichor of our language, the 
heat of ochre reverent in occluded atoms, a disturbance wherein 
art embarks above the runic canticles of the cross, the rough 
circles of the spirit glint aslant in the burnt moon descant nest of 
our fires, an arrant carat of resistance to the liquid nativity of 
sheer metaphor, sparks as speed from the infinity of the course, 
our ephebe peopled by default, no acts by means of a molten 
shadow, as if the similarity of things is much bigger than the 
naked theodicy of circular threat, as a matter of innate guilt felt 
in the spherical cut of the citizenry, of the triumphal way 
peopled by stark silence, to take stock in the urge of beauty to 
pivot a gravid rope in the coiled haven of a versatile image, the 
world’s avowal docetic in the energy of its breath, exchange the 
true place of thanks and rise, being parallel to the growth of 
information, an anabatic caress endowed with marvels, a tryst of 
nerves and energy, as if the light of eros originates in the 
covenant of stanzas as a gamut of time, meaning therein a 
revenant of escape, poetry a language-driven caress, freedom the 
passage from carnage to transcendent darkness, the unnameable 


an error of iterated memory, the needs of the poem which posit a 
way through eros. 


The fever of the eons, in that its reflection is only as arable as the 
fever of its doubt, and here within the sempiternal destiny of the 
ear the closure of happenstance unfurls in terms of a sorted 
nervousness, the test of sense parallel to the weapons of the ear, 
the point being to encounter the fragile word as will, where the 
worlds interred in utile pieces could be reborn in a letteral gang 
of utopian matters, each demure reach an anthem of our utopian 
potential, contrary to genuflected locus, skill considered as an 
orality of the sky leavened by the weighted stencil of a pun, 
within which the word is suspended as a etching of vulgar 
salvation, flayed then written as the wager installed in its making, 
in that the form of the heroic furnace is the disturbed presence 
of a projected remonstrance, the freedom from which is a 
musical ecology of arrival, a ludic knot singularly astringent, 
replete with divine invention of a forgotten poetry, as if a rope 
installed in its rising forms the risen torpor of cultural hierarchy, 
love pronounced suddenly eaten by a world turbulent in the 
alchemy of cursed change, where the senses agree to eschew the 
poem within the supple forks of its distraught illness, of one 
within an abiding silence replicated in discursive rigor while an 
incongruous opening sings the sacrament of its limpid worship, 
refusals replete with compliant certainties, the raiment of the 
song a stillness tethered to its syllables. Among the stations of 
the serried outage increments of conjunct profession worm into 
the remnants of a margin. It is eros as the triune ribaldry of the 
coin. The sun interred in a cairn of zeros. A tubulin thanatos 
morality relieved of ideas, its armaments a fatuous putty lupine 
with rogue and leash. The kneaded integuments of tears coiled 
in the volute corpse. Miraculous groin theology. Morality as the 
double entendre of vision. An essay on decay. The shadows of 
the juniper sharpened by heroic couplets, the select prostitution 
of cleanliness. Words are an enthusiastic jive of anathema. 
Again: torn from analogous dispositions, the dynamic travesty of 
alliance, and euphonic before the majestic ganglia of our 


excrement, words protest the fullest rage of a vocable love. In 
their intrinsic evasion of importance, however, and in the awful 
objectivity of their centaurian diet, the livid psychologies of 
poems move into type as an immediate sickness of becoming, as 
if a magenta pieta was written in each sieve, its sphincter 
likewise sung, culminating in the faithlessness of the flesh and 
the silence of the word, bestowed upon the viable discords of 
becoming meshed with time, a permanent history subjected to 
the book, fermented in belief, its issue of absence an erasure of 
the clean figures of this grief, hearing which succeeds the 
sequential echoes of the nervous vessel, the nearness of nearby 
almost within the reach of language, likewise the likeness of 
loving, a formal usury researched for the forlorn gesture of its 
path, wherein hermetic purpose is also proliferation of rathe 
cleansing, arrival gathered by time recants its serial volume, and 
the confection of the text refuses its directionless escape, a 
concatenation of tracks bedeviled by journalistic enthusiasm, 
which supplicates the chasm and changes first intentions, 
thereby opening to memory the canonical sequence of its central 
mystery. A credible evanescence afforded by anonymity. The 
heroic label of catastrophe is the natal escape into the book. A 
marvel of wandering. 


Previews of the mutations in which the circular indecision of the 
page is a stultification of the plan, a mist of sapid knots enacted 
ceaselessly upon the sea, and more than a word so fully somatic, 
the woven omphalos of the vowels a natural boon, the chthonic 
stage so severely decrepit that from the oracular ward of the 
source a surfeit of danger told me to confess my novel occlusion 
of the heat, as if 1 am too vile to relish the varnished orations of a 
private glass, as if the circumnavigation might renew the entreaty 
of its making, the heart’s decision overtly connected with its 
mantic core, a constituent oxygen of the bardo and not a 
coherent whisper about the urge towards additional water, only 
the irascible architecture of its epizoic parameters, the wildness 
of its notation a meditative rhythm and not the hollow abandon 
of a churlish couplet but the useful aphesis of its available 


project, a flirtation of cryonic assessments fortuitous beneath 
the field of an apodictic authority, the prospect of the basilisk 
haunting the issued mists of king and hoax, a pliant oration of 
the episteme understood as a wilderness of unseen meadows, 
the fallen song a madness of the stable dot, falsified by 
disruption, between the theorem and the faith I will these words 
in a geography of solvent righteousness unto the bearers of the 
heresy, the Prieuré de Sion, an epic autecology of hell. Like the 
baleful harangue of a wilder erasure, the welcome apocope of 
living paraphrases an escape from what otherwise would be the 
sea, words which startle the last memorial whorls of entelechy, a 
pair of serial splendors hermetic within the myth, the heart 
allelic in spoken commitment to the onus of liberation, will 
diluted by the tasks of writing, as if silence settles in the jovial 
juvescence of the peace, our selves ajar beneath the enatic 
hospice of eschatology, another assignment coupled to its 
confirmation, one of the nerves of the name a rainbow of the 
anomalous given, within the wild sway of its form a christening 
of the eucharistic word, its cadence hidden in a theory of rust, its 
thunder perfected by indecision, its verity hidden from the word, 
to which I submit this written witness. A disjunct indirection 
awakens as love on earth, in the flame of the flesh the same 
circuit of authorial ecstasy, in the almond of the ladle a serial 
onion punctuated by dependence on perfect mandorla amber, its 
utterance actualized by something as crass as the vehement 
loveliness of a flower. It is the farrago of the furnished vertigo or 
a trajectory of reading which multiplies the wholesale ecstasy of 
wonder, an escarped sederunt of memory which plots a 
swarming testimonial of the dawn, voices out of the wilderness 
fully interrupted from within the fetal embellishment of their 
herbal clothes, opening to an astonishment of appearances in 
which the naked tracks of marvelous witness swell to condign 
shadows, not so much erased by appearance as abject beneath 
the epigeal weakness of the words, from the torpid cairn of the 
world to an usurious accretion of its device. The agenda is an 
ego of the wayward music. The alchemy of the secret personality 
is sounded in a song for sight instead of ingested in a jocular 
afternoon of mournful nerve. When to wed the moon, to silence 
the dream of a circular stage. Stranded in its own thirst. As soon 


as the sapient coherence signals its hermetic mold, the onus of 
fear initiated into the herbal emergence of the elements, and 
whosoever leafs the year so that an irruption of the musical 
epicenter dies in regenerate turbulence, read transformation for 
populace ancillary to violins, withered and unreconstructed, 
with the historical terror a gesture as if for the praxis of memory, 
whose violent ear kelp horns mentations embedded in the 
archival senses of the machine, wherein the endless cleanliness 
of the silence precedes the desire to be cleansed, accompanied 
by a hubris of sugar enacted by its music. Imagination is 
departure. Ifthe barrier falls between two occlusions, preserve a 
morsel of the utmost. We simplify the world in each auction of 
its closure. The vocables of the flesh, the haggard dalliance of 
the body, are like explanations fomented in the humiliated 
wonder of imagination, as if confession ensures that the 
conscience unmasks itself. The remarkable prescience of jails. 
As if the souls have measured a testament of stilettos. The form 
exposes the level of the thing. A piece of circular reading is 
behind it. 


The mission is to flavor the word with a chthonic pollen, as if it is 
a botanical woman that I wand, a noctilucent silence theorized 
within its iconic sounds, its hidden tinnitus enisled within the 
unnamed truths of reading, univocal and occult from a 
resurgence of the referent, concomitant with the damascene 
blooms of its dormant closure, it opens into the return of a 
secular exile, an unequivocal nuance entombed in the dexterous 
magick of each poem. Among the other language vessels which 
pilgrim the song of reason, the partial way between the lies of the 
directionless ways feeds a syllabic eros to the syncopic banality, a 
heresiarch textuality which brings its vigilant margin to the 
meaning, as if the marriage of hollow shells to the abyss of 
countless labyrinths undermines the return of thought to its first 
feelings, as if everything conforms to an aphasia of ritual dread, a 
nuance which the fever enacts unanimous with erasure, within 
the confines ofa fractal celebration, unsurpassed by the fidelities 
of time. Protests disputed in ghosted icons sing a marvelous 


series of twilit propaganda. The work is a dust of prayer. The 
arrival of anguish in the fury of its greed. Stippled with anthemic 
corpse authority. The farthest bigamy of my _ violent 
autobiography, allotropic in the consolation of its lethal rigor, 
disputed by a gesture of the mesh, a poem in which a sneer does 
penance for the lips, the cleanliness of silence a prescience of 
glass and its accordion deception, arid categories deterred in 
mnemonic utility, undisputed by charcoal lust or the grovel of 
ordure, the presence of the moment which triggers the inaptness 
of the reply’s arrival. In the written ghetto of the wound. Our 
fervor is all we do. Likewise the endoergic word. Abandon the 
watchful becoming which has no poverty malnourished by 
insurrection. In a circle of untainted bibles silence fondles the 
nativity of its water, an expunged eros inscribed on the 
cleanliness of its verbal surface. Galled by tithes of air. Sown 
anomalous in authorial hunger. The furtive thermosetting of life 
wastes its festooned eros on a scattering of cupidic scriptures. 
Its nipples eschewed by the annunciation of being. The word of 
the argument coiled in ritual volutes, its aberrant prurience a 
formal indenture to hell, peace therein a livid happenstance of 
argument, irreverence informed by the reign of kindness, as if 
culture is the willful enfleurage of the word. A narrow justice 
infected by anathema. An archaic speech restored to the orality 
of the text. The heresy of history is that its silence is good to 
hear, silence in the well, a poem returned to the willows of its 
fringe. The poem brazen with imbricate intricacies. The 
malevolent motives of the facts. Enisled by eponymous 
outwardness, intention as the ice of attention, following the 
amaranth of genre in which a fictional tale starves the coccyx, 
appropriately accompanied by jelled fire, the allure of the spark 
and the climax of its ardor. The sedentary parallels of sexuality, 
where sense guards the serial palaces of the beast. In the 
southern ozone cults, sects of nature, or windows shut like shirts 
against the awful doubt. The velocity of our greed rescinds the 
wonder of our pleasures. Connectivity mediated by covert 
names. Love called to expose the music of the series resounds in 
canescent butter, a liquid tower of inundated tangents, poured 
like theurgic breath into the breach of a drifting restlessness. 
The helplessness of the sounds mosaics a particular admiration 


for the parabolic whine of their belabored inactivity. 


The wing is an urgent knell of the speaker’s burn. Spoken only 
against the night themselves. A corset of rigorous wonders. The 
formal serinette lassos an exactitude of silence. The suppurate 
aubade of the graphic flesh, the wondrous dactylology of the 
hand. Where humanity is an improvised edge, the corvine 
appendix returns the raven’s tale, the hand for no reason only a 
chest of moments, hounded around the corner of the word, 
awaiting a wistful demarcation of the impossible in which the 
world is leavened. The generic ornaments of a circular direction 
coddled by temporary bandwidth partitions and narrated by a 
flagrant eternity of outrage, entering the loneliness of the outlay, 
a deterrent outside the assumption of attack, welded to the 
arable orange of an aloof torch, tangled in kinemic roughage, as 
though the animal hiatus shadows the beautiful abstraction of its 
pause, a wonder which rushes alien into the stoppage of the 
poem, torch poured through the circular paws of the arrow 
debarks the stairs in whittled unction, a sound which occurs 
when the thing as such is disgraced in the moment prior to its 
hearing. That the world is a broasted remnant of buttered nails 
immediately rusting in the oeuvre of death’s remedial poem. 
Therefore we have an autism of the wind in motion, gesture 
mirrored in nocturnal admissions of the body, where the 
imagination as such is witness to the finality of its welcome, and 
the stillness captivates the holistic resin of the hovel in which 
poetry reproduces itself as aspiration consumed by the 
gangrenous heart, the faculty of collapse a lethal dust, but 
neither the lucid cowl of the surface nor the redolent lesson of 
the incident is allowed to exhume the silence in the exigency of 
its extension. A freedom neither syllabic nor antiphonal behaves 
as an adrenal form in the harsh divisibility of time becoming the 
reference of the words it offers. As an icon of the tension of 
poetry, kindness enters to mean the Weltanschauung of 
perdition always written in symmetrical goeteia, howling out the 
barbaric words of a blackened magick, where the imaginal is 
limited to a point of hesitation, not a poetical requirement of the 


thing but a blasted verity of hymnic formality graven always in 
essential deeds, a foregone winnowing of the paper, the 
nonsense of which ensues as a nude direction. The church is a 
sign of latent intercourse. The confession of the device, the 
linguistic reason of the world. A miracle of coincidence. 
Between the woven spaces and the heretical wealth of a sanguine 
ocean freedom cinders a renewal of the needle, what music daily 
walking forth in syllabic shimmers by now a material hero of 
perfect will, the poem a leprosy of enounced animals landscaped 
in rhythmic speech, each flawless spontaneity a crumbling 
conclusion androgynous in the scrawled language of tuned lust, 
a theory of oblate sand, the velocity of the rose a lesser sea on the 
other hand hurt by the gentle itch of superstition, the power of 
this powder a lemma of insouciant sarcoma, coclom effaced by 
formal witchcraft in the synthetic rituals of didactic syntax 
silenced by the lineal moments of traditional eventuality, in one 
of the channeled clasts is a song of the dreamed uprising, and to 
it an unending poetry is linked with the religious syringe of 
anxiety, the issue of which malady resides in its softened 
alkahest. 


Visible in apparent ambage the inscrutable song vibrates with 
emetic elaborations of derisive witch assignations, the two 
material asters enfolded in appearance as one carnal trope of 
broken words, a thickening of the seclusion, the tranquil pepsin 
of beryl adduced by continuous illumination. The Manichean 
mechanisms of eventual attrition enthralled by the latent papyrus 
of the serous poem, roses which inevitably winter the 
incontrovertible crosshatch of baric arson, a turning which 
consists of parallel sands converted to shards of order, as if the 
disappointment in the point materializes a stasis of the self which 
enucleates a melic totality of its syntax, the sensory palace of 
conversation somewhat illuminate, a frozen match fingered 
against the cold abatement of the beyond, lately a meropia of the 
young metamorphosed into the solitary indifference of the word, 
where the romantic notion of an enticed radicalism of style 
undermines the painted birds with an incendiary poetry. As if 


the social twill of damask pogroms, while perennial as any work, 
lash the hadal screen to a denial of hedonics, the euphonic 
histrionics of disparity as the harmonious doubt and ochre of its 
food, a disaster of the iris, in which the closure of the idiom is a 
brittle raiment, the untenable witch which began as the world of 
mottled calls itinerant against the onus and ounce of her 
refurbished edition. Books precarious and becalmed in the 
tokens of their need form an enteric antiphony, the classical 
albatross of the other world, within the plain flounce of a 
distorted unity an irreverent middens of kinetic words always 
burnt enthalpic within the ritual happenstance of the song. The 
thorough gutter itself amused by the beryllium of its royal 
enclosure. The brotherhood is never simply a brand of 
bloodstone heliotrope, though perhaps the ludic entitlement of 
its abduction is a discrete ongoing of its parameters, each half of 
the word an entropic recklessness of the book, as if the history of 
the mind is an abutment of anxiety and discernment, the full 
reference of which is a solar scrying of a lucrative and unkempt 
memory. The ontology of the path earmarked by eidetic goliaths 
of the chancel. The revenant a fist of the amorous one. Our 
expedient intentions returned by a formal thesis. The receptive 
mold an instant foregrounding of the richness of kenosis, the 
hebraic gems of a malthusian theory, in which the final waters 
unhinge a night of wills or wells, the manifest bile of the written 
open to the geriatric terror of sheathed walls. A filial albumen 
serrates the violent formica of the rational theodicy. A thecal 
clearing systematized by fibrillations of the word as such. A form 
without citations deduced from the riddles of coherence. 
Through the dual sieve the recalcitrant attack mesic before the 
cryonic heat of the will. The icon aligned with the steeple, each 
etching of the audible form bleats such stillness immured within 
the wash of a darkled name. The explicit agape of the shadows 
surrounds us, what can we do with the driven body of its silence? 
A language satiated by mentation inoculates the narcissistic 
reverb of a prismatic locution, a counterfeit voracity of 
interruptions, the inclement cessation of its cogs an itinerant 
authority of ecstatic principle, as if the dissembling object 
disarms the ontic flesh through an unencumbered reading, the 
wonder of its newness renewed by the tasks of meaning, as if 


each harm is a imparted fatalism of the ether, and in the same 
reluctant acceleration inverted rain of meaning frontiers collated 
by the uneven and carious music of the word. Where the 
eventual begins. A intrusion of transcendence has somehow 
taken itself into the mountainous beyond, waylaid by etruscan 
deliverance of an hispanic radiance, wherein the discourse is 
redressed by hermetic fortrans and the legomena of the action is 
essentially an arboreal etude of the things recited. His heart 
dismayed by the common misprison of a canine uterus, the 
aboriginal free verse of rage supposedly irrational within the 
colonial amity of liberation, in which the covert alkahest of 
destiny involves a formalist triage preferred over the ritual 
prosthetics of his poetry. The young are almost never as myopic 
as their meretricious intentions. An open futility replaced by the 
hyperbaric singing of its windows begrudges the geometry of a 
xanthippic literature, the irregular transparency of which is as 
boring as linear clarity. Gestures caressed by a one-to-one 
relationship with normal logic. As if the dance of domestic song 
is its elemental disunity. Reaction as a poetical way into the 
pallor of irregular unity. The other expunges the linear entrance. 
Anxiety like the shadow of amphibious trains. The song of 
closure resorts to force. 


Then the rage is a rage for order, if a sonic exaction of order 
exists. 

The aromatic host of the instant unlearns a veritable excess of 
our thoughts. 

Never sing the duty of thirst. 

At most the forgotten etiology of the deity totals to a fictive 
emptiness. 

As unusual as the wanton spider complacent in frontal majesty, 
its redundant happiness meandrous with integrity. 

A traditional immersion in the emptiness. Namely the relict 
angel of reality renewed by the icon of itself. Hence, a wider 
sense of the continuous blood. 

Sexuality endemic to the axons proposed as honed form. 

The prophecy of prose aligns with the by-lines of the dead. 


A shift, or just enough of nothing. 

The meteoric polarities ofa classical unevenness. 

The elemental musk of the fabricated search stretches its 
edifying prose into the encased afterbirth of the poem. 
Wreckage ordained by antithesis. 

The adrenaline sacrifice of the triune epicritic. 

Ferried by the sentence into a theoretical notation of the word. 
The poem suspended in shimmering conclusion. 

The circular form of an internal freedom. 

The suppressed posits the manifest. 

The ambages of ambiguous verse, the various nothings of a 
song. 

It is easy to reverse the diction if it doesn’t preclude the ginseng 
lightning of its elementary sound. 

The country is an abortion of history and its calends. 

The reflection of ecstasy is a narcissistic interlocution of 
violence, a convenient confirmation of the oiled innocence of its 
chasm. 

Our ecstatic cleanliness utters the reader, a renewal of the 
forgotten beyond. 

One moment of portal secrecy hissed in a circular bleakness of 
altered illness. 

A sickly assessment of sleep shapes the human ice, a modernist 
beast grown oily in the lather of its silence. Meaning refurbished 
by the violent isthmus of the flesh. 

A mirror of the geographical logos impregnates space with a 
wintry snakeskin decorum. 

It is in the interest of the music. 

From sunup to the fingers a ghastly re-telling of the nave. 

The soul is a beautiful awning inverted by the culled ontologies 
of its art. 

The bowry of the mosque, the excess rose of the faceless 
dendrites. 

A clock perched within the whorled cadence of a central totality. 
Nothing enfolds later towards an epic of everything. 

An improper barrage of recurring answers. 

God if reconciled to the irrational treaties of the poem. 

The shapes of time always elaborated as geometrical icons of the 
song. 


The purity of justified liaisons, the notable outwardness of life’s 
fire. 

Recourse attrits the dearth. 

The way of the heretical monuments, the hooved lockers of the 
sea. 

By means of entry the present begins. 

Each hold of the silent nexus a filth of systems. 

Witness sown in the abortion of a harvest. 

Witness inculcates the threnody, a music of fins hisses the 
edited brilliance of a wormy justice. 

The comatose meadows rescue the complimentary dreams. 

A poem made of regret poured into an audile selvage of ash. 

The fidelity of love exiled to the original flavor of its undertow. 
The amorous prurience of the darkness hidden in an injection of 
arrogant roses. 

Thirst becomes flesh made submissive to anarchy. 

The ground audience of the undocumented self. 

The story of the wager predisposed to silence. 

The thrill of cessation obviates the grief. 


Where one sural darkness inures the arrows of the eye. 

The subterranean louver redacts the words attested in an 
unhinged jewelry of it’s coiffured song. 

Precedence swirls in a soluble revival, each latency omnivorous 
as parlous attachment, a faculty of herpetic oneupmanship. 

The unremitting taint of a watery allusion slats the foregrounded 
hooves, a recursive ice wed to androgenic arrival, the meaning of 
its doubts a flayed world of homeopathic poems. 

The soul sufficient unto its banal luster. 

The illusion of a severed loveliness persists. 

The work of the self without recourse to the arduous catarrh of 
the book. 

A hermeneutics of determinism manifests as the foregone 
kinetics of an evangelical degradation, its fever an arrant spoof of 
words raising the anecdotal forays of silence to a mantic and 
epileptic perception of private hearing. 

Sex followed by a musical pleasance. 


The uncontrollable rigors of the mean. 

The entirety of morphological exactitude permitted a forgery of 
openness. 

Our expulsion of the avant-garde resulting in vivid difficulties of 
a dialectical and edible transcription. 

The mirror of the self thinks as skin. 

The wrinkled meat of song. 

His opus an entheogenic theory of the sky. 

Loss does not endanger a stippling forward of the word. 
Narration is the fever of an untimely death. 

Casting elastic lots. 

The focal librettos of the surface. 

Lanterns sleep in the parsed tinctures of the moon. 

Silence is the shape of a fugitive freedom. 

The city an industrial shadow of granite crime. 

The blue symbiosis of a quilted doubt accrues the shaven bath of 
a farcical recital. 

From forsaken to hurried the aberrant cough unsettles anthropic 
dust onto the heirloom careers of ownerless poems. 

Music stricken by unfettered shallowness. 

The beautiful reference of the robust space crenelated by quieter 
pauses. 

The sidereal inscription of the coordinates atavistic before the 
conventional bionics of silence. 

The outside enforced by petulant dangers. 

Poetry screens the proposal of its answer. 

Somatic passages of the word, the motile arson of the previous 
word, the catoptric activity of its capacious theory, the formless 
utterance of its accelerated antics, always restless as a numerical 
avatar. 


Shaken like a dragnet invariably away from forgiven syllables, the 
holy decoction of fallow easels whelps a distended zigzag 
through the insistent offal of its deferred verbiage, the heat 
fetish yearns tiniest glitch ligament gingham entourage rowdy to 
move occiput forage against the historical coitus of the 
statement, but the united disorientation of obstructionist 


randomnity overlaps verse and the riven oppressions of love, in 
the context of this imbroglio rapine anfractuous to imagination. 
The height of the comedy voiced from the pointless delirium of 
its utterance. Winter landscapes the meridian lapis where 
commonplace glia coalesce in dutiful elongation of the word’s 
transduction. We traduce the interference with intrepid 
literature, a hernia born in aboral casbah architrave, a 
wholesome peyote love like clockwork poetry illyrian in the 
lambent beacon of its umber, the dependent theorem’s elastic 
sentence slopes riven virulent symmetrically below the 
staggering whistle of its hylic stipend. The portent of the 
gestural dream somnambulant in pentamerous duress. 
Everything warbles the wavelength of its being aligned in 
incongruous stumbles ghost frottage consistency undermining 
the reconsidered given. A display of social yearns totemic ratio 
of worthy toxins in the sarcophagus of the world we are too 
much floral grandeur theorized by momentary winds in that the 
classic unit of the sundered worlds is a vacant amerced borough 
of boiled ribbonfish heaven savvy, as boring as the manly 
syllables of the raw somatic, bread entirely gross starched 
crippled from sin at last. The goetic accusation of his status a 
noetic camera of his life. He came in coital bucolics nouns no 
moral hydrogen oxymoronic in the signature of his dreams the 
song’s ligature a heinous cheesecake poetry articular 
integument embolic security of the immolation trajected visibly 
by abnegated artifice the informal space of his inactions an 
ambient umbilical of delirious bereavement the narrative system 
of sexual didacticism heralds a metathesis of tribunal wit such 
that the rites of intention efface any officious obsessive 
degradation the evolutions of which adhere in a critical nerve of 
flourished bloom. What entails the entirety of redaction informs 
abstruse once an olio of equivoque notarized by the ventral 
breakage of orts neutered in the lineage of a brokered tragus in 
which the players witness a minstrel shower and the comical 
implications of the assize infarcts a madras ear suffered in 
loadstone wounds recoverable as geographical witchhunt 
english channeled in adamant foreman singsong through 
deceptions of the nether purity which was practiced as the final 
act of confrontation within the growths of hell. Color the 


childish beauty in the written artifice of the paintings. The latent 
lapis wrongly human prostrate before the learned historicism of 
a yearning clast. The master of titular likenesses. Swan buried in 
preponderant dependence. The sentence is but a bleak moment 
of the actualizing motion. Witness totalized by an erstwhile 
clairaudience. From the ought relentlessly towards the human. 
The movements of the syntax replicate the objectivity of the 
knots. The confluence sings the mobility which marries a 
rhymed insurance of the heresy of everything but likeness so 
marred by the afterimage of appearance that its prayers reduced 
to amorphous bowstring humiliations dream a nefarious likeness 
of stove dipper upsilon beribboned by the seasonal maintains of 
themselves as song. As if a world eastered through translucence 
signifies an unlit hermeneutic the one realization of titanic 
abjection. The flour of the garland inhabits the valiant forge. Fit 
hymn dew aludel almost an epic materiality of our character. 
What was the color thinking driven analogous through the 
motherlode of its opening? The deification of the mind hostage 
to the obsessive repetition of repetitions. The demotic accusal of 
eve constructed by the likelihoods that poets do. The 
insufferable absurdity of an excessive burial inverts the 
materiality of an ethereal and vivacious testimonial, the litigious 
rhythms of its inscrutable significance an operative rebuke to 
those who would originate their pasts in a future circling of the 
author. Nonsense must be the final synthesis of the formal 
everyman poetical units culminating in the fact of a silent insight 
even though superfluous through the learned confinements of 
its introductory interment, as if the burial of the essay is a taming 
of poetical youth abuse. The familiar trees of freedom yearning 
for the random burdens of their steam. Eaten by thin holograms 
of straight translation. A misprison of the urge hounds the forest 
for a colic orality reunited in the moist and studious ink of its 
itinerant stench. The church fits the whitened descant of the 
street. The figures coalesce in vulgar challenge. The events of 
the century in half the sense of print. Influence is brokered 
through beefsteak rituals of poetical importance. A modern 
eolithic anglicized by the multiplicity of its virtuality, singing the 
orally recondite aversion to its idiotic orifice, a plantain of high 
culture decreed by flatulent pork deduction, a proponent of the 


ventriloquist apposition of its majestic asthma and the song’s 
election wash as fathered by the author. Rather than the 
impossible stance of anal titmouse embellishment, the 
admonishment of meridian tooth lids, brittle as the beast. 


Including the scholarly maxim: projects are found. We are the 
hectic siderosis of the grid already gothic in exfoliate worship, a 
churning of the necessities unsettles the antipathy of our 
characteristic aurality awakened in distorted pentagrams frantic 
from harmaline tragedy, and the conflux of magical golds 
restricted by compost whitens the holographic ace, the content 
of its signals recognized in the mythological thirst of the thing. A 
reversal of receptivity reverberates in the correspondences of a 
planar athanor, the fickle hermeticism of the gizzards an 
inflorescence of the mind. Winter landscapes the biography of 
the poem in unverifiable circumstance, the xeric thanatos totems 
of the initiation mold erratic as the history of a caveat’s death, a 
proposal of english tears conjoined to the belated nobility of the 
leaf, and like the surly evidence of the nerves an intolerant 
Lazarus sermon emulsified in the conditional humus of the song. 
Even the inferred venom of the articulate moment becomes a 
perceptual hiatus of the rhythm, a thermion magus nexus which 
glistens in the mantic serpentine of its folds. No more 
equipollent oblates from an involuntary curdling of the olfactory, 
but the aeolian purview of his amicable currents grandfathered 
into the agape of the lack, wheat eaten with burin effigy previous 
to fatuous anther allures, after all a Mandean homage arch 
blasted by hieratic doubt insures the escarpment of collective 
easter snow, the rhythm of its pounce a melody older than the 
neural ladders, sandwiched between the triumphal swill of a 
bartered history and the twilit titillations of nudity withdrawn 
from its fractured clairaudience. Rather than topaz the 
unexplainable undulations of the smoke, we might horizon the 
penury of a compliant breath, the best already washed in the 
poverty of the times, before they dominate the reluctant 
beginnings of this radical differance, the stoical generosity of its 
eupsychic voice chanted in biotic silence, the bewildered 


muscles of the culture incontinent as the mammalian datum of 
the songs, the moist antinomies otiose and complete in the 
twilled sickness of their addled jaundice, but the burden of the 
weather is an orality repetitive in the untoward subjectivity of the 
rat race, the brutish poet allotted the squelched damage of his 
ammunition, which invests the text with a proposed controversy 
of bibliography, its speech a biblical censorship, a cynical weevil 
reading succors the written anguish of its angry blastoma, a 
desultory advantage of innocuous gazes tantamount to the 
carom of earth, one certain word thoroughly blown through 
holistic mitosis, the thistle ship road grin byte itself a rood of 
formal slippage faithful throughout the neural entrée of the 
book. The words are the movie itself, halophilic prophase 
phrases guided by love through thought, the pavement of the 
exile a transfer of its fate. Thought thaws the sleep of youth, a 
virulent abscess of draught slips carcass knots and caul through 
the supple nonconformity of its inwardness, in the field of 
history despite such machinations, which the veritable immunity 
of the given song chagrins with atrium strife. The fiends invent 
the skeins, weird flakes of our selves tithed through syllabic 
masks, the ideal bone of the twofold flint as bare as the 
unraveling boson of the word, at all hours backwards in the warp 
and weft of nature, bereft always of distorted integrity in the 
mirror of repeated morality, meaning a creeping intertextuality 
of irresolute internality, the steeple broths resolved by long-term 
shortages, a pliant alignment of evergreen syllabics in which the 
riven word remains unmoved and understood, a turbulent aril of 
popular avarice, the dream of the stasis a song constituent of the 
ocean’s despite, reason a sensory play, like the irrelevant 
concern for coherency’s escape, the formal property of space is 
the occluded remand of the visible, a miracle of diction ingested 
by each contemplated beat, each stanza a pith of slavish rigor, its 
rathe bellow relict in guttural vents, as intrinsic as the gold and 
its unnameable god, the aberrant trend of which becomes an 
eclectic fear of personality and its deserted form. 


Even the titular poesis of the however enlivens a deictic 
ebullience, fondly attempted music unwound in recalcitrant 
gists, his language a frappé sheen of pestilence and night. In the 
worsted coda of the hills the bovine camphor lampoons a tort of 
beatific similes, but the sun sails behind the golem, happy as a 
recess of impotence, and the temptress wagers golden in the 
mural of her episteme, the work of which masticates an 
indecipherable cork sown in the stitched burns of an acrylic 
fashion, the hills emulsion tastes of pornographic ostentation 
ascribed to an immolation of the genitals, normalized by the 
intellectual mind as the bisexual character of moiré, its altered 
ecesis buried in the outrage of each arable factor. It has to be a 
benumbed obsession which derives the lesson of the songs, and 
the poems which are made of the songs again, import bellowed 
through the novel claims of the materials, now laid to a cursory 
utility in the substrate of the poetry, or from the materiality of 
the personal a thematic openness of the given, while the 
meanings of the style are the standard trappings of the barter, 
also tooled in the crucible of myth, not an inevitable deviation of 
intention but an affinity for neural bereavement, the perverse 
openings of which thaw the verdant music of his speech, 
conversely social as any other lecherous kink, not somatic 
because belabored but a problematic ruse of interred sense 
apparently sequential in the anomalous metrics of its banal 
relationships. Verity is unity under justice, but shackled 
divisions of likeness self-inflicted in the misery of absent triage 
somehow italicize the visibility of loss, thus a distension of the 
song as thwarted dream and world. A wash of cause incinerates 
the ageless somnambulence of the visible, the unity of the poetry 
below the eupsychic song evades the whole haunted agriculture 
of the causal norms, not the deluge of a mercantile ribaldry, but 
the serrated broth of performance, the nexus of what and what, a 
heresy of celebration. Does the audile natural triangulate the 
notes formerly aborted as a sheaf of swaddling sounds, or does 
the suffrage of the woven meld deviate from the understanding 
of the breast? The marriage of nexus and darkness bequeaths a 
latent perversity to the comatose anthropics of mythopoesis, 
which turns on the silent audibles of orbital appearance, 
submerged in the actual pentagrams of the poem. The humanist 


moment begins in the present tense, but thought returns its 
restive rhythm to the bohemian fist of the poetic, where the 
ongoing idleness of nothing escapes the arrogant disaster of 
each morning in the form of influential syntax orts which attrit 
before the omitted schism of his life. The rising of the dream is 
scribbled on the lack ofa future. Culture stolen from the audible 
word wounds the endless song, or would if not for its entropic 
longing for the world, a generative shortening of neural havens 
blinds the poet to the moist thistle blooming overtly in his 
referents, presided over by anthological egress, germane to the 
extension of retreat involuted in each returning whorl, a 
Cartesian diction sung in the operative written of each return. 
To live within the blue lips of the colophon is to come upon the 
amorous sludge of awe, where each poem ends in the tonal 
answer of its latch. A continuous, flat, and analogous disorder 
overlooks the industrial environs of the poem, its loping 
harmony digested by elegiac epiphany, the ingrate perusal of 
which would be idiocy for the poet, the certainty of abject escape 
into the word. For all his polyrhythmic ardor the endless student 
has always fractured in beatific harms the euphonious withering 
of his cultural illness, the totalizing damage a coherent music but 
imagined as the telluric grace of numerous clandestine suicides, 
the artistry of which belie the perfect presence of the manner. 
His wound a Kabbalist agon announced in homogenous half- 
truths. 


Deduced from the strict illness of illustrious propositions, the 
song opens suddenly into a lilt of images, an indented lapse of 
aquarian holiness vulgarized by the sone, especially the greyness 
of his plight and valiant art. To hear the appearance is of course 
the classic twilight howl once strangled in the fortuitous 
substrates of its bodiless bricolage, then retracted from the 
hereafter scumbled in mulled scoff. Could it be that the longing 
of an umbilical tutor once penultimate as the furnished scheme 
is the abrupt work wherein the shrieks resume the dolorous 
ankles of their outwardness? The tranquil hills preserve the dog. 
The self is a trajectory of its seasoned song. As a quota of 


violence, punctuation abnegates the conclusive doggerel, a tale 
of narcissus within the thelema of the poem. The immobile 
island shaken by the tragedy of its wind. The full music of his 
apprehension seems largely ascendant considering the standard 
gyrations of ritual discourse, a mold of eventual prosody 
industrialized by historical winters. If the body could become a 
particular tradition, then the adulation of its sonnet could be 
long forgotten. 


The rilled stanzas shock the lemniscate cadenzas. An acute 
formulation of subjective stuttering contrives to sound as if the 
somnolent melody fulfills the iconography of a dehiscent 
intentionality. In this, the hymn allows a new sound to flower in 
the body of poetry. I abate the surfeit of exactness weakened by 
the alliance of plat and allomorph, an ichor of the book of groins, 
I knead the driven ecstasy of its handles, but the emptiness of its 
pauses nevertheless valorizes the stolen ostracon of the poetic, 
the broken potsherds of language a sundry cleanliness of 
embodiment. Desire is the subjective depression of the poetries, 
the inutile syllables witnessed by redolent bifurcations, where 
the vocable attests to the errant limits of the genre. 


The page in opposition to the night familiar grave inside the 
color of the words words sing when stripped of overt authorship 
life a prayer when beautifully cornered by praying the holiness 
false and the melody true in which a familial silence may begin 
the hooded series offers the book a tubular suit of holographic 
inheritance ecstasy becomes the instrument of surety but the 
beyond is a generative lineage the marginalia of nocturnal leaves 
rife with enjambed queues the literally silent failure of the 
turbulent attempt the name of the word embittered by its 
resounding music the renowned products of canoptic 
compounds streaked with transacted conformity speech a 
commodity of fictions and light her ovaries an impulse outward 
in all directions but the weary feed will have none of it the 


written corpus shorn of kenosis its organization a wasted corpse 
fit to waver in the slalom of an essay their travels describe the 
country of their truths in which the theorem of the highway 
interprets their moist immersions in importance as the novel lies 
of life in the western decor of their theoretical city. 


Philosophy of uncertain origin. Atrophy of the king’s motto: 
written against diversities. Meaning is the irony of spectral 
voices. An icon basks in the liquor of the word. Decreed himself. 
The royalty of the werewolf, their gnarled endurance, the 
anguish of the werewolves. The battered orisons of the 
prophets. Formed from syrinx apathies, what can wolf the 
gouache from the thecal eyes of its walk? Every signature is a 
brigand of havoc. The letteral glories of reason batten the wolof 
scriptures, every sign a bison magdalene, the index of sorrows a 
surface nerve of reason. To live is to wander bereft of the ontic 
afterlife. Half the loveliness of the werewolf halves the loveliness 
of this same distance. The wildness of the wilderness causes its 
familiarity. 


Interpretive fluctuations of the humanist approach. If night 
looks precariously onto the boring century, then thievery flashes 
in the flawed ash of the year. It sways no more than the righteous 
worth of its tones. Sonnet flagellated by alienation. The ransom 
of the muscular buttress. But we digress already bastard and fall 
away from the hermetic trophy, our inner resources immediately 
covered by our mouths. Forever to cocoon in heavenly sources. 
Because the core meanders too few of the heresies aligned. 
Umbilical gate hiatus. Self adumbrated by perpetual terrors. 
What constitutes the sin of history? That which weeds the ego 
from the ear objects to a symbiotic harmony. The dew of the fish 
constructed in the hem of the ear. The bones cohere in a 
lessening of the cringe. What rules the desire for an inner 
incoherence? The coherence inhabits the aural theatre. A linear 
suspense enters the colloquial asylum. Are the dreams aligned 


with the tears of their linear connection? The design is the wish 
of the scheme. As if the hyphen we receive is the wife of a saint. 
The attrition of the word, the oiled fathom of the will. In our 
deeds we bury the useful unities. The perversions of the moon 
are the divinities of the poem. 


What to do with the human poem as such. A lyrical ear within the 
sounds much the same huge substitutions cancelling both coasts 
late arrivals in the rafters of the houses ravens throng breath 
showered fog in the pink archway of the gate the golden refuge 
of the opening. The tonal importance of identity theme of the 
factual sand the centerpiece of content a colored ring. With the 
prodigious stigmata templar intrusion this glandular spume of 
song. Rustic chevrons enamored of a sonic objectivity. Benthic 
pajama munitions. Enumeration iterates a decal. The temporary 
is always external to the remembered nest of personality. 
Insatiable, like an irritable construct vision. A transformation of 
the dream into the nude fluff of the sentence. The dream entitles 
the poet to moisten her barrage with rabble invention anthrax 
musk. The originality of the materials invents the somatics, finds 
them in experience. What does the critical bible of amber 
authenticate as personality? Personality invested in the received 
information of experience. The adjective dangles from the same 
place that waylaid the orderly ovens of attainment. Buried in the 
supernal idea of an onerous order, the round extortions of the 
blank. 


The book about the history shakes the perilous mantra from the 
sunset. This is the half-life of poetry, which impregnated 
necessity can exfoliate. Magical form is an alchemy of location, it 
is not tornado rant nirvana, the paired aspersions of ambiguity, 
the comedy of the world’s tragic gyration. Rhyme is a simulation 
of beginnings, is never an offering of the unreadable 
nothingness of the world. The world is an ashen mimicry of 
black fire. Poetry mines its anarchic form. The tradition is 


revealed in the constituent losses of gain. This is the tragic and 
herculean conquest of the dream, a doubt vitriolic with dreams, 
the lame data of a personal divinity. If the blood is severed from 
the wash by an entry of fever into the standard landscape of the 
poem, then the eschatology of its otherness is repelled by the 
material daze, and the herpetological erasure of its sidereal 
doubt succors the monstrous howls of its laryngeal memory, or 
the evil blandness of the call wastes the hymns of its schismatic 
poetics. The numerous omnisciences of the verb instill a lateral 
verbosity in each veritable wave of the cadence. The rite of the 
sentence proposes the conservative conditions of its ending. 
Beneath the burnt fist of poetry is a tattered reasoning, always an 
anonymous itch of the mythic mask, orally troubled by the dream 
of knowledge and the taboo of its song. Poetry speaks its addled 
morality in the museum of common baths. 


What is ritual doubt if not the fortitude of absence? The hose 
fever merrily amazing in healing, sour artisan constructed by 
fever, hand which quizzes the vast awareness despite the dark 
lathe splinters of spiritual doubt? Need poses in the necessary 
environs, a greening of absence hurled through thought by the 
manifest discovery of history, a humble glowing sulfurous in the 
relinquished unveiling of its song. Waking the difficult steeples. 
The angel of truculent whores. The guidance of silence seems to 
expose the faithless perceptions of wisdom, the argument of the 
grave in the paradox of a thigh, intention continuous in minute 
surges of DNA, healing the religious toner, wrestling with the 
anguish of intriguing absence, an embrace of experience as 
lonely as certain doubt. Divested of millennial tremors 
civilization retracts the revealed ideas, pernicious to emergent 
power, an abstruse night of dark wrangling doubts knotted 
strangely without absorption. The devastating eggshells of will, 
shuttle ring mirror heart, cold knowledges arrested in nightly 
glow, paragraph shaped by the focused yeast of abstinence, the 
mind harp universal in unconscious reversal, an autistic gnosis 
written in the darkness of desire. Hirelings crenelate the 
template with a morass of writing, moss devolved to eggs 


indicted by ignorant silence, the belated coils of feeling lashed to 
mystical uncials of the body, venereal need folded in each depth. 
The whorled havens of the lily rescind the guts of virtue, portend 
a glut of written love. Haven the fragile bone awareness 
constructed of practical thinking, the beautiful power of mystical 
expedience, snow that floats in astral degradations of 
cerebration, the merged monotonies of philosophy an excessive 
derangement of the body, each breath a severed trail of control, 
intuitive enough to doubt the latent spirituality of the path. I 
want a careful absence of the way. I kneel imaginal in 
omnivorous gnosis, an imagined expression of wholeness, mind 
full of voluptuous ego construed as power. 


Sparked with the ways of chime, from genesis to denim, as if the 
student achings corral an alchemy of limitations, applied to the 
deeper mystery of the udder, examples insistent in the 
emendations of the lesson, the disciplined realm of surmise a 
dread agnosia of mucus clue invocation, arum sinew, urgent 
keno toddler poems foregrounded by coddled grease, the 
envious fragments of the mind encased within the text, 
commentaries on the cosmic threat, the idea of the rubber throat 
insinuates the raw, a round of creation resuscitated by entangled 
peppers, when warring with the allotted remains the resistance 
of nowhere seems an excess of fate but the twelve moons of 
correspondence alter the fatal power of expression and abject 
human writing flourishes everywhere in a malnourished moiré of 
thermal memory, the embers of each precision accorded the jism 
of the referent, a tribunal of imputed sacrifice importuned by 
guilt obtained from vulture tinctures, the textual ambiguity a 
divinatory alchemy of philosophical work, or the pagan colors of 
the soul curated in axial sparagmos, the candles of the penance 
born in the corvine allure of zen, fish the gnostic snakes propose 
as poem. 


Corpse in which the kinemic gold is sown. Passionate goddess 


rosary, mica code. The innate character of imperfection rewards 
the continuing. Etic replica of closure. Nous anthos. The flower 
of intellect destroyed by moral sense. Inscription enfolded in a 
triune dross. Certain treatises attribute the attitudes of regard to 
helpless vendetta antecedents of the writing. Soul lost in 
hermetic resonances of meaning. The insubstantial foulness of 
the dew a curse of cortical somatics. Christ the zealous butler of 
zodiac adumbrations. The Christian water a detritus of bovine 
tincture cults. Afflatus of the lack, slough of the confluent 
baptisms. Teaching the prophase trek to awaken the mantra in 
its meanings, the appearance of its art brokered through an 
altered word, alchemical tandem dusts, dog sorrel midnight, 
bearers of the salient zodiac, arcane entitlements of the archons, 
the pure spasms of the clouds a woven musk of testicular lore, 
the flayed jihad of work entwined in the light of the root. Isomer 
fax, gerund hiss containment, posh philter garments adverbial in 
itch. Elemental mentations muddled apart the serums. 
Throughout the leg itself, a feathered science of law, striations 
of the retort, a pure allure of the inner cosmos. 


The poem is the flesh of the word. The sun assuages the woven 
erasures of the earth. The cosmos is the body, calm as death. 
Gnosis is the curse of specific time. Known as time, the causal 
equivalence of the stars enamors the blessing of the corpse, 
heaven’s contagious problematic, a pleasant usury of ritual 
sacrifice. The serpent, feral bloom of the moon, precession time 
through ice, tinctures of light ground in the pallor of the 
elementals. Gold depends from the simian trophy of the soul. 
But the music of the substrates is a neural heir to the supernal 
perfections of these sounds, an immense theosophy of secrecy, 
shards of the seasoned ear, opened in the previous coinage of 
ritual consciousness, wine song arrayed in resonant virginities of 
the self, ineffable meiosis thunder, formation through ersatz 
language dust. Antlers farm the awnings of an electrical ordure, 
the origin of the image teased from the side of waking, 
awakening to the utterance of beginnings, alchemical 
techniques studied as the uses of human discernment. The 


method of the phoneme is the art of the kineme. Alchemical ace 
sardonics. Prayer acculturated by its answers. The practice of 
words a useful amendment of aboral ovens. The impression of 
interpretation lives in the experimental heart of the word. 
Alchemical treatise on the atrophy of nature. The gestalt 
resistance of reality inadmissible in the cancerous appearance of 
each epoch. Immanent omega zircon, the science of latent 
languages. A literate cosmos written in the speech. The 
immaterial wisdom of influence. The other world, terrifying 
opus of the divine. 


SALT 


Climactic expectations quality hilt apex of the stasis. In only so 
trying to awe him out so diffused the ache of print. Literal kiosk 
language. The figure of the miracle prolapsed rhetorically. 
Melting pot ephod koan. In the end finally, seemingly in the 
labyrinth. Aster whorls the zenith, shanty occurs in harm. For a 
wound not formed in local finality, minimal evidence of the wish, 
as if the cold began in a dust of spite hours before the ascent of 
his poetical explicability. To write a personal bleakness in the 
miraculous forum of the hive. A thoroughly psychological need 
eventually critiques the songs. Wishbone crib. Noise coven. The 
fingers admit the toys. Deaccessioned gasp of bone. Knot of 
butterfly fathers. The light of the landscape prefigures the fall. 
Grease mantra. Generative duration. Anther cess. Gravity eats 
the visage manna. Perhaps an introduction to the decade is 
doubled in nervous winter. I crass his fist, coupled 
intentionalities of the drifted hidden, companions of ghost 
mentation written in shadow crave, evil aster down, the window 
flies forth unconcerned. Wine spirit froth, eye of the vulture, 
overcome by an earnest treaty of spiritual frenzy. What about the 
relaxed heresy of the boiled fatalities? Spasms of convened unity 
ruin the course. If this was compulsion, then spirit was heredity, 
that the realization of sight ought to change the cosmos is 
expected, thus will is not adverse to the array, the telekinetic 
solitude of the injunction, where the magician inheres in the 
existence of becoming, and this maneuver of a particular 
cosmology presages the gift of a sacrificial chemistry, the 
anarchy of mist a ritual correctly inhibited by an essential 
continuance of the wound, perfected in alchemical hemlock 
seed, the soul ordained as a tone of transformation. One gnosis 
of filtered reference. Amen terror sleep sensors, beheaded 
baptisms, bells mixed with token crime. The judicial largesse of 
transformation. Seldom yodel for logos questioning the 
nostalgia of the anguish, risen bedraggled as elf manure, 
practical math of undue violence, follow the ledge to the solvent 
of the absolute. Nominates the septuagint. Surd wends topple 
liturgical, gestural aphids crook, actuarial bicycle confided in 
the cynical enlightenment, beyond the privileged freedoms of 


the epidemic activities, selvedge along the viaducts of the 
epidermis, no evidence for the pointlessness of gestures. 
Unswervingly refined digraph the selling point of the act, 
diphthong fornication philosophy begets to forget, the boring 
purity of repetition as described. Miming the uncommon 
certainty of these ideas as jokes. Please moisten this seeing with 
a seasoning of disagreement. An inkling of words in the ink, 
comeuppance a pittance of poetry, one-upmanship as an 
divergence of freelance poetics, divagations down the runway, 
ergo the energy of the dance. 


Confusion is the whereabouts of diction, but that is only if the 
communication you feel arrives from a _ source of 
communication. Under all this wind we need to hear an 
aspiration of the deep, seasoned far back in the delicate buttons 
of our emotions, but what if the uneasy persistence of skill 
produces a malignant and emphatic happenstance of language, 
will the words alone aerate its critical lack of jewels? An ash is 
conscious if read as poetry. Mind is the hem of nature. Here the 
beaten hymn is a somatic piety of likeness and attitudinal skill, 
more than one poetry soothing the gullibility of our doubt, as if 
the guilt of language is ensconced in a book of poems. If we 
worry the poem with research, if it wears a commitment to the 
other, there the musical night of random selves inscribes us as an 
act, we mean the ineffable designs, the way of suffering rewards 
the normal codes of sharing, our verse is a cellular beast of 
communication. Dismemberment, tears of god, remember in the 
blur of sustenance, the land is a solitary thought, we think 
openly of the register as an animation of the poem, the silence of 
our resistance, another exhaustion of the lyrical, the icon 
stripped to tease us with a nostalgia for our construction of it, a 
resurrection from the mirage of the grave, the sounds of our 
vows which enable us to make a sufficient analogy of inspired 
fantasy, such logic as the readers’ remains. The lash of the 
mouth recoils as a drape of liberty unkempt in its own agenda, a 
place to moralize the rigorous asides of the rain. gripped by 
captive diversions in the intuitive meat of liberty. The fictive 


vanguards like a granular hiccup malign the critique of incest 
appropriate to the poem. The hands appropriate the heart. 
Formal tactics dross the olio of advertising, a presbyterian trial 
unlike that of the hands, practice within the woven targets of the 
lips. A gap between the given name and its fury. The procedures 
print the itch. The twitch of the document embodies its utility. 
The services of the hems shift the needs of the sense to the 
background of the gem, shifting them, inchoate morning prison, 
city of humbling fox agraphia, furry serinnette. Also an instance 
of articulated fury, arch of the outdated quote, fuck the silliness 
of the millions. Minions of the pope, exciting as the callous 
church of death, captured by the ethics of the count, strategic 
mishaps caption the imagination. The fury of the glands. Knead 
my lips, tailored to a loss, identity pronounced by sexuality. 
Buttocks twist aesthetic tics beneath the glow of textual layers. 
How to slash the facts. Such solipsism is the intention of the 
sign. Only will emits the bleak and latent expression of desire. If 
poetry takes root in the unruly hair of crystals, if great poetry lies 
along the questions of the ears, then those things which sound as 
unguent plunges are built in the silver torment of the bread, 
talon lintel obsolescence, dome of the spinal wish. Will blooms 
in the reading, loud undulations of song destroy the corrugated 
thyme, the creative heist is a hymen of feverish duty, poetry far 
better than the allure of forgetfulness. Because the heat of the 
torment is the socialization of the intention, consciousness 
confesses its poetical sewers, the feast of nausea a resource, each 
object a corpus of doubt. A fetal arum wounds the knees, cause 
an experiment of the anal powers, the wild erections of waste 
host a timid genitalia. The randy child rent by gestures of 
exclusive causation. A foreign doubt caroms in the background 
of ambition. The tragedy of our music written in forbidden 
books. 


The dictionary washes the tryst. To explain this I will sponge the 
intimate arctic of these depths. Time is a tarp of malice. 
Duration is a doubt of silence which levels the grains of sand. If 
poetry is the profuse silence of the beyond, then feeling is the 


pubic grave of fear, and doubt is the eager confirmation of that 
feeling, a burial of fidelity in the field of nouns, behind an 
advance growth of expressive beacons. Guru visited by the relict 
theory of sausage. For frogs read explanation. Tobacco 
condoms, formalism, the meaninglessness of need. A critical 
despair posited as retribution. The times were bad, the nouns 
were another answer. Those who put the crowing buoys in the 
shocked awe of the night called their civilized attack a revised 
theology. Will is an epiphany wandering through a diary. To 
imbibe the prison house of the anonymous thread, century of 
injustice a dualistic caveat, investiture of the definite 
uniqueness, oubliette blazing in the ghetto of the thesaurus, 
effect of the common intentions of the poet. If the succinct turn 
of the book, girded slut hegemony in the slums, frothing at the 
tether, means sempiternal weakness of the author, quite alien 
rake’s athanor, derelict queue, doesn’t yard such meaning in 
each other, word’s street repast twitch of what seems secing, 
nautical repeal of the subliminal word, phony as the angel of 
information. Creolized hair of the old ones, presumably wish off 
the frost of a level blame, yet freedom hedonic then eventide of 
reading, read word to fund cathected thought, dominant if not 
the gilled bitch of the will, I tonic to inquire the ecstasy of the 
gods, but I have been a heretic. Rift which impish riposte, riff sill 
of poetic beets, fanged beavers with the deluge read wholesome 
opaque diction, imaginal and lineal shaman eyes, grist of the 
topical hold, against hips redundant denuded picket fence, 
linguistics teaches the following axe tech spume of song: 
sanguine in the transduction, keepers of the templar hymen, 
hens teeth heap ancient grail ambrosia, rose whore brigand 
hermetic in herald knots, merchants of the wayward way we have 
of raising the propriety of the status, original ringworm 
conducted through the fine growths of the roughhouse. Find 
located in a form establishes itself as doubt. Magnifies the jars 
effectual fins, still uneven if on supposition to abort, retention of 
the authors called in blemished foursome, refurbished tarmac 
bridle, under a pisces synopsis forfeited lavatory snow, what 
hunch of enigmatics for expedited additions, hostile 
benevolence of the gelded possibilities, gilded sumo beer 
exchange, canisters of oblique tilt. From the vibrator to the 


incubator our impious aesthetics as identity vulgarize the 
centrality of ambiguity, issuance of calcified triads, icosahedron 
touch surgically diameters of sigil chain, the author and his 
wounded entity, nothing happens under the irreverent glands, 
northern gaunt, have noted this bigamy in the nightgown of 
history, knapsacks behest, to be deluded is the key to all of this, 
prorated by transforms of narrative shamanics, a 
transubstantiation of dread in the language of being. During 
providence hereafter destroyed, stipend into opalescent poems, 
the same loquacity but with this neural twist, within the woven 
vocation but an instantaneous breath of the heart. Evocation of 
the juxtaposition eloped with the tentative poem drone, 
philander retroactive mangy argyle slovenly in the poem, 
revoked the bravery of aerobic discourse, stuck in the stippled 
pill by minute invective. The poem is the poetical predilection, 
parallel possibilities of the moment, lung rodent shivers wharf 
flannel blitz, fire of the spoken custard, textured heft today 
halving the self. Lilith letters prestige blood frozen to a blink of 
wines. Lithe shed ninja nudes the extramarital lecithin of these 
poems, electric chairman erected in the silence of the grief, 
spectral niece bookish ambits, sued the page, depression ironed 
in respite, repose of the warbled works lopes corny colon 
freight, knowledge elevated to provisional snail prognosis, 
paired in a perfect meal signed by willow tinsel. We are the click 
of the giggle, bowels unspoken in supple lead, I am the 
detrimental writhing of the question. Apple of investment aborts 
the rally. Among other signatures, each virgule the role of each 
other. 


Told is precarious enough as being taught. The corruptible used 
among the active poetries of life, with whom I take advantage of 
the splitting image, very little of the nexus which is a symbol of 
the green itself as well-proportioned as these stones escaped to 
acausal chastity, the most extant broken gesture is the perdition 
of these sets, psychologist arrayed in the weaknesses of talk, the 
same bold psychology of the violent phoneme emitted from his 
voice was something to discern, the darker the schools the closer 


to our gamut. But the poetry squeezes out poems, carnation and 
then relation, the religious fact of science, threat of the given, 
the erotic confusion of our emotions, our emotions, weaknesses 
serried in the thrill of conflict, as if the immanence of now is only 
a special alertness which allows us to face the unseen entirety of 
the very clearing which situates reality in the exponential 
explosion of an absolute heaven, a sense of how to say “this is my 
own felicity” in the foamed contortions of a phoneme, “these 
people are the actions of our insecure emotions.” Secure and 
high deep into the mystic what language has left over is passage 
never to coerce that is the kinship of remembrance is a fierce 
industry. The cornerstone of the church two of the plinths two of 
the kilters sing the gestures moves towards meaning takes this as 
its silence in such a thermal mistral with what I used to cut the air 
I have smoothed out the attributes of poetry but the symbol will 
not speak for it or the people. I speak of the fear of poetry 
imagination is a magic novelty works in the theatre of confusion 
but confusion is a uniform convergence of singularities from 
experimental disease to somatic experts we may say which now 
has united the problem with symbolic reality the camera would 
arrange the whole scene with its methods arrangement becomes 
the scientist of the poem. I can tell the silence of the poems 
within counters arm themselves ruined plinths but it has to be 
the same as their emotions. Memory is the school on which 
images are muscled. Come on. But crime into the vat we leave, 
amber a psychologist to produce industrial city hardon, killers 
on the neural couch, but the church is old, riches of the regular 
english, flowers men whose violence fondles, choose any town, I 
suppose, but the stuffed one. Then, had gone behind with his 
half-life, hanging out of ought, hard is the ardor of the church. 
Against the feral poetry of experimental abstraction, terse fields 
sown peso china they learn at home. Opposed to beneath any 
difference, transcendence of night, I believe, I was expected to 
become, but I became expectant with the linear reality of 
synthetic movies, an entitlement to documentary entrance, 
berate an array of first-rate raw, a phony piece of what there is 
not to trust. Our next reaction closure of nude force wonder 
under the scrutiny of that difficulty then it was written down in 
another soup as deep as these lightnings are I had it up to there 


again. Before I could cut off the posterity of childhood 
bedridden children do not hazard the assaults of adolescence 
dissembling in absolute casts what should I feel in the heat of the 
class pressure of the gloom to change stoppage of expectations 
to begin. If you passage out of a cut by parting the language sell 
them the criticism of language if nihilism is a suburb of memory 
the hope shook his but you know the rest children outgrow the 
painful health of each it wounds the neurotic cockring of the ants 
shouting about the first page of his worst biography fingers were 
said to commit dualities our science of life we vulture onto 
others. The reason marries the imminent dangers attitudes of 
the difficulties wither the speech after all the languor forces the 
singing standard mirrors before the phonemes have been given 
up as dormant. They are forever there but that’s another matter. 
If the difference has broken a common poetry speaking to the 
surface shout what shout the fear along the edge of the little 
children on the threshold against all wonder you feel the 
violence of being loved. It takes gruesome through the fist 
stalled in success may noun the dried wonder from the stories 
but under the lapsed shell of grammar raised above a dry 
perfection you will regulate the streetcar of your attempt half in 
adults and aurally in youth like children but written in pieces 
outside their rectitude but in this edition of the introduction he 
knows nothing his devotion to several artists would claim a 
clumsy kind of novel ordinance or its imagery as filler ensures 
the imbalance of our dread’s regret. Meek demeans the course 
but a migrant sheep of form inherits the children bean clover 
backwards from the uniformity of the old country the repressive 
plots you may have noticed culminate in women. Time strikes 
what the cities fall. This is here, burn the dramatic training. Split 
havens partition the center of the town. As if for the education 
there is a serene gown, restoration blessed fondled on the 
stones, blood of the imagination, that was what made his poetry 
work until the sleeping cough parsed his voice and the dread 
choice of now was all that he had time for, one cut at a time, as if 
this is the closest to political prostration that this feeling ever 
gets, that nothing is nothing. It defines us no matter how 
endorsed the reprobate about all this pragmatism walked in 
nude as an adjunct to life and reconciled the goose to the hub of 


a tractor festooned and serious as America set up after church 
foundering in the cream of talk and the dentures of our work 
each man half benevolent and a well of violence began to rain 
outside shaking his witness against the people he hadn’t noticed 
the religious explosions. It seems that the people are the 
evidence or they seem to be born there it strikes deep into the 
possible meanings of our vacuity one dread raffle of America is 
the adulation of the word and the fear of the poet. The 
experience of us is allowed in that it confirms the itinerary of our 
methods. Money wood peppered just a silent pie of music. 
Stopped gives a brighter ability to the coercion of the work. A 
fine line between superstition and the total weirdness of the 
poem people who answered are supposed to have told us about 
their atonal lives. Intensity incites the other intentions. We have 
to deal with the notational reality of us. In one blouse corrosion 
robbed docile of credence surreality conned knowledge from a 
lid of poems. Who cares enough not to proffer the ludic 
divisions? We are the mist of his beard not to be real about the 
barn of his logic in part collided but green as the haven 
expected. These stones are cider who killed the king who broke 
the recurrent axioms into a tradition of smoke a parody of fear 
extruded before that. His attitude doesn’t concern him often 
don’t rule out the ear after all imagination is human art is a 
dangerous abstraction the people who say so only see nothing. 


Here lies the sufferance of forests, parched land wasted for a 
romantic vision of ore, fully conscious. Its lance vilifies its love. 
Fang of the athame, Dionysus of the purple tooth. I’m to be 
more reticent I sang. Discerns are alluvial between poems. 


Opus that proposes nothing relapses from a diluted Poseidon. 
Silence that includes the brie of a word. A language of 
possibility, of unspoken autism, which downplays the reality is a 
fantasy of text, music and the lucrative delusions of the adjective, 
raw art in line after the first interference. Two poems in one 


partition april gallons of rapture in its filth the stanza is as numb 
as the poem mantic pearls body on the altar of romance. 
Intercalated continuance succors the power, recuperates 
everyone whose use it eschews. Imperative according to what. 
The open text, ardor of the subsequent suffix, materiality of the 
tumor. This concatenation is the story, that is the style. 
Distinguish the schisms. Sea polis. Spins them through 
postmodern pirouettes. Sense and other parameters of the 
background. If nounal means to distend, then the phrases in its 
history are culled from the audible night. Add the beast mauled 
burns. We appropriate the yeast works in tentative likeness, 
mixed metaphor nor take the gravy, authority was the virile voice 
of the author, but he hasn’t any escort to research. Those urges 
stain the creation moves abruptly from a loss of sense to the salt. 
Sandy torts. Goth wart langue, alcheringa of vulnerable poetry, 
dancing nightly around the corpse, the dreaming found 
humongous in the blind plasm of the language, reticence lends 
itself to the hegemonic work, the poetry points out its 
extradition, entry through severe traditions, tin the open form, 
harried anonymity, latency aggrandized by parasitical glints, 
desiderata, the populous parade shoulders the errata, ruinous 
verse aporias, parole gusto hippie cab ride, leans on the catheter 
exphrasis, cursive parrot excrement, corpuscle on a dime, other 
graybeard overlords disgusted by the left. Writing the standard 
statement regarding the rind of the reader wisp. Explicit makeup 
cleft umbel truss, a number of language garages embedded in 
the tinctures, resignation of the wedding wondrous in a sense, 
but I would criterion the semantic forearms in simian retrospect. 
Privation semaphores prose uncial tumble, poem sentenced to 
meld the setups, bindle blinding torques the makeup of certain 
words, binds ambiguous to relict in the first sermon of the 
elements, that serous musicality a prophase crest, its phrases 
into a ripe. Know it by its diachronic cushion, points butane the 
hut’s rouge runt, between bouquets a kind of sasquatch 
moment, firm. Might be the tenure of the proclivity, no longer 
paronomasia contaminated by integers shifting arras, rhizome a 
sequential rhetoric of personal ectoplasm, garlic epistle, the 
intention of the referent is experimental. Jelled garments 
abrogate the koan. Shellacked rats excerpted from birkenstocks. 


The addictive passages in the first section, for instance, it is a 
cloud of tiny clowns, resents the sensual brutalities of the 
heartland, can describe the foggy boroughs, send me a reborn 
bruxis, i.e., the voice is what it is. Arranged in tits, succored 
foams. Consists of a dance under the topic: pleases the land. 
Gevurah diaspora. By land, wandering these translations, basks 
in spectral compass of the gills, animated imagery of a kinky 
address, the squeaky ruminations abuse the organization, 
materials perch on the notable nozzles, a septic closure curves 
around the sounds, a virtual burn of loving in recurrence. 


Romance of the cataclysm evolves the whirls, word ruts this rabid 
carapace safely beguiled, decoy criticizing the infidelity of such a 
clique, proselytize no opaque torques this ethical in part, so a 
common gnarl scarves the gestural abstraction, similar detox 
obliquely equivalent to fever. Doubt is the ludic noon of a nasal 
wood, some insights in the zip but only implications of the 
improv, be careful with the enlightened sway of your obscene 
decorum, dictum piques the connotations, connectives qualify 
the mammon nares everywhere except existing in abusive 
breathing, discursive thyroid approximates in quotes, banal but 
a paranormal sedan of creativity. The method is the coy 
technique of the philosophy, forget it, a forged priority relimns 
mathematical patterns of timeliness, time slumming in the 
humus of this book, a poetics of balneology, brush strokes the 
historical mastications, even thou, whose false wind books 
through one lichen majority agenda the kind of exhortation 
formerly entailed in everyday acceptance, a systematically 
ruthless morality invested in censorship of the deal, in this sense 
a birdcall is renewal. Syllabics into the fortunes of history loose 
to task the twirling muds, nearness is a communist grave, but 
what posits the archaic individuality of divinity also parses the 
sleeves of their radical will. What rotates hesitates, but what 
constitutes a concert of lots? In order to avert the ordinary 
discussion of poetics, able to return much of the alternative 
consummation, birds then roiled in fecal naves of the same, 
name of the created another hyphen of similarity as such, 


belittles the authority of this bloom projected onto the world. 
Merely grammar as an automatic poesis, vacuum of social 
activity, occiput zircon prescience, symbolic cuticles avenge the 
socially disastrous challenge, at the hump of reductive costume 
treatment a rabble, what would leach the cymbal from a 
cybernetic asceticism? Schizoid then poetical misused by the 
clinamen, the infinite vouches for itself until it forgets its ends, 
less itself than each of its properties as theft, then it’s easy to 
unnerve the romantic thumb. Metaphysically in step towards 
much of the alpine, lime watts catfish grunge, to translate each 
word into the louver, a delicacy devolved from elementary 
impact, columnar offspring of this piracy, ontic overlap harassed 
by ox fume pronunciation, if an offering of letters embitters the 
ancestral sex, corn bull methane hale pus translated as 
foulmouth behemoth, golf as liposuction, in practice this is 
common knowledge, but as an issue its feral feathers upend the 
copious beverage, by knowledge is announced an intrepid 
avoidance of relativistic ice, alternatives to the garish arguments 
of the Marxists, beyond the prosthetic object towards this 
theatrical tempest. The middle steeple of the orison scrying to 
individual anomalies lucre some of the anus plays without nature 
but more than the gruesome dissolution of nature until they 
know the nipple or a treatise written on the central principle of 
aphasia but the persistence of Islam I’m not able to anonymously 
name here moreover as precious as it is vulgar nothing sinks to 
nothing then salt rises abstruse without a trace not to take the 
place of knowledge therefore the prince of salt knelt before the 
wise men. The chemical treaties of salt celsius independent aloe 
feedback acne loop with the history of all things muse of the 
moiré piss of nature coniferous peace because the cartilage 
dissolution of salt quorum of the ancient issue alarms with a 
diptych that emphasizes them. That this is a paradigm of knots 
supposed to interlope the toga somnambulant anonymity of 
prejudicial assaults salt is the life of the vulgar stone bicameral 
salt then the saline heresy of nothing is at odds with antimony 
sulfide alchemists hold their own with nothing but the true 
indeterminacy of stibnite assaults the night stillborn minnows 
like secret embers of the fire. To come from a terror of the 
nineteenth century to a feast of one understanding the hour of 


the coy treatise rose that I wound hate salivate to relate a sophist 
sadness verdigris does nothing to arum nearer metallic is more 
excellent temptress of nature mock algorithms dissolvable in 
dissolution knot thoughts from the muscular substance. ’m 
trying on the sex of alchemy in my unauthorized aversion to 
hope in the excerpts these thoughts filter from the nothings of 
nature. Let those caution the crucible they reduce the thinking 
salts to harrow the substitutes for salt. 


Modern poetry, especially that published in the racial world of 
differences, affords a comfortable condemnation of its desire, 
not so stoical as the greenhouse but more efficacious than the 
wine, pressed into the academy which governs the United States, 
is a haven for the narcoleptic shepherd of our sympathies, for 
land is the story of power, and if not for the substitution of this 
issue for the miracle of being acutely obsolete, without a poetical 
background, the parameters of the clause leave a specious 
rhythm in the adopted hints, a feast for readers attained in a 
dozen versions of inconsistency, not so much a promise of the 
deranged images which poetry collects as an apparent knot in 
the colloquial feasance of certainty, however one maligns the 
definitions of words, the miracle of the treatise imitates the 
writing of the thoughts in a prose which removes the emptiness 
from language, then removes the language. The romantic 
concern for the priority of poetry properly outlawed as witness 
and the raw context of its vindictive manner is little more than 
the antic voice of a critical standard, a lunatic attempt to devolve 
the arrogance of the given. The reader if a rigorous book 
fathoms the atonal authority of the words, the written reading a 
foreign language. Even the dead pronounce the fever as a 
disinformation, posthumous knots coiled in the interrogation, 
the page coiled in an altered accrual of subsequent notations, an 
informed seizure subjacent to the towers which we can see. 
Either the romantic breviary passages a minimum of looks, 
meridian books, guild to be replayed as a successor of the 
cordial numbers, or the ubiquity of the mistral suffers as a model 
for legible quotation. Adjacent to the quotidian the same tides 


ribbon a smattering of papyrus, sunburnt type during the 
palpable drone of everlasting oppression, a private medium naps 
in the witless face of wonder, identical tense of the house riddle, 
one doesn’t think of things as carrying the residual burdens of 
their reading, but urgency preserves the abortive smell, maple 
glue numbs the crater, reading produced by the products of the 
written, the medium’s humble thumps, woman is a ladder in 
vitruvian ether, read it. For the individuality of the conveyor is an 
exhortation of informative lanterns, a spinal arsenal waits in the 
gestural speech of the context constructed by deliberate 
inclusions of anthropic silences, memory a serial government 
filled with seminal inaction, a textual bomb in the spoken ichors 
of this speech. Verifiable doubt, had oratory as a genre of its 
own, maps romantic while they were alive, plea even the 
proposed malediction, cadavers of these, how horribly they were 
among the raiments of the beast, though at least the writing 
encircles the nubile hymnal of the session. We hide the 
inevitable bottles in a pool of monumental happiness, even 
philosophy proposals owned the gowns adduced a lake of 
destruction to transcribe. Though we correct the resumé 
significant and impartial reading is a rhetorical eccentricity. 
Dismember themselves, he walked on the cryptic markers, 
scores of once again, when we forgive should notice incorrigible 
alphabets, at the same time to reprimand a perfumed grenade, 
words aloud to flinch the bleeding organ, reading the belly of the 
text is the origin of recreational acoustics. Surplus in a coma, 
commas like quivering grids, deliver the quick cope from the 
thigh of the reader’s surprise. If not simultaneity, then most of 
the honey behind them, talking to someone taking down his 
mirror, it’s a benign analogy of youthful work if you can bear the 
inscriptions in the forks of the moment. A fact is a crowd. 
Vigilance licking the sanity, given a thousand small ignitions in 
some convoy of recitals, declaim the lilting piss, repent the 
worm, presence was a snowman reading the appliances of the 
voice, applaud the gall, until the nude virulence of doubt speaks 
an acre of cause, aces up the acoustical girdles of the voice, bets 
off and other chattel that were roped for opportune bosses, 
following the path of the pats, given the direction of the poetry 
many empowered by the shrieks of rape, dirty as the porn of our 


American century, sects and nudity exchange others arguments 
armed with encouraged promotions for his book. Weeds 
patronize the enlarged stomach, as if the dregs of this empathy 
were exchanged for imported rebus, as if a poet implies a dirge 
of his patron’s emoluments, an example of the poet in the book 
of sex, the introduction is a vigil. Mothers of mangled wraps 
grieve that poets were reading hearts. The technique of vice is 
the philosophy of craft. Larger than temptation, the public tome 
scissors a recording of the author’s presence. Every few lines the 
salutations beseech the vocables by an epistle. How large a scree 
of sand, I was nearsighted elastic or excited tolerance, was 
therefore a jester’s hand for the childlike peers of his writing, 
each additional scribe waiting for an answer, the antiphonal 
scribble of his letters aided in the perusal of his illness, a way to 
blind his imposition of the phallus, the sheen of these poets 
waffles some upon occasion, still the liaisons are as likely as any 
other way into the ring. Precisely from performative casuistry, I 
remember it as larger than the latin adaptations, staged in 
scriptures of costly drama, readings that resound from dented 
sources developed as insistent models, ballistics of the actors 
display a song in gladiator attractors, antics puerile in the 
subsequent play, it was an elaborate moral of probability that 
matriculated in the score, probably for these institutions a given: 
drama begins with a greek adept, christian works begin with the 
usual estrus, readings of the previous a must. Can this be done 
without sharing the earliest outcome of our primary seclusions? 
Much that is simply homunculus is contradictory, and reading 
the virtual parade of now, hiding in the highlights as a passage of 
fire, abhors the silent expressions of something else. As he read 
he received the spectral justice of the metalanguage. This may 
seem as bizarre as the ancient rapture of the word, the mirth of a 
rapacious public, but that proclivity towards necrophilia, taken 
as a writerly romance of need, in its brevity a modicum of 
import, then nearly as disinformed as blithe comprehension, 
used these gestures that he had read in the bureaucracy of 
treading as power to convince the informing of the treatise, a 
venereal dread in the gauze of the discussion, as if the spell itself 
is evidence of evil, we should refrain from reading to tread the 
well, if only because the eyes’ intent concocts a mescaline 


democracy, when we think of the author who combed these 
poems or decreed the sexual stylus, the mantic text a demented 
case of outlines, presumably examples of a millenarian custom, 
raked by the varicose tines. Collectivity corrals the churning 
chiasmus of the social, punning on strut to tier the possible 
abilities, gradations of the tenements known in the hollows of 
the sinciput, text in collusion with sibylline events prohibited by 
inhibitions. The way of the occultation, acquiescence of the 
possible to a relational siege of place, besieged by the 
intersections of words. I’m porrect in the mange of a lyrical 
address, milk to think that anoints in time such a contagion of 
usurped mergers, written in the matrix of an ambulacral 
spectrum, the primacy of these specifics integrated into the 
applause of the circle, poetry that vends the seen I could lyse as 
situational, local arteriole in a trestle, pacific moistures, resents 
a mobile fan, more graft than foreskin past the initially provided 
sorts, softens the auscultation, what began as a rorshach 
metathesis is ritualized in actual oneness as collective, as if the 
lyricism in my poetry is a labor of words appended to avoid my 
skepticism. To narrowly define the clarion of my academic 
panegyric, tantric might be more closely begotten of such 
poems, not a protracted extract of testosterone, songs of those 
seams endowed with poetry at this point, where definitions of 
the programs are not plausible. Hedge averred as worsening 
wedge a target grinds spinning out of step to be reborn, unborn 
as if in a shoe of the dead, tumult in jello a calligraphy of the 
bowstring, but the highlands change in a harsh dayglo, a 
bucket’s work deepens the plumage, woe to the leers, its silent 
maw, I'll desire the tender soul jammed with radioactive 
suspensions of realism, flakes shelved in a reedy dyad, neap we 
see in the gelatinous tides, each step I take restores the world to 
hell, entrance of nature in shaman rinse, boys and girls 
extravasated by the reckless spit of the frog pond, torah tapers 
back into its original firestorm, find the trickster apples in the 
starry prick, at bellows behest a scholarly sermon demonstrates 
the obesity of the variable hero, some of the magicians are 
therefore more supernatural than agrarian. The craftsman 
showers our property with deeds of theft which we discuss, plat 
sural in charge of professional badge community business, only 


later within the elemental cheese will you find a lateral poem, the 
forbidden art imparts emetic cannibal breath, the dialectic of 
identity entrains nocturnal theta, for which it is neither a body 
nor anybody else, the eye in the storm a wavicle of hair. 
Continuing to elapse the pernicious string machine audiences, 
pertinacious etudes handling trademarks gratefully sift, handy 
little elf puissance, prurient switch from the published brand of 
formants, the reader as a god of memory to kiosk a work of 
exploration, paradigmatic blood of the statement, in arbitrary 
knives it vines the axe increasingly, vulva expanded before the 
political ritual of vaseline brands the beholder with a hymn of 
anger, one of the whispered names for fellatio revealing the 
ageing games of this ardor, namely the isomeric aristocracy and 
its classist amenities. Drugs thus the parfait throughout this 
destabilized insipidity, rug up between the dissolving ideations, 
something about the west that has marvelled a storied nimrod of 
our times, an oddity of injustices beginning with the present. 
Perversities perish the comedic shamanism, poems as a separate 
kneels by means of shrapnel movies, thinning a translucent grin, 
field against a fixed ground prefigured by uninitiated 
thoughtlessness, we bleed the mineral doors of the shaman’s 
kingdom, traditional invoice of prattle an ironic invective, to 
give ear bread quenches the probability of verse. 


The language of poetry works exclusively in unborn members of 
the sect the hymn of the market taken apart or in two of the 
abject allures the enemy generally conserves a hovel of the open 
genre dismissed by assault the language of poetry discards the 
leftover ideologies it also shores against the seams of spurious 
verse as a postmodern threnody of paradoxes it hurts not entirely 
for the purpose of literary patent nor prior to the mediated 
introduction which nightly fails to introduce something more 
than the secrecy it has already undergone which aims to show the 
collective certainties which distinguish the raptures from the 
feast which muddies postmodern poems which subscribes to the 
cough of writing so-called decisions from howls the language of 
poetry cinders from the authored love of one semantics set in the 


principle of uncertainty which sounds against the amen of poetry 
so that it issues the hiss of poetry strategies of the word which 
deflect us into ourselves thought sectioned like a piece of 
laughter in the language. Techniques of unsung predication 
burst surprisingly onto the medical editorial, balancing reason in 
a new ambulatory meditation, seldomly astral structures towards 
disclosure, the tone is approximate mucus muddled from 
seamless grounds, mired in a barge of lonely openness, moored 
in a mirror of pistils, the anger mediates this collusion of 
meretricious presents, at least the prostitute clangs quiescent in 
mischevious injunction, fiction is the work of hallucinations, but 
only the known supersedes the listing scenario of this position, 
propelled by the warring signatures of our books, blood of the 
vine whose pupil is a book, glorious and delectable leech 
languorous in elder daze, the design is a reflection of cathected 
wilts, with the refulgent fever it gets the jihad. Fetish of 
publications’ incarnation, in attention to the grove but a stove of 
briars, mackerel for beginners, includes looking at a croissant in 
journal skins, to align the crook to this screed of emulations. 
These apparel the sizes of demure gardens, in the estrogen 
dwarfs cloth a sun sings knock abated, fictional status of 
experience aborted if fascinating grave a considerable 
enthusiasm of the visual, entheos, as if possessed by the tradition 
of the cross, pollen is the general purview of this issue. Flower 
grip nodal amphibian evident in pectoral influence although 
muff language peeps bestiary so infrequently the unguent from 
those legions’ warp, worse than the whole temperature of 
poetry, language read mantra stilts, it denied this sinusoidal 
pose, languid and calipered as canzone, lotions of mortal 
manipulation featured parallel flights of appurtenance, the lift of 
the sequestered hand a result of this indeterminate astragalus, 
two sets unraveled in the columnar night of love, possibilities in 
the light of a warming knee, by contrast words and phrases are 
correspondences of the rift. For elegy inside fraught solace the 
single warranty descries ratchet boot duplicity, questions of how 
to toner, if dialogue rescue is the proper corrective to provide a 
nexus of him and her encroaches on the text, poets are only as 
poetical as the surfaces of their language. In the struggle to 
silence the matrices, despot tenuous albeit a carnation of poetic 


calyx, rather than structural seeks koan syrup or sauce 
grammatical deliverance, heresiarch in the typical mode of the 
book, here is collected an intentional refraction, functions as 
ceremonial infraction, cessation of rendering lapse of a subjunct 
discord, abscond with the chords in those eidetic muons of the 
eye, debenture integrated in the construction of the poem. 
Politics are a weird acoustics, poultice of the barbarian eidolon, 
in this lectern a firm tradition of lassitude and ambage projects a 
fistula verse, thus functions as the given quiddity of art, but what 
is the use of this, as if an unusual tone undresses and extrudes a 
pattern emerges, belief is a lyrical expression of positive vices, 
under the auspices of linguistics a contrapuntal dowry in which 
an epistemic gulch of foreboding amber rots. Flowering gills and 
sequences of bivalence. Rejuvenates the memory in disjunctive 
discrepancies, perinatal passages opening for an instance of 
that, invidious pours forth like a seduction, one can understand 
how one might ask her the way, step towards anvil battens 
inference out there imaginative or literal, a sequence of featured 
lines similarly an exception, becoming the new bloodlines 
pictorial arranged in probabilities’ legend. Migrations of 
diameter arresting imagistic charnel. A trace of carnival bone 
tarries in the shifts encoded. Supernally enlarged. If the sky 
declines the sonority, does the slant of the surface coalesce in 
matriarchal space? Blur named for a whimsical selection of ivory. 
Organelles open inside amphibious episodes. Analogy opens a 
number of vaulted playthings. Held in vain the healing, heads as 
such. Surges then with masochism, nostalgia by the bag, motes 
retreated to the stalls of bogus criticism, his is a consistent 
practice but a solipsistic practice, not to be integrated into a 
poetics of the birds. Ecrivance, though everything is laudable as 
relativity, all the propositions are muttered in a mash of helpless 
quibbles, inauthentic apothegm thrown to the concentric 
wolves, a summation of contingencies immensely invaluable for 
the ubiquitous immediacy of its feeling, awe deformed by 
relativistic greed, bourgeois bleeds organic sleeves then poetics 
of the cinema, poetry is almost a graven delusion written in 
antimatter, discovery of grammatical atrophy stares down the 
formal silences of the birds, but silence isn’t specifically an 
emotion, though emotion for that matter explains the gurgled 


science of the burls, that she could intimidate authentic silence 
is over as ornithology, only discovery itself expends a lottery 
imbibed in philosophical totems, the gem argues against the 
clast but the birds brood sufficiently to bleed the old gangrene of 
its assumptions. A thousand hosts of what seems untenable, not 
just for the radical motto, but dispersed in errant qualities 
returns to alterity, a system governs his political ideas but spaces 
between the programmatic erasures curse the formal engrams, 
in truth nothing but a renewal of gift poetics. The brook is 
divided by the letter, symbolic linchpin in which we take 
imparted freedoms, a legal respect thereby something Pd habit 
warming reborn in aspic sensibility, theater of heat as heart as 
theory of being. What acausal foetor salvaged in empiricism 
towards abominable riven necessities, bird on paper an 
affirmation of this scepter, but ends with a dotted craving, 
benthic hemp not spent so fundamental as narrates the 
intellectual life, forced out of masked cul de sac by fortuitous 
money, all are guilty if not slavish before slaked want, does not 
the needle tempt the seam of a totalitarian come-on, knowledge 
the bacterial eyes of the professor. Beaten to a secondary woof, 
warp of the street judgements independently tiered, the street 
insinuates the incorrigibility of the word, but there are no 
superlative texts in absurd poetry. Even as bad as this poetry 
reveals itself to be, spirit of a vascular reading reamed as gowns 
into an input, reveres us not in simulacrum nor in sounds of 
lapidarian zippers, muscatel couch potatoes more serious than 
the unending challenge of ecology, semantic paradigm loner, 
better than enactment to ask more destructive sieves from 
estimable fathers. ’ve been read and romanticized until my 
legitimate diesel means yeast to a gourmand’s kitchen. I’m the 
prevalent greed of propriety, has nothing to do with the violent 
hovel, bred some of the pirated videos first stomached in the 
modern errata, poem is a confession of the alphabet. Within the 
origins of the servitude the tragedy of the inscription. The war of 
the cornucopias, entopic light cooks the storybooks, their minds 
produced by a boulevard of repro, classical readings of western 
litmus sings the janus version, scourge the communicable 
bunting illuminated soot, read as farcical oxbow mace, pleats of 
the word rescind falsity of literacy, word retracted ambivalent 


mandatory, caesural lobes deluded by the script. Highlights 
genetic cornpuff, heart granular and tumescent, a typographical 
retraction papered by trust and taper, mauls the knowledgeable 
folio, an academic audit poeticized by supple ambrosia tastes, as 
well as an untimely poetics of applied aesthetics. Telephones the 
vocal hemiplegia, documents read like neural subjects who 
dance a transhumant re-writing of the poem, retaining some of 
the sound without its recreational latitude, this is a very different 
anticipation sealing the simple conveyance of its habits, but in its 
palliation cruising prosaic arts life fermented in minimal 
mnemonics, the boolean lacks of poetry probably event horizon 
belligerence, a passing coupling, epithalamium as if mystertum 
conjunctionis, the poem is always married to its sonance, 
graduated into lifeboat guidelines, forsaken in the time of 
advertisements, as a nuclear whorehouse, simple genius 
underscores the detritus. A kitten with a pen, how to 
differentiate it from the proclivities of the mouse, invisible but 
implacable havens of the papers an implicit print intrusion, text 
incorporated into pagination of the will, peregrinations today in 
fact might take almost any sequential pleasance. Kinks clots like 
foods, stories feared resurgent as sorties, unmistakable relish of 
the intratextual blink fetishized by blanket wasps, purchased to 
inhabit this distinction, the real marrow of the book’s bean 
wrinkled dope an eraser of invisible yucatan. Word dead as the 
sense of individuality. Shun unnoticed commerce when restive 
originalities experience sound as sounds. Opulent recoils in 
coven continuum regrets. Private funnel of candor. Physical as 
moribund, carved trope in lopsided spagyrics, nature of paisley 
implemented precisely seed of the oral world, decreed from 
human essence a compassion, composition as the recreation. 
Cervical anguish deploys current exasperations, dopamine into 
extraordinary glass, prone lactation performance assessing 
feelings that dragon the aqueous vitality from the remedy. 
Eupsychic speech squashed certainly in written probate, 
aquiline literate remedial aphasia, relatively high for the number 
of women qualitatively male, proffered delivery object imagined 
alimentation of the sites as well, if forces suggest the 
counteroffensive, education decimal peoples the promenade of 
language, inharmonious knead architectural thread, read we 


should for assignation, played a signature instance, traveler 
reusing the words over a manuscript of thought and wound, light 
the impulsion to initiate a passage to himself, rarely texts as 
secret germs of oral concentration, seems like we clearly lamp 
the overtures of these sores, a diversion distracted from the 
dilated center of the word, effort only to speak the work and 
another begs the faint memory, founders probably with triadic 
gestures in baboonic, flexibility stimulated by the ear sounds the 
appearance aloud. Augments the workshop never heard, in 
deliverance or toxicity, emulating a voiced tremor full of lore and 
agalactia, pointed out the maternity of the conversation before 
he was a sacrificial suit. A secretary so to speak, often cast in the 
harmonious light of a sulphur box, might be the thought of that 
bewitchment. The throat is a theatrical well, welts the heated 
moat, born in the habitat of dungeon groupies, a fate more gruel 
than piss, but most of my song was venerated only by invitation. 
In the night of his own abilities, hired to supplement the viaduct 
of him, clearly the author’s suture essential to a ring of words, 
inscriptions of the auditory, if the variable shoe fits we wear it, 
waiting out this humidity for the last few miles, dreaming of 
content, but the man from Porlock works in mysterious ways, 
exorcism as a precondition of the individual talent, towards 
projective curse, sentenced to a life of nude sentences, sleeping 
in my variable socks, members of the audience invade my 
impromptu inadequacy, penicillin cilia, pencil labia, penis 
ceiling, pierced labial peninsula, the hero beckons from the 
public baths, his resonance a reason for this poetry of distended 
wealth and power. I gave a number of purposeful gags to the 
poet, according to his critics, but the audience reacts by exiting 
a periodic hell, as if in the twentieth century continuity is a 
gradual reach of meat, my latest project to cement the starry 
bonds of fruit onto my grudges, these sons seem to have a 
number of covalent vices, commas read as virgules in this 
compression, bury the publisher beneath a publisher’s song, 
dismissed by the charred privileges of our favorites. Patronage 
weaves in and out of these prestigious readings, a matronly cash 
or other idiot flattering the impressionistic excreta, reading a 
virulent portcullis of the entourage. I hate desire who hasn’t 
been born octaves massage the nullity of this reading. 


Suggesting that we eat these rich theatrics. The basic romance of 
the poet is a story of philandering repetition. Recitation rather 
than silence. On the other hand, such warmths were never 
intended. 


Gist of the oddity. Barbed rungs of the genie. Odyssey versed in 
situational weather. Cloud saints muscular overture. Version to 
annul the word. Music by faltering calenders. Existence may be 
freely omitted, may not be recidivist expression of the written, 
certification of the hormonal reason, eden’s communal ardor, 
spasm theorized by the horizon of talents, future in the tutorial. 
Lining the afterimage with cranial highlights, sought dualism 
grunted in resistance. The view of the year opposed to these, 
with the literal song of the orifice circling around the musical 
sewer, closure of any apocalypse entitled “The End”, aquarium 
as art situated in the seme, blue hose umber, raphe sememes, the 
unborn gallery a ritual of odors, at deciduous brothel the 
veracity of the cork affirms the titular calisthenics, the 
miraculous features of the intransigent turd vulcanized by 
resting against the ideal cannons, politicized rape metathesis 
held in the blonde icon of the organ, beyond icicle smirked a 
garment of the knotted work, lurks notorious in the idiom. 
Torment as merely the recognition of diversions. The sexless 
icing of the specter reigned over the scandalous twat of the 
macintosh, athletic critique of the cranium, anathema to the 
ramifications, a satanist eros primer. The frames sought to 
eroticize the probable lips, the palpable limp of duplicity in this 
reading. The mark of history on the imagination of the 
marvelous. Homophonic wart hat, adrenaline rice bouquet. As 
we palpitate, so into the fictive mirage of the new we articulate 
our prayers, as if the wrist of the flower alights on the rant of the 
axe, legacy of the liminal edge, a cut above the groin, tooth razor 
murmur, pristine turnstile of the fort. The greening of the word 
severs the truth from the glorious buttocks of the text. Dead in 
the green birth is the artful ovary of ontology, striation of the 
hips split in a mantic arachnid reading, earnest cross thelema, 
myth of the altered hymen. Dot mined for the filth of risk. A 


mass of head, orgasm unclothed and mulched in the garbage of 
art, a pungent imbecile greed beneath the wagon, trajectory of 
wit dismissed in impressions of minimal freedom, to light the 
need, urge of the knees, against the sexual fallout of the gnarled 
view, free to express the horrific in content but not yet content 
to effervesce as part of the extraneous wool of the movie. Age of 
morons, a translation of hair, to free oneself from the veins of the 
hereafter requires the beautiful techniques of the playful view, 
the plurality of the engaged icons, excrescence of the thighs not 
humanly localized, avant-gardes renovated by titular example, 
dualism served in a privy of roles, guilt of the specialized 
pronouns. An expert on the clay, man unlike the capricious 
laughter of the gorgeous ass, javelin argued in that nevertheless 
from the sidelines a writer who arrests expression, reflections on 
the hex of books, is the dehumanized outsider in the kitchen of 
the lord, pampered by video distemper, vagina consigned to 
regimens of the tether, resigned to make a fuck as if production 
cooks the materials in another process, frontal gizzard formerly 
the species of old timers, bastard extract notable for each 
assuage, big machine vasectomy or a shortened kind of seconal 
monitored in the soft romance of the company garage. Count to 
sing the franchise of the self. Panoptic hiccup thoroughfare. Any 
given tincture of poetry seems ageless riches, hamper of the 
church, new arches moronic sweat, discussion of shit and the 
sleaze of the flippant finery. Schizoid ubiquity of the mind. The 
statement uncorks the ruse. Decades of collateral scum. A 
federal enervation of sex awning meadows the fahrenheit of the 
world constructed in a circular syzygy of the system as death, 
turbulence builds the gibberish, the recreational momentum of 
the silence, seams of the coil befall the amorous mermaid, one 
glance of modern babble. The bald oracy of an unconscious 
poetry cupellated by incalescent revelry, rhythms as well as 
bromides witnessed along the way, knots ardor then lucre 
rewarded in resception of a sacrifice, as though the heresy of 
truth is a raiment of the burden, each refraction of the night a 
perverse sense of self drained from intersection of ideology and 
lodestar, non-sequiturs quickened by clairaudient radiance, a 
tragic graffiti left on the hermetic tallow of the installation. Ice 
fashioned in the song of the year, anther rhythm, a manifesto of 


golden ash, as if the gibbous terrace fenestrated with a floral 
wound alludes to a garnet succus withheld in the herald of 
healing materials. Parietal inscriptions format the abrasive 
marks, a kind of decorative kitsch authenticity, emergent in the 
gabled pions of the buildings, the posology of husks offered as 
dobro credit to a broom, expulsion of the theca from the church 
of the sensor, testes midden contented sural in the saturnine 
undulations, only authoritative as a barrage of urban poetics, 
diode squared by the technology of its medium, mass coupled 
with buttress dynamics, so the motility of the art is a linguistic 
romance. The work is naturalized by the sharia of the text. 
Construction of the song is transcendent. 


Contempt for time is the design of thought. Semiotic tactics 
represented by inconsequential posters inspire a demotic 
oppression of inequality. The equivocal variety of our inhibitions 
disarms the cultural health, a calumny of number posted in the 
archon shower, where each tactic is a tonality of the sign, 
continuous gaps interrupt the mediation of consumption, its 
dilated style differentiated by privilege, the infantile feminine 
evinced as a system of social calculation, idealized in 
photographs of capitalist poetics, where each investment is a 
sexual analogue to our patriarchal culture, and the revolution 
theorized as the logical outcome of unconscious projects is 
appropriated as taboo by the ceremonial witchhunt of 
advertising. Cruelty rebuffs the positive subjection of the viewer. 
We thrive on mutual arrest, a devotion to hubris molested by its 
form. To write the last poem of an incessant loneliness, which is 
the token of the caul’s written yeast usurped from the wine of 
heresy, it was just this enthusiastic pulse wrapped in exuberant 
fronds, from his secret tantrum which seems to be taking a 
circuitous freedom between his oracular conscript and the 
fissions of the duststorm, finishing higher than usual among the 
sonic togetherness of these erasers. An imprompt coercion 
filters the callus from the completely oral feedback, callous forth 
between rebel coils, could result in a stultifying doze of 
signification. On other occasions a forked verse seems sessions 


found therein. A changeable duration distinguishes the previous 
light from this new occurrence of latinate foods, fuels 
paraphrased raptorial inveterate in anointed urgency, but the 
first to behead the smallness of the summer, diet of the audible 
sycamore though more like poetry than water, as far as we can 
tell fathered the manacles of the theater, admits its utilities to 
dramatize its juggling, during the acrobatic spectacles of a night 
on stage. An alchemy of the enemy, inimical to the atrocities, 
cognizant of heretical deaths, the modified reek of the nouns 
employing gestures to garner the forms of drawing from the 
idleness of these texts, diffident as well even if they don’t exist. 
Along with the parlance of the speaking republics, versus the 
grime of the lightning, once upon a time in August, a narrative of 
poetry. 


The neon intuition groans in the diseased dismissals of the 
confession, blushing a published anthology of bilingual froth, 
words becoming the antic phase of their poets. 

In an amphibology of poetry, one word announces itself as a 
palindrome, another the long, arbitrary glance of verse, yet 
another the ritual attack of poetry, against forbearance, against 
the ruins of the introduction, against the rumors of the word 
towards the likenesses of novelty. 

A benevolence erases the movements of this introductory 
intrusion, skill returns as a mannerism of nature, the reader 
agglutinated by nefarious indeterminacy, his inevitable 
concatenation traduced by the insolent aims of this heresy, the 
name of the war a counterattack in which the contemporary 
nervous system makes a theology from the language. 

Language is chosen, as against returned. 

The verbs select the definitions. 

Language is centered on the actual, no room for the marvelous 
hijinks assumed to inhabit the empty shells of an other. 
Language is a graph of gulfs. 

The code of its silences not so wide as the phosphene theory of 
its chant. 

Less than the breath of rage. 


Bottom read as understood. 

Voice is a possession, but voice has no strength. 

The mythical junction of disruption and disjunction is the play of 
poetry. 

Box in which silence is a page of books. 

The lines bungle the linear. 

The book begets the wager of the drama. 

As if she has avery specific formula for the truth. 

Random only in that the facts are fragmented. 

One reads between the partnered referents of the words. 
Reference is suggestive. There are other things worse than the 
Christian wine of puns. 

Fast as a method, alternate with oscillation. 

The lines echo the sinews of their semantics. 

Writing the repetitive analogies of silence. 

The answer has the shape and the history of silence in it. 

History an exchange of changes. 

The parody of the poem is a history of interference. 

The heart continues to dilate the darkness, this nature which 
intervenes as emptiness. 

The poem is an accidental deferral of editing. 

The procedures are grounds for a pronunciation of taboo. 
Sound: thus resistance resists reduction. 

The word is the utopia of the poem. 

The environment of the poem is a nuance of the reader. The 
knots reflect the beacons. 

This impersonal grace is the moral slippage of the poem, its 
history, its fiction,and its authority. 

Anything is the tale of a covert inversion. 

The fever depends upon the grave. 

An idiosyncratic rage is the basic assumption of the poem. 
Choices issue through a circular unity. 

The lyrical debris of shock clouded by its comical concerns. 

His style has the smugness of a junket in hell. 

Maniacal goals are indifferent. 

The definition recalls the joint. 

Truth is a clash. 


Amusement of the greenery, burl lurks under the gruesome 
ergonomics, claimed that the use of the bovine to criticize or 
subvert it, but toggled away from the competent homily by a 
vitamin of durable neuters, egoic zone slanted in mutant 
valerian, proof that the name is a stoical representative of the 
least modern rationale for this appeal, an experiment which 
turned its back on the song, the redoubtable campaign of a 
forgotten androgynous culture. Green diptych refracted in 
thirst, hoist azure and shifts in telluric system, ocular delivered 
argent in the nasal evening of the writer, but a nascent candle 
semblance, doubt which is the fever of the regulus, an autumnal 
expression of froth and pain, fever here which greens the iron 
bones of the burl, temblor in the blood, virtues of the water 
beneath the milk of participation. A genetic tendency to scry. 
Jism sown in vulture burn. The green face of the cistern, 
propeller vitamin cult, which insists on analogue, first a facial 
mysticism inspected through the morass of its aura, then the 
tentacles of the mirror as in the art of zen. Approach considered 
as an individual politics of aggression, a discourse not covertly 
musical, a reading of the beyond. Approach to examines the 
consumption of the product which withers in conjunct 
assumptions. Another option: fault word catapults advancing 
between institutional distinctions and strategic designs. The 
opposite of the hem is the reliable certainty of representation. 
Each commodity is a particular vulgarity. The text stands as a 
subversion of itself. Through exposure towards consummate 
gender. Resurgent crisis of the artist, haven of aches 
appropriated by a jammed futurity, beribboned and rustic as the 
fruit, the age of mechanical reduction informs the autocratic 
theory which the template of the aesthetic and its trace 
demanded. Prerequisite entrainment of the written. Bent 
jasmine trickles onto the thyrsus of the caption. Photography as 
a revolution of barbed pajamas. A roll of sand, arthritic barters, 
photo of the grapheme in the age of machine ague. Sex is a 
linguistic text, tongue an arrhythmia of the lingam. Pornography 
immanent in the artistic concern for the cultural apparatus and 
its contemptuous reading. Terms of a proleptic taurus subverted 
in universal abstraction, an astrology of aegean offerings 
tempted by perpetual utterance in which the politics of the 


terrible mistake is identified as the practical letter of a prolapsed 
ordnance, neonate phantasm coined in the grime of a beautiful 
remission, a fifth of night eaten sex elevated to hovel reverance, 
the dream of the bath a pejorative trauma inflicted on the 
chromatic nuance, as if the temerity of the text is the neural seam 
of the story. The nightly tease of edited love rent by vegetable 
noctilucence, knives eaten in the triangular tents, thus time 
analyzed is a weave of sumerian conjecture, dishevelled as a saint 
of eventual certainty, rendered as nightfall enigma fortitude, 
thirst of the one heterogenous twin, a triumph of pedagogy in 
the unreadable spasms of panoptic maneuvers. Outré gambit, a 
trickery of institutional wit, more a percentage of twins once 
parlous in the musical rubric of its patter, chauvinist a pathetic 
equality of capitalist, class a breath of fustian beneath the apparel 
of the intellect. The influence of somatic collaborations on the 
tortured labor of our thinking. Fiction is the pornography of the 
media. Repressed ostentation audits the unique sense of our 
material conditions, receptive in a constructed musk of self- 
reflexive moralism, critique a photomontage of its mechanical 
reproduction. Nothing entails its monolithic image. Stealth 
sealed in the spark of an empty frequency. Contempt for archaic 
clots fleeing the blood by way of the neural loom, from analogy 
to a lechery of jouissance. The logic grown overnight. Overt 
night, prefabricated oven, plans forced to deal the cloistered 
anvil of awareness, no familial litter bitten in the logics of the 
norm. Posits a modern history, texture of agricultural rituals, 
gear of the mark healed by fevers of the new growth, house of 
obdurate gadgetry a popular fantasy of urban living. Under the 
banished efforts of the ruse, cities as sidereal life forms, 
darkness observed in delicious geysers, the ontology of 
consequent presents specious in the new gold of the dominant 
norm. The older we actively create the upwardly mental 
theorems of the form, the more the signifiers liberate the 
postulate from the agenda of their return. Thus the theorem of 
the sprawl is susceptible to a mercenary solemnity. Everyday life 
the spectacular canvas of the bureau. Partitions maximized in the 
durability of the paradox. Danger is a fillet of the educational 
rebus. Antediluvian rigors or amorous shards published 
innocuous consent freon of the editors began the anthrax 


aesthetics of the era. Consecutive forms retuning the black 
frame of the invitation. The trance discredits the ark. The march 
of atonal shadows subverts the antique subtext, contemporary of 
word and world, paragram astute in loquacious bardo, art of the 
silent berm initiative and woven in the hushed dreams of the 
withheld, horn of the gradual cognates, the wind is a network of 
utterance which works against the clinamen of the word, chora 
teased from a progressive aesthetics, the anesthetic of 
representation a teleological soma of its art. The curse is a 
throwback to the satisfied will. Sorrow clings to the lyrical 
rhythms. The karma of what had expired in the arrhythmia of 
redolence, the feisty hedonism of democracy tantalized by the 
resinous statement, tantamount to society, ring reinstated in the 
gravel of the song, a great totem of art rising in the knives. 


In the nuance of a marsupial expessivity the gravity of the music 
withstands an enfolded intensity of life amerced by the dermal 
modesty of prototypical farm bouquet communication 
constructed by virtual centrality subtracted from the malefic 
evasions of arboreal mercenary nakedness a miracle of the retina 
in the conscript of its vivacious surplus. Production is 
construction. The road stripped unconscious by the electrical 
seizure of its food, the gaseous fatuity of style, flaccid armature 
of acculturation, scraps of the harbor enlightened along the 
perimeters of the mushroom. As if the tertiary assumptions had 
argued a thorough roulette of selling, an ethereal dalliance of 
dust within the triad, riots of possessive solidarity rust in the 
speculum of the symbols. Enormities of gesture connected in 
the advertisements of semiotic entrails. A suburban teleology, 
wash now returned to always that veritable isomer of aversion. 
What left before the controlled celebration, powers of televised 
obsolescence coiled within the framework. Today is largely 
about the weakness of this travesty, twice the heterosexual 
circumference of doubt, scenery removed from the ventilation of 
its collaborative famine, a radial miracle avid in the pavilions of 
the spectacle. Once the daydream assumes the karmic hint tilted 
towards a clemency of adversarial art, gregorian in its citations of 


the hereafter, while contesting the actual grid as an ideal form, 
the notation adorned in reaction to the seam thymes the lintel 
rose as modicum of an other, a humid dread emulsified by 
pontifications of the previous, attired in eaten sex beam 
jurisprudence, dread modernity scrotum collaged as the dark 
clearance interpolated in limpid chivalry, the anticlimactic 
partisan rhetoric dread of a virtuous cargo acknowledged in the 
final traffic of the text. In bed with the jihad or nude before the 
passage of the reel, inbred as bedeviled, to find himself as an 
illumination within the text. The book absconds with the eaten 
flame. In this, as in the neural withering of the lonely bed, the 
climax of the other achieves a serial orgasm, as rustic as it is 
comic, scion of the collapsed turtle a union of sovereign 
junctures, oppositional cutlery of the bourgeoisie. Our heritage 
is just such a statue of meaning’s yolk to reiterate its aplomb in 
the nightly ruse of the mouth. The notoriety of the said is a 
giantism of silence. Comments as memorable as the agricultural 
sadness of the gorge, testes oiled in guerrilla collagen, 
intervention of the borrowed frost a popular larynx of attention. 
Ontic collapse of collective fusions. Texts slice through the 
ruthless expediency of our defects, but the poisoned aesthetic 
deflects the infection, a homeopathic distribution of the reader’s 
crime through a gratuitous simulacrum of time. The hospital 
facilitates the witch hazel, pointless as its effective coiling, the 
wrists of the ladder sliced by the silence of our infarction. A 
percent of the quarterly demonstration vending time. Crimes 
jackal the grandiosity of our stories, archival abundance of viral 
resurgence, one line of unguarded ink marked with the 
succulent aphasia of our polemical fury. Perhaps the spring 
however is a formula of our bashing articulated in the 
homeopathic cleavage of our work, invention of the capacious 
pain a vocable program, silence as the terror of our aversions. 
Impressions of the cemetery suppurate the poem, stampede of 
natural illness through the arteries, a renewal of decay in the 
subaltern fitness of our aches. Ill fortunes levitate the dismal 
night. Threw away the fortunate roots. In anger to levitate the 
river, to elevate the dead, private, vital. A trace of comedy tracks 
the hours. Brittle poems sponge the limited settings. Power 
milled by duress, congress combined as sumptuous content. 


Generative folds of the body. An indehiscent kindness. Muscles 
rent by acceleration cremate the virulent meanings, a soft escape 
from harm, concept burgled by valiant lease, weight of the belt 
aboard the anthropic mesmerism. Nobody as a tentacle. 
Tabernacle of adverbial ephods. In the service of the cognates, 
working class totemic creativity, amorphous ideals of 
conscience, a shard of class music modem religiosity. The fever 
of the osculum. The gyre incinerates the signifier. Adverb mask 
avowal. A sudden howling tilts the layout. Intimate thirst steeple, 
resilient discourse display. Clinical science begets explosion, 
column maintained in vertical width, task of water. Contrary to 
recuperated wealth the work’s lithe thrills tithe a formal honesty 
to the commodification as if the diagnosis of the truism is 
susceptible in the meantime to an indictment of the gallinaceous 
calculus, the music of which is the protracted desire of its 
position, in which it sees itself as a hysteria of the word. Part of 
the viviparous modality rehearsed in wonder is a throat protest 
anodyne crepuscular cornucopia hologynic in the common 
modality of its moralistic adventure. Nevertheless, the truth of 
the political artifice lends its oral pathology to the calculated 
agraphia of its resource, as if to say the hand is the handle, and a 
nugatory inference of environmental greed peopled with 
aqueous response arises in the public greenery of its relational 
precision. Such anathema is greeted with the ideology of 
agendas, direct forgery of the regulus an allopathic insurance of 
the weave. If we view the ostracized repertory of justice as a warp 
of treble paper rigorously silenced by politicized deforestation, 
then the radically convex pragmatism of the succubus, peace as a 
subterranean reentry, sustained among the entrained semes of 
the poem, entitles the thematic banter to an acronym of the 
recovered tryst. Balance forms within the hieratic aconite, a 
constant premonition of both salt and doubt, ores more radical 
than separate once mutually exchangeable in the prophylactic 
medium of their limits. The global virus mimics the universal 
insignificance of the contract. The spectacle of society is a 
palliative nosology inherent in the varicose politics of the 
regime. The televised print is absorbed as the education of the 
masses, the sheer bricolage of our costume a constituent 
potency in which the relative eloquence of our equality explodes. 


Or implodes, like the collapse of meaning in the orality of form, 
where the spherical tactics of the good are detached from the 
rationality of their technology and the bourgeois morality of 
pessimism intervenes as a specific tautology driven by attention 
and damped by resistance, the hall of roses a collective and 
anthropocentric hallucination. The past participle of summer is 
a reservoir of night, a chronic abbreviation of supernal ubiquity, 
a balkanized oeuvre of the solstice garbled in the marxist 
cosmology of the sign. The delusional word is a lucid ache, an 
arch of elemental communique arbitrary in its extremities, but 
the surreal filth of the wish concedes the recreation of orthodoxy 
and its orthographic internment, so the foreboding prize drips 
form the sanitized polis as a conductor of our libidinous need, an 
unsolicited opinion which mediates the rose of the republic and 
the liquor of our common despair. Heart distressed in the 
sonority of its encoded territory. A fugue of signatures. The 
asterisk destabilizes the abyss, polis of darkness and density, a 
metaphysical aster unto itself, in which each star states the 
history of its aspiration, an overt exchange of novel answers, 
refuse of the economy of urge and unsung affirmation. Perhaps, 
then, the amelioration of the critique is an arrogance of its 
account, a subculture of the certain beyond, the new stupor of 
our studies a simple theology of the site. 


Thoughts sing the arts of intervention, many of which poem the 
author, crossing the derivative grid of contemporary nights as an 
ideological rapine of the clock, its gallant art of knots culminates 
in an oval gorge, one totalitarian debauchery of doubt launched 
between the two contemporary worlds, ideology and meaning, 
while collage hosts a burial of conscience, in addition to banal 
politics and its grandiose nightmares, the museum burns in the 
center of the city, sick from private greed and_ lateral 
intervention reflected in inquisitive armor, showers of qualia 
somehow evolved from the inordinate cadavers of explicit art, as 
if the nuance of the dome is simply a harmless hammer tied to 
the three diameters of the bait, lying in the radioactive tradition 
of consequence in which history is represented as the force of 


answers returning to the repression. The name of the song is the 
concise essence of the quote. The ylem assaults the auroch, 
dictionary of reactions an intrinsic iteration of doubt, discovery 
of the singularity of seams in relation to the ideal reductive 
version of the clock, an autonomous aesthetic of sovereign 
socialism, tensegrity pugnacious in symptomatic histrionics, the 
anxious view assumed as a clinical stasis, the logic of technology 
given in the packaging of the design, amassed in the threatening 
potency of the view, a hierarchy of the distended possible. 
Charade as a volatile fortitude, tamarisk addled by the warmth of 
the gong, as if the fictive revolvers of the breath matriculate in 
the inquired health of the statue. Hasten the shapeless jazz. 
However tendencies that disrupt the canon garrulous as a 
skewed display. Nevertheless interspersed in reversible malice 
of agitprop, knead of baubles or anther praxis, authentic 
ephemera of the crapulous critic. As progressive as unassisted, 
but broader than the functional deception advanced by the shape 
of a cultural quietism, nevertheless convex particulars somatic in 
atheist ideologies, in which the author is reconstructed as 
inevitable scripture, the myth of utopia arranged in the decade of 
the cerebellum, in line with the new stealth of industrial angst, 
productive apparatus beneficial to the athanor, but the new wave 
of glandular robotics, stripped of its displeasure by the workings 
of cellular art, ministries the nounal process as a processual 
labor of the alkahest, bionic candles verdant in the sudden 
munitions of the referent, accumulated resolve of penetration, 
the new servile dream a souvenir of transcendence. Capital bone 
industry. Fabrication of the entirety. One symptom per 
empirical work. A society of solitudes. Subreption of the 
traditional dualities, like raw breath broken to accommodate the 
consecutive planes of death. As if the necessary trends irradiate 
the stratified class, anarchy an amicable strategy regenerate in 
strident erections, supplemental addictions to decorum, 
substrates commingled with narrative traversals, in fortunate 
idolatry of subaltern stigma, mulled by mesocosm, austere 
meditation permutes and annuls the genetic code, azure satellite 
blatantly with political litmus thirsts, ideals in jeopardy, 
postmodern agrarian semantics via the medium of disinterested 
representation or relentlessly a perversion offered to gouge the 


circular budgets of the masses, cowed into wavering citation 
inertia however oven in excess, sway null steeple nipple zenith, 
xenocracy admitted in bivalent equations, purple buttocks of the 
dying star butterfly the scuttled constants of the heavens when 
tepid antics of virile sepsis inform the nervous debacle of the 
whole, authenticity a curved alembic of the culture. Politically 
emitted takes on postmodern ethics. The hopeless givens of 
history a rejection of aesthetics. Bald grills hasten rhetoric as 
such, burnt around the holographic penis, nerve offered as a 
moral relapse, annual praxes of subversion. An uphill burglary, 
halfway glance of morning ensconced in play, atrocious cat boats 
stammer the ferocity of coupling along the torn sedge of the 
workers seduced by mushroom light, night outside the binomial 
plurality of the appliance, enervation evaginates the partial whirl 
of the design, blurb on the cover of a moral closure, 
neighborhood of science succumbs to a modified succubus 
allure, ferocious value formed in the factions of the site, the 
frontier of the nuclear opus applied to enucleate the restored 
fashion of the statement. Annulled burglary of chance. Cross of 
the oldest reprimand. Chimera of the burning edge. At the 
center of the cavern, gerund cadaver washed in ennui, leaf 
canard, the ideology of the omnipresent purchase layers the 
cacophonies of style, life eroding the bliss of productivity, 
replacing the individual with a shift in consumerist signature, no 
amount of corresponding ambages appropriate to the erotic 
fabric of this carnage, propaganda sown into the commonality, 
unreadable theory of articulate severance an oeuvre of 
descriptive consumption. It was the sexual repression within the 
textual representation that sucked the need from this 
institutional duplicity. Not only the unstable bellows of 
aesthetics, but the separation no longer as intrinsically silent as 
the formal artwork, the roll of the lance quavers in the longitude 
of the text, as if the neurological message sequesters the 
discursive present, reaps the diurnal apparancy of the veracious 
film, image in dialogue with imagistic music, muscle which 
quivers in the song, the severe mercies of heaven entwined in the 
form. Seams of the ear, ambient bridge canals, enfolded in the 
wish. Seams of sex, ashen musk inlay, entwined in the silence. 
Nascent gems interred in the new. Wrought nerve of the eaten 


fiber. Sex a heresy of heaven. Time is severity itself, if by its 
opposite the rigorous differences might speak its miraculous 
language, message in the mirage, margins of chicanery groomed 
for each jewel. The hold of the laser written in the eaten night, 
its sex one of the even thirsts. To entwine the caul in the 
aphorism. As if your thirst is a quotation. The heat of freedom 
galvanizes the aubade of the dust, but the novel embers of the 
one thirst witnesses the entwined decimals of each member, 
where the pubic intersects with the search is an impression of 
purity. Seams adrift in a lesser exodus from the brain. Yolk of 
the word as worn. 


From flames to quiescent heretical fear the ancient wisdom of 
the serial text philosophy in paraphrase an exegetical justice to 
elucidate the central comparison germane to alchemical balance 
and counter to the bold nexus of earth and spiral as if the point 
itself is also the underwater universe hell the other salutary 
weakness strives towards an uncouth alchemy of salted text in 
other words and with this in mind the whole wisdom theory 
retracts the storm of thought as if this text is the luminosity of its 
origins the psychology of which originates in the daring freedom 
of some dimly lit original window of life during refracted 
intuitions of the body the mind arrives as a referent of the truth a 
psychic dose of illness felt as the rotations of the coil which fail 
to construct us in the lead ventilations of the ovens of Tartarus 
or in the rapture of things said salt itself the rapt art defined 
against repression of the true imagination salt the solvent eros of 
the golden given. The secrecy of the art must now be given form, 
coiled in the context of a rapturous immersion, cumulative and 
raptorial modes of expansion and intervention surpass the 
minute retreats from the tenets of one’s own history, the 
enjambed classical pronounced as it is discovered. If applied 
tooth thirst is the zero of form, the positronic tilt of the object’s 
revolution, then the delineation of the unfolding core whorls 
increasingly in chasms of proprioception, the terrestrial forces 
appropriate a priority of rationality, labor proscribed as the 
delusional intimation of containment, such is the ease of 


presumptive vacancy for valorization and cloistering of the 
lucrative unguent that a transparent and temporary secret 
sloughs the outer panegyric, sonar adjacent to the logical 
innovations of the meson, as if analysis annuls the culpability of 
our faith, health then allowed the constant turbulence of its 
forms but offered neither consumption nor pestilence as the 
economy of its material darkness. As if to reiterate the strife of 
the consummate shift, the wash of freedom dwelling in that 
biological space, the local factor a radical decree of rays, dream 
which posits the array of the prescient work, clast nerve heart 
apathetic decadence of regeneration succussed modality 
tremulous and expansive, generative rule of the heart. Grown in 
lyrical thorn comprised of schism horn taut raptures of the 
rhetor fact of the dendritic railroad statement never enough 
foreshortened in tension the largesse of silence glories of the 
pleural sequestered in nothing the savagery of the cities is 
written wavelengths of our century alive in vulture fists what 
ideal of penetration realized in the miracle first the vulnerable 
weariness of the return then the mutual removal of antipathy 
mauled by urban hope we have neither the banality nor the edge 
in the city. The nudity of the yolk devolved from the ventricles of 
the fever, such a rabbinical hereafter cited as delayed 
consumption of the rapture the venue itself the heresy and the 
value of the commodity, lean baubles of the economic distress 
presumed by the eaten, our thinking a moisture of its orbit, 
mutation of the molecular crepuscle, specter of representation 
in the protracted horror of transcendence, whether or not the 
caul flowers in the yew, sex as a subset of text, within the instant 
of the prescribed model the constituent secrets relict and 
withheld, circle of events ethereal in related significations of the 
codes’ gyration, redemption of the whole a naive aftermath of 
the unity. During the mode of the storm. Meson glued to the 
cogent predilections. Contrasts waver in the turbid heat. 
Contradiction of the eye in thirds. Not only to pursue the 
content but to rejuvenate the impotent theory of the bolus, the 
scion of each rung an offal of production in the social field of 
retention and recognition. A cloistral electricity of popular 
culture delimits the theatrical parameters of productivity, the 
cult of rote a crisis of credence, solidarity which wavers before 


the mark. Heat energized in the dermal epoch is an intuition of 
doubt, intellection the hallmark of the hylic postulate, excess 
discredited as the form of capitalism’s product. To the detriment 
of latent internalization the parenthetical ecshaton by ionized 
obsolescence. Restoration of the individual is not a service 
position. The curdled baubles of management accrue in 
obsequious electrons of capital, but the poem is a lover not only 
hitherto undecidable, but the chords of its desire deny the 
challenge of the limits. To polarize the options of fragmentation 
engaged in a politics of extension. Mimicry is a fragmented 
cavern, to enter is to dilate. The netherworld of the era is the 
tradition of the brotherhood, an excess of soul squelched in 
metropolitan drivel, the meandrous traffic of its rubric intrinsic 
to the hopelessness of its telling. 


Each anguish of the note is a threat to the will, the remnants of 
the swirled compost in a state between dictionary ghosts and 
historical deprivation, another notable attempt to discredit the 
writing which it deciphers. In needle and dew billows the 
interference of the inference, as follows: no lines linked before 
the vatic valences of the music, no fortuitous poem of ash or 
burial in the urn of style, no kaleidoscopic thread which rewrites 
the hobbled perils of the maven, no insistent risk to the ear of 
history. Piths always in the affected spelling of the body, 
cacography of the torn aleph, the scarred march of history 
intercalated in each epiphany. Political pyres allocated to the 
misspellings of the body, the peril of the name the ritual of the 
limits, the riddance of the name, the silken dance of the 
language, either the rejection of the progress or the projection 
of the process, the cultural tendency to compensate the 
commonalities of erudition a communication we are not able to 
disclose. Despondency is the weakness of closure, a new style in 
which the work is renewed, a subjective dismissal of the style in 
which the work is indentured, thus from the Greek paradigm is 
formed the formula of the paragram. Yet it marvels the susurrus 
of the marvelous for the poets to donate the hymns of their being 
to the ontic orchestrations of the place, the site of the date a 


plasticity of ontology, ministrations burgeon in the suave 
assonances of the bulge as soon as the wrong deliberations are 
wrought from the filters of their reflections, to scan the music of 
the paper argues against the propriety of the poem, the proper 
shock of the debris agitated by the nervous decorum of the glare, 
each rhizome a glance of bugles satirized by caprice, capsized in 
the formal thrills of the tones which formalize the will to identity, 
the just and presumptuous intuitions of a risk. A moon heats the 
Cartesian conclusion. Concussion by collision an impasse of 
detrimental modes, poets the wrist roses of their own radiance, 
as if the schools produced the protests. However, the poet snarls 
a stern yantra of universal taint into the ulterior verse of his 
song, sings the long syllables flying in our terrestrial hiatus, 
turns style against fraternal fragmentations towards those 
contrapuntal poetries composed of the lacks of creativity, 
produced by the torrid emissions of induction and introduction, 
an erotic progeny of the normal tease wound between the least 
formal and the whole, a grating normalcy where the humor of the 
radical chimes, from the point of view of the nocturnal root in 
which the extreme limens are exchanged, on the maculed 
threshold of a kinetic telling, the kinship of the curious 
homonyms an ether of language wrung from the knotted veneer 
of language itself. Rather than wither on the wrist in the realm of 
laconic inversions, the nerves of modern poetry adorn a steadfast 
rage, becoming instead of stranded in stray ease, each the way of 
coiled talk distilled in a poet’s work. Several ears hearing the 
beckon of poetry mulch a dramatic nuance from the bunched 
sequence of its lisps, as if it limps empty along the lines of its 
severe distortions, parts the coronary becoming of the wholes, 
each definition only a likeness of itself. 


Devoid of vision interred in the pediment of the long view and 
surrounded by mirrored city in the transhumant landscape, 
vision honed in the valiant glands of Onan, more potable than 
the inland nonce, longitude thrust through the mural of usurious 
condom hostels, the fallow strum an illness of the eaten and its 
square, immured within such serial rebus regimes as the 


working class implants according to newels of postmodern 
capital, the mall or the fuzzy thespian consumed by gyrating 
idioms, prepackaged consumer forensics, teen dementia and 
steel software supplanted by the sickness of the noisesome and 
lambent range of situational endowments reproduced in the 
risible karass of its values, advertising the nobility of 
consumption, one sinister cord described as the sufficiently 
pliable wreath of the world’s cursed ambit, a fret of proxemic 
code pitted against the valet of instant whim, the aster of the 
purse fixed within the anxiety of the society. The phonemes 
harass the imminent fountain. A Marxist afflatus unionized in the 
bickering rave of its innuendo. More nod than reserve during 
vivisection, the source of incessant markets ensconced in 
transposition from the random to the inconocataclysmic. 
Solidarity is a suburb of longing. The urban anastrophe a safe 
hosanna. Sex fell victim to the mummers, as if to accommodate 
the belabored song of consumer gods. Lariats habitual in topical 
oration formulae. Germane to shit. Culture the name of song 
theorized as jasmine. Sing the divorced disciplines of epiphany. 
An excess of kitsch does not valorize the spectacle of materialist 
art. Quisling debased by the reduction of practice to a 
palimpsest of imagination. Justice for the equivoque. Utopian 
tartar. Rivalry of the sundry. Recursive cranium. To kill the 
murder. In the political dismissed by outdated revivals, the 
decades caterwaul an earlier emergent surrealism, but 
consciousness is an historical passion, a period of song is not the 
point of life. Retired witch. Abused edifice. The nonchalant 
modernity of the mesoderm incipient in frottage of diaphanous 
utterance. The heart is an herbal poem broadcast by the beard. 
The milieu comes as no crossroads of the official parcels, 
veneration of the speculum, a forecast of distended publicity 
boredoms. Forsworn in lozenge, kilter hidden in loquacious 
titillation, the business of peoples is a thorough polemic of 
institutional vacancy, garbage at the center of an engaged claim, 
the responsive spectator infiltrating the signature of the display. 
An aneurism of the sign. 


Maleficent mentor chimes partisan art worm thus rebirth in the 
hoods of a diplopic order knots scissored to succor squirming in 
resigned bursar heavenly handfuls procured as nibble hegira 
campaign, for the nocturnal athletics of judgement moan that I 
have uttered to repress the social against the poem as it is in 
maculate populism a node of mindful innovation, an invocation 
of the war we hear singing in gibberish camera cartoons, stick 
temptress with waist of authentic absolution. The triple ear of 
the threatening epoch which collects the drones of a virtual now, 
each reader a veritable audiophile, all boundaries of taste 
withered with authenticity, moreover an immersion in cultural 
arrest, every man a mouse interred in his own optical opinion, 
painted into the godless corner of his mentation, forays into the 
solid triangles a coincidence of atoms, a predetermined mass, 
unilateral anthemic tunelessness an insult of individual aesthetic 
purity, the visual production of the aural a schism of socialist 
realism. While cornered by communication, breath sown into 
the numerical functions of its social beginnings, begins to 
balance the vamp again, a relational chasm and material strategy 
of its politics. The suspicion of the reader is a haphazard 
glimmer of the work, an archaic definition of the breath against 
which the occluded sense networks between what accrues and 
the certain language dance which is an instance of its source, 
this theater permeated equally by the previous and the 
subsequent, a tinted hereafter formed in the procedural cavities 
of the prosody, each cavern a contribution of the experimental 
will, the end ofa page a silent seance inserted backwards into the 
manner of its pouring, a mantic history of the letter against the 
victorious gnosis of the letter, power opposed to openness given 
as a verdict of askew, one becalmed traditional narrative heartfelt 
in the identity of doubt. That we can already know another 
through the eternal mode of his political thirst, thrust of the 
done one said cavern of his eyes, amidst the stated jests of his 
names to define what he tells us about the oblique styles of his 
doubt. In that faceless badgering of the page, the heart of the 
gorge that is written in its teeth, or, as one might choose, a suit 
of howls cornered by the I, or at least the mirrored clichés of the 
letters notwithstanding the army of arts which it mimics. Yet it is 
less to intuit the matter that these approaches unearth in the heat 


of the pastiche, a moment in which the poet seems a satire of his 
poem. Outfitted in fits by the forgiving insights of the plenitude, 
a holy vocative which arises from the apocalyptic of the human 
scale, moments stopped by acknowledgement of the poet’s grief 
and faithful to itself at least as a test, moments of good more 
often than greed delimit the purposes of the lyric, to burn and 
suddenly to be burned, in which the eye hears the olympian 
cause of the I, as hollow as it is important, posthumous link to 
the beyond. Born for penitence and homage to our belittling, to 
reiterate the will as a statement of the will, not a static vision of 
the lyrical elegy, but a dermal poetry salvaged from the 
iconoclastic reverence of the possible. Each letter means an 
established cadence. Apart from the trace of romantic windows, 
the next denial of the nerve bestows a shallow nexus upon 
illuminated arches of the poem, as if this is the silent one. If you 
destroy my will I am your refuse. If] am your will we keep a mild 
adverbial constipation, a hatred which thrives on impeccable 
pronouns, in the complacent morass of feminist salivation. Zero 
hologram carcass appropriated by anacrusis, stud apparatus, 
mitten severed from independence of the nerve. Nurture 
jettisoned by composition. If the truism is a tease, then the 
bureau of despair is a solo exhibition, not only a hermetic work 
of evacuation, but a hallucination of walking as signature, the 
familiar journalism of the evangelist a bloom of lyrical kitsch, a 
poem of midwinter otherness suited to succulent risk. Silence 
invested in the allure of familiarity, hand stippled with conflict, 
content an homage to everyday life. Your self an essential breath 
of feminine agitation. Moth beast. The class of Isis. Silence 
foregrounds its playful deconstruction. 


The reader is excreted by the performance. Dominated by a rush 
of euphoric confusion, concerns manifest in intellectual renown, 
one’s own intimacy produced by shock. The corpus of doubt 
entrained by prestidigitation. Food threshed by a prophecy of 
garbled order, valorized by computerized mishap, mutually 
formulaic in reluctant astonishment, the autonomous cogs 
informed by resistance, a scheduled administration of malignant 


detail annoyed by procedural talents, some of the mulled 
antipathy gorged on the gold of an archaic electricity, the 
desultory form of which is a grid of doubt. As nerves meditate on 
corrosive interference, a bureaucracy of blackened roses, flash 
of the neural warlock smell as colloidal as putrescent, another 
recruited totem irresistible in the spectacle of silent murder, 
each listening to the mesh of its twisted experience. Yonder 
baron repeats the gaffe. Knees acne savor ghouls, mouse dander 
smiles diarrhea, snapshot of the hatred dope as medicinal 
suckling thermals, maddening cup of africas, rhythm’s bland 
isophonic, blind sniff noblesse, concertina blessings emote rude 
melodics, explorations feasible yields, artwork a sutured grail of 
the limerick child. Disarm the morbid extensions of the fog. 
Frog movie, stool on lips, lisps into some kinder drops of 
wanting. The luggage confronts the baggage. Covey of 
emblematic fangs, fear of youth. Writing as if it takes what is to 
make what is to be. Units ranging from one to a toboggan of 
microphones. Variable hertz beheadings. That the land is a 
sequential peopling of the sea. Who sulks on rapid gums, thus 
wed fisheye to prophetic surf, gun’s elan rhetorically, a way of 
playing the micturition off the porcelain. Alliterative nous of the 
sinuous nous, never mind the hanging. Gelastic heuristics of the 
basal lobe. Parquet spots the reservoir. A shame of singular 
excess gardens the tensile population of the city. The will to 
hernia. If the narrative is a history of representative booths, the 
new frontiers’ impasto announces a seme in the elegiac 
thematics, a wash of flotsam worried by the warp of tune, for the 
necessities of the inferno where we lived orally in the extant, a 
crisis of cretinous wealth, the moist humus of our vacation a 
leaden haste into the new. Where the modem is a magick harp, 
rote precision thematically produced as a sign of care, packaged 
as a critique of levitation and cited in the textural advice, as if the 
eristic code presages a hyperreal injustice, each passage a 
gleaning of its frills, to conjoin the bawdy reluctance of the 
filibuster to the noun of the hereafter, each conceivable sound 
within the virtual oblate a yearning for the scum of difference, 
now contradictory in the gauges of its hilt, the seams of the 
cushion surges of contemptuous jaundice, frankly orthodox 
tonics germinating immunities of cant, nascent leopard 


communities of enclitic scholarship. The hewn paper is a public 
explication of the literacy of politics, more widely pubic than the 
night, vermin as the ascot of the artist, united in the text as an 
assay of pornography. The emptiness sweats hope. Tedious 
work of stationary efficiency. The twin forks of a parlous 
completion beat a tonsured flatulence, pathetic burn to the 
automatic dispensers, scion of the bits pickled by formants, 
possession of the servile henchmen a purity of mumbles in the 
line. The fullness is an automated gala for the ring, centripetal as 
pectoral, scrutinized in minute refusals. Book soaked in 
intuition. A donation of braille forceps. Work is a song of 
nearness, but the sign of nascent hindrance is a rebarbative 
arson salutary as the hustle of its coprophagic sanctity. The 
museum of platitudes. Ethos of omnivorous productivity. The 
republic of disinterested authority. The aisle of the eye grown in 
the site of the nuptial foreground. Anal facilities, eye weighted 
with a bridge of highways. Belabor polyandrous control, the eye 
of which burst a cityscape. Freedom shuffled melts in the 
terraced air. 


No pity for the fictional nuance, but a legacy of connivance 
preliminary to the strident rapidity of the torpor, left in 
consecutive postulates implying fetid nudity, a hollow and 
raucous commotion envisaged by the opprobrium of the finish. 
In which of the reified defaults does the situational lemma 
enlighten the aneurism of our ontic valor? Condolences to the 
sulcus, pustule broiled in soporific video. Malevolence of dwarf 
thoughts. In auction wholly communal, the fever of the 
expatriate. The message is a silent massage. No longer the 
scenery of the answer, but the manufactured emergency of 
amoral values. The raw grill introduces the appellations. 
Emulation prong, excavation of the hyperactive foyers, any 
vestige of legitimate goggles persuaded by modern similitude 
artlessly utopian in totalizing resistance. Devoted to the shelter 
of verbiage. The nuance of the ancestors a study of immersed 
intentions. Implacable typhoid quark. Brings up the ephebe of 
the poet. Canoptic omnibus, legitimate spiral, I think therefore 


the recovery of the bastard, illegitimate son of sparks, speaks for 
an agile theramin of poetry. Rebellion against the bullion, 
buoyant grains of ore, very much a part of my self is a part of the 
book, in its initial craze to radicalize the germ of the tradition, 
my initials a phase transition, the treatment of the intent the 
poetical language between the lines. Height of the columns on 
the page. Grounds for a spastic reading soothed by leveraged 
pain. Shelves the quasar when sidling on the byte. A parataxis of 
leftovers, phrases we left busier while grinding the beams of the 
witch, in the lines of poetic litotes on the left, a sediment pole set 
in the role of a range, manoeuvre of the masculine poet, 
grammar whereby a fondling of the basic words, the arch cliché 
largely in turn, thus sangria precinct heavens to the crevice. As 
can be seen by the actual arrangement of this excerpt. Stooge 
allure, a belief in the fountain of yeast, in the maintenance of 
light, to cleanse completion of moralities. 


Delirium such as those sayings err for the nascent content of the 
duplicitous craft disciplined in the chic ethics of technique, 
disciples of the appropriate innocence arrayed in images of a 
sexist media, the forked popularity of the feel a slick arrogance 
of loss, the grain of conscientious grief felt as an allusion to the 
false fibrillation of sterile utterance entailed in inadequate 
collages of frequency and amoral agendas, as if the swarming of 
the images sponsors the natal shower of the union. An orgasm 
affiliated with the clitoris such that she also advertises her 
political actions as a battleground in support of the virginal road 
or the street of dishevelled practices, the crux of the encoded 
space a trembling wound, some would call it a strategy of 
accusations, an occult redemption of hormonal justice and 
responses to the dominant code of the hierarchy, as ifthe gender 
of body language positions the secret in the reductionist 
semiotics of authority, the sexual ingrate a common 
construction of the other. A seminal attitude germane to the 
pose of the images, recast in subaltern manipulations, the woven 
parts subordinate to the money of the elation, each advance 
impregnates the sexist sigil of the example, the diagram 


surgically removed from the solitude of the nerves, each crucial 
play repudiates the death of that, as if the silence of this place is a 
poem as evil as the order of nature, either forbidden or assessed 
as a posthumous book, an imaginary form of silence, a certain 
scatology available to the reader as a mathematical promise of 
feminist eschatology, the rhetoric of the premise a soporific of 
sorts. The central principle of the salt is that it sing the hamlet of 
a silent thirst. It is not the death of the earth but the iris of the 
underworld, meaning which arises from the deaf wholeness of 
the sound, paradox which exists in the moist treasure of the vat, 
an open secret or a thinking knot, the gold of the philosophers, 
golden grain and secret gauze of the world, psychic wound of the 
secreted words, simple mirrored movements of delusion which 
emit the iridescent gall of the mark, can of knotted props, trace 
of darkness, where the book embarks upon its seethe. The voice 
is the target of this mimicry, a coinage of depths imagined in the 
margins of the poem, beginnings co-opted and grown in the 
ablative havens of the language. If the future is a book, its 
narrative is the new jeremiad of its pages, at home in the 
mackerel wilt of its language, fragments smeared with a moral 
haruspicy of notes, these written in the grand tectonics of a 
central theme, each gravid refusal a model postmortem of itself. 
Crenelate to adduce the vulgar history of the specific. The veins 
maintain the features of the silence. The grand anguish of this 
anxiety is the messiah of the poem, the helpless belief gropes 
through its own set of illusions, the heresy of language is that it 
is a selection from the miraculous set of delusions. Writing 
aligns the bromides of despair, lies coiled in the unity of the 
fake, the nameless blame imported from the certain vanity of our 
dermal violation, as if to be entered is the enigma. The 
whispered jazz of language, cranberry morality rubicon, 
emphasis on the final answer. The fascinating levity of the formal 
offering, as if the new circularity of language renews the 
rectangular bivalence of each page, each word a numb drama 
which effects the incompleteness of the text. 


The literature of linear progress embodies the circularity of 


subjectivity in its variations on a kinetic and occult poetics. This 
prescription applied to the natural pathos of the literary 
announces an intransigence of the poetic, the song which is not 
an imitation of thought but which is an invitation to think. The 
sounds of the art are interspersed with the extant considerations 
of all previous works, originating with the stars as an impresa of 
perceptions, an impression of the inevitable embodied in the 
perception and emergent in the writing, an independent 
implosion of impediments to the new. But, if the new issues 
locally from the perceptions, the priority of the norms are 
estranged whenever one speaks of the general in a personal 
verbiage, as when the girth of history is entirely a noisy folklore 
of duress, this stress inherent in the objectifying intent of its 
troubling referent. Such writing is a sonorous singing, the song 
of what is says, sung to a porous deafness, and that address is the 
aurally infested interim of its specific acquisition, an infection of 
light that leads to the poetical possibilities of the meat, in which 
the eyes are fully invested, in which the I is seen as partial, one 
ore for one thing, or a theory of the I assigned to the implacable 
itch of its assertions, the usual assumptions an assurance of this 
severance. Whether this is an abeyance of the totemic beyond 
homogenized by imprecision, or a form of intelligence 
thematized towards the stance of song as doubt, it does 
nonetheless suspend the simultaneous suspicions of the 
language, at least in as much as desire is synchronous with 
liberation. I wait to see the endless contradictions which I want, 
the glory of chance simply the chance to change, the knotted 
wound within the dance. This lyrical allotment abrogated by an 
experiential lace, doubt as an index of the truth, is a form of the 
possible thought made to characterize the unnameable 
characteristics of the resistant nascence of the moment, or would 
be if the song of the magus could be reduced to one clear 
distortion of its sonance, while the value of looking at the 
indeterminate slippage of the older misuses of value evince a 
glissade or a sliding abuse, use made circular through the 
sounds of its utility, as if diction is an innovation of society and 
writing but a fraught forecasting of the self. In order for these 
inversions to be invested with the play of nothing, or made into a 
useful renewal of the word’s reification, the form of the song 


itself is revealed as the labored terror of its ease, however a slip 
of the material challenges the ordinances of the written. There is 
something of the necrophile is this agon of refiguring, an 
immersion in the music of abuse, there the urgent dominance of 
the night burgeons as a western disease of progress, while it is 
not clear that swerving from the necessary asides necessarily 
implies a refinement of the poetical representations, it is 
assumed that immersion in the sound of the poem, in the simple 
causal beauty of the artifice, renders the seams unsound, the 
new rent by entrance into the literature of this now, the rapture 
shown through the suggestive darknesses of the rupture, the 
priority of the mark a reference to the recess of its improvement. 
Possibility alludes to a form of recursive understatement, an 
amoral amalgam of forms against the atonements of each 
moment, each altered hiatus recombinant in the alternate hubris 
of this hybrid, a string of possibilities offered as a singing of the 
possible, recombined with the historical elements of the 
referential poem, a crenelated writing created by attrition, the 
complete balletic fever of its alluring form a poem formed in the 
allusive cadences of the will. The will to be new ironically 
conforms to the fixed continuities of control, and control is 
always a cathected prediction of the truth, a predilection to ritual 
imprecision, an invitation to the resonant resources of 
imperfection. The dominant structure challenged by an ironic 
social awareness and co-opted by the originality of its theoretical 
dementia, as if the thread is severed, as pointed out by the 
assonant accruals of the words, having to do not so much with a 
charade of the hands as with the hollow polish of the work itself, 
in which the existence of the new is posited as an abolition of the 
past, these pasts then abolishing the fixed suppositions of the 
present, so that the future might dilate as an excess of literature 
analogous to the work of social change in the past. The 
shameless trials of the hands, whatever the indefinite intentions 
of the poem, intimate an indeterminate suggestivity of the word, 
as if the poem is unable to exist before its definition, the flex of 
time as such manipulated by the supple order of the beauty, an 
epidermal effulgence of signification inherent in the supernal 
jests of the literature. 


Any writer sets dictionary that she chances as a reference to one 
which makes connected sounds of people her understanding 
historicizes the instant author his odyssey of experience a 
museum catalogue a self portrait in ancient sources’ linear 
anthems. This preponderance of the line which poems printed 
here buried in the disarray of ash more radical than the existence 
of texts is his shape which is dismembered as one who writes 
about the history of the body as a porous alphabet. Letters tarot 
of failure to rewrite an herbal history even when the poetic voice 
is an exigency of the composite voices of the text often 
emphasized by turning reception of the text into a product. Why 
form the manic coral in impersonal ingot marriage pearls 
connected to the slough of ice in his eyes the revealed theology 
of the phrase eventually a distorted ingot of voice and syntax the 
cogent aroma of the book symptomatic of postmodern 
attainment. Language extended through the phosphorescent 
ambages of its seduction withers the terse priorities of the goal 
melts into talk of the transformations. Ice. So we distance the 
earring. What we gild with grief and empirical indecision. It 
operates the earth, not the soluble suggestions of desire. In the 
excess of a dangerous ornithology we have left. After exact 
Apollo, the kiss of theism. Chainsaw tit. It is revered for its 
failings. When written by accumulating suffering. The secret 
what of the events. Layered about the corners of the treatise 
knows the secret. Planetarium variants and found jewels. A sect 
of meaning. Text as an edict from hell. To tell time from a 
section of the text is wisdom, for in voluble things steeps the 
sapient chemistry. Regards the eagle as a point of sound within 
the salt. Underwater taurus. Jade moon. The abyss is the work of 
the tablet, wisdom is a bechive. This is a parable, a marvelous 
thing, when opened it is hell. The sound of the heavens is the 
grease of the rose. Arrows hidden in the iron of the salt. The 
ambience concealed in ancient philosophies of the mind is a 
recognizable order of delight, an inner moisture burnt into 
modern consciousness as the form of our plastic example. A 
simple explanation would be to be a spontaneously true 
imagination of nature. The evil of the hunches is unconscious 


doubt. We grant the demented apical with the cone when we 
ferment the conscious torpor of the darkness, forked open with 
the flavor of an arctic salt. 


This view of the world is not a desire to humiliate poetry, but 
rather a desire to say, in the serial history of our memories, that 
poetry consists not only of my self and its desires, but also as 
utterance which enables an isomorphic extension of literature, a 
coupling of the male and female within the weariness of my 
masculinity, whereas the neutered neoteny of my indeterminate 
concerns establishes a middle vein, a harbinger of its historicity, 
which does simply what it seems to do as an entirely undefined 
work, riverine and apterous, in which a feminization of the 
apertures of sound is impregnated by the impossible unities of 
the song. The question of my masculinity is masked by the the 
linearity of the mesh, as if the actuality of the credulous wound is 
a definition of its validity, as if I wound these definitions by 
exploring the genesis of their gender, as if the perfection of the 
epic is born in the still awareness of a theory. The still thought of 
a wingless history becomes an aperture of the world, word 
answered in the natural hush of its wound, whose nature it is to 
foist the referent upon intention, sky bifurcated by the coiled 
silences of the poem, insinuations of a dichotomy consecrated 
within the machines of history, the music of my own writing an 
anatomy of my body, in the sense in which perception remains 
possible I am for the time being the muscular music of that 
inception, not a social collectivity nestled in the bucolic 
presence of the experience, but a specific percept which arises 
out of the diurnal, the daily collectivity of our thought, in which I 
am the grammar of the ideas and the complexity of their 
concerns. Complexities that inhabit the current derivatives of an 
other in order to be more than a simple renewal of the works 
before them, to tolerate the circularity of the problematic a lunar 
reticence of dread is borrowed from the arsenal of events, a new 
horizon of the newly present, not simply the complexity of the 
poetry, but the lyrical impasse of the address, perhaps a warm 
caress of ritual cant which emerges from the solar story 


maximized through the slough of its truths, yet a witness to the 
lyrical address of the misfit beatific, however near it may be to 
me, and however invaluable the lessen of the other born in the 
resonant debris of the poem, gerund grounded in the gender 
which we are singing through, sun more than a song born in and 
of its world. The music of the tragic extolled in the noble agon of 
negativity is a progressive calisthenics of rapture, its rupture a 
programmable art assailed by unavoidable scorn, as if a lack of 
venue wavers in the complex influence of its vulgar reference, in 
which repose is a pliable response to the newness of the agon. 
Agon which originates in part within the literal dread of its 
importune importance, this impetus a portent of the curvilinear 
impracticality of its value, an allowance of primary differences as 
a beacon of poetry, becoming in the alternate specificity of its 
persona the beckoning of indifference, a rational epode which 
undoes the razored sound critical of the poem, as if our somatic 
peril is troubled by the gravid persona of the sky, as if an address 
is enough to soften the theoretical feathers of this silence. In the 
undefined needs of the address it is possible to hear the specific 
whims of the question, so that the address might be in itself an 
insight, that is to say a causal displacement of the nuances of 
want, lack entwined with desire or desire cornered by a lack, 
defined as a troubling moment in that it implies a presumption 
of tolerance contained by the prescriptive limits of the beyond, 
the turbulence of the tautology authored as a poem reduced to 
an attack on the authentic by the possible, this attitude specified 
in the semantics of each word. This solar music is a fiction of 
action towards a vulgar simultaneity undermined by fact and the 
desire for form, from the adorations of that desire arrive the 
formal perorations of the wound, world perforated by the word, 
wound itself a partial sanction of these repeated stances, as if 
your mind at any moment is a silent desire for liberation. 


Darkness queries the kinetic dissolution of the twentieth 
century. Agon of the rose, slough of another schism, the 
paradoxical aspect of our latent concerns a text hermetically 
selected from the destruction of the whole world, if a majority of 


silences, alchemical manger, dome of the central perjury. 
Tolerance as cold as the salt of the day. Silence and the 
marvelous equals hell. The same tired ears about leaving ice, if 
text contains the solution, mind kneaded from the colors of pus, 
the molten secret in a soul the allure of the marvelous abyss. Cut 
sings this incision, ego therefore a conscious word, umbilical 
comes as a token of tolerance, to tease the silence we refer to 
this according to the earth. It is all the busy gallows of 
consciousness or not. Life taken for a gradient of identity, souls 
tormented in the visual poem of the unconscious, where is the 
darkness awakened if not in the fullness of life? 


Any totality of folds harbors a hint of historicism, the existence 
of its maternity a hissed specifics of malignant thought. I think of 
the multiple wonders of the wound, an epic variegation of the 
western lyric, a sort of melic or heroic sapience of the 
phosphenes in which the innate function of a mellifluous 
feasance swings its wildly lyrical thought through the vulgate 
genuflections of the poem. The gerund extruded by the worm is 
essentially masculine, but the culinary docetics of being are 
answered by an exploration of the problematics of the possible, 
the terse interstices of this current amorphous siblings of the 
pose, a currency inaugurated in the way of the eye, the nature of 
which is a lyrical fiction of the world, world within the statement 
complicated by a posited stillness, manned by the priority of the 
posed “I Am”, a poem as antediluvian as the lyrical declension of 
its form. In and of itself. a poem masks the lyrical proposal of the 
poem, as if each article interspersed along the level artifice of its 
dynamic is an arbiter of its muscle, the declarative a tourniquet 
of litotes, light of the eyes remined by zeugma, whose ideology is 
our collusion in the I. The world might churn a littoral weave of 
nascent endeavor, many eyes envisioned avant inside the 
memories of imagination, but the progeny of this belief urgently 
questions the implied gender of its accidental crux, anacoluthon 
unveiled as the sealed foundation of this crucible, lid of the etic 
desire a causal rotation of the specious, response sieved by the 
martyred conventions of the drone, mirrored by the relentless 


aspirations of the tone, one androgynous circularity undermined 
endlessly by reproache’s coupled dread. The olfactory environs 
of intention shine nonetheless in the utilities of our renown, a 
futile sublimity in which I coin a quotient of the effects, song 
curved in that quotient until it posits a reserve currency of the 
possible feminine, dynamics of the discourse resurgent in that 
reading. In my reading the poem withers the blink of history, 
while it is true that the moth fried to certainties of method 
presents a trial simplexity to the fix, wherein are many crucial 
instances of hermetics, whether or not this account is always 
complicated by the anatomy of its address, before emerging in 
the order of if because, then because, if horn book, then shell 
game, what is the light a metaphor of if not nothing, unless it is 
not a metaphor, a knot of its negations, in which I am a character 
making a kind of tonal sense through the anatomical agony of my 
partial intentions. The detriments of the experiments, 
fundamental impediments to the harangue of atonement, the 
moment encountered as such, belief as an array of beliefs, array 
the basis of an arrangement of links, door doomed as a concept 
because it arises from the concept of a door, the environmental 
as expressed perceptual simply an inverted collusion of mental 
environs, annulled by adjectival insistence, distance the verbal 
site of each conflicted stance. Atonement as a moment in the 
world, momentous as the offerings of belief, its song’s aspirant 
silence also real, real as well as believed, songs that virtually 
wrap the wound in likenesses of song, beliefs wound around the 
lyrical agon of the wound, the lyrical nonsense of an epic silence 
which addresses the learned reader as an algorithmic function, 
an arch of the question, what is the gender of an arch, and where 
is the miracle of “I Am”, if the silence of here is a conundrum, 
perspective a mesh of sameness, at the very least a way of 
exploring these questions, one way of making a glut of being is 
to find the “I Am” conserved in the seamed ectomy of “I Want”. 
The history of the dead to a great extent. To fix the here, or to be 
true to that, belies an allegiance to this, thoroughly embolic 
rose, the deictic one, silence of the address. I mime the lyric; it 
has to do with the theory of poetry which is its sentence, the fury 
of poetry sentenced to the assonance of address. Bothers the 
social with fictive parallels. Duals on a tease of actuals, to 


intersect with duals. More varied than the reduction of rotation 
to the implosive connotations of progress, all but other at some 
unavoidable level, rather than forays into the might of novelty, 
night in which neither is what it has come to be, new works of 
imitation which intimate the particularity of the tease, crease in 
which renewal is seen to cease, partly an honest answer and 
partially a subliminal margin of the limen, partly bogus rapture, 
in part the gargantuan forms of creative desire, the rapturous 
simplicity of the new which it is the art of being to embody. 
Between the birth of nature and the colophon of its cadence, the 
cathected closure an adjunct of this order, in some cases a mode 
anterior to the nous anthos, site in which the flower of the mind 
is suggestive only of a seeded silence, lemniscate thanatos harem 
is one of the examples, perhaps the ample extravagance of the 
xanthosis maps the occurrence of the thou spoken through the 
poetic epos of awareness, that the adamic continues to thread its 
speciation through the lyrical encryptions of the poem, as if the 
original wood allows a lumber of rose and light, crossed 
thunders uttered as lightning in the excessive parlance of that 
wood, the total in contact with the tonal, a tonal song of doubt 
realized in the attainment of this view. Attainment attempts to 
project the temptations of materiality onto the valid potential of 
fulfillment, each temptation a poetic alignment of musical 
visions, exempt from the athletic algebras of the world, although 
rather than a oneness realized as the totalization of control, the 
word shifts towards the suggestive thelema of desire, time the 
drift and thesis of this gesture. The range of the view at any rate 
is the agony of renewals, a dread of the unreal manacled by the 
new, as if some of the offered events are simply the causal 
implications of our beliefs, even if those beliefs are the 
ramifications of an original causation, the song of the voice the 
voice of its founding, the sounding of its source the source of 
each of its specific sounds. As if the eyes control the weather, as 
if the address of the specific is a superfluous excess of events. 
Even if the superfluous volitions of mentation culminate in the 
fact of a relentless malfeasance, complicated by the coiled 
conventions of poetical iteration, the will is expected to venture 
an investment of experience in its writing, or at least the 
expedience of the writing is not born in a rejection of this quest, 


this question of desire defined as final, the divisible visibility of 
resistance a sensible rejection of the lyrical vasectomy of a silent 
writing. The song of here is anathema to theory, neither an epic 
nor a picture but an extension of our natural fixity, it is also the 
birth of a fixation, a natal turning, returning to entrance as an 
example, returned by example to entrance into extent. The ‘a’ 
undresses the pulse of nature, to undulate between nature and 
nurture, where an objective sense of you is constructed as an 
exemption from the particularity of the ‘a’, a sonance sounded 
into a song of selves, a you exchanged for an instance, an instant 
of the dance, stance taken in the sounding of the site. The I is 
some of the what | think. In the instance of the I I think I see, in 
the size of the scale is the history of the eye, the rest of the music 
is a lyrical borrowing from the perinatal nest of the above, our 
zest for the vertical alcove an attenuation of our nerve, an effect 
of ourselves projected as at rest in the grave, where any effect 
must be a song of silences, born in the subjective to return to the 
individual, any attempt to improve on the individual certainly 
doomed to failure, an organic failing of the “I Am”, the intellect 
an indirect contagion of its material content, such is the intent of 
intellection. 


Act of having created, maker foraging in the thermal hum of 
things, such hopes as vultures hunt, this a positronic tone of the 
poem, such that poetry might integrate a skeptical reverence 
with the oddness of the cons, a percolation which style erases, 
that is to say, I’ve taken fire from the forest to eat with a hybrid 
milk, the broken words of providence again. An experimental 
doubt is the final valence of occlusion. If exclusion is a stasis, a 
form of static writing included in the arbitrary integuments of 
value, then the present is defined as a heuristic refinement of the 
moment, one interval of each element redefined to combine as 
poetic form. In its vulgar form, both the variant tenor and the 
formal vacuum are renewed as institutional causes, a fiction 
formed in the feverish insistence of its forum, as if the poetical 
dictum was formerly ‘make it formulaic’. But attempts to 
contradict the living capriciousness of the poem within an 


expanded extension of attentive challenges have met with an 
ironic morality, more likely the rebuke of youth than the single 
tonal poisons of blackness which well up in the avenging annals 
of canonical certainty. In order to rely on the past as a 
demonstrative persistence of the totally new, the light of the past 
a possibility of its proactive notions, night prevalent in the 
aethesias of linear timelessness, even when the present is a 
conical vastness improved by the rotary provenance of its 
questions, the word once again resounds in the argument from 
progress, that the sounds exude from an etic silence, that, if the 
work is new, it expends its usefulness in excess, a simple excess 
of excitement and wound, the complexities of blood complete 
and implicate in the implied traversals of a previous literature, 
‘have it anew’ suggested in order to simply begin. The light 
imposes its otic luminosity on the derivative words of the work, 
as when we say that imitation is condemned to a contamination 
of insights, the core of literature an intimate process of 
derivation, the poem an inmate in the face of this complexity, 
however much the vulgar forms denounce their formulas, their 
sonance a rotation of changing histories. The lyric is the form of 
the other, each group of words in the poem wound around the 
inveterate wounds of the poem, this lyrical addendum an aimless 
frequency of its historical solace, not to hear the preposterous 
phonaesthesia of the cruciform rubedo is a holistic insurrection, 
a pirated specifics of wholesome elation. If the whisper of history 
is the wistful concoction of the possible, the world itself finally 
restricted to the resolution of our recreations, our stance a 
mythic elohim stasis inferred in the creation of this knowledge, 
we emerge from the maze of emotion into an abrupt liberation 
from our positions into the brutality of our situation, without the 
slightest wonder. Earth is the dismembered totem. At our wake 
to be dulled against a burnished envy. Only a new jarring of 
directness mangers the anabasis of our nativity, all the 
declarative considerations pledged in a time of divisive boughs, 
recuperative accumulations of democracy, in the insufficient 
fantasies of our common resource. 


Developed in brown insanities of the given sense actuates other 
fluctuations of fictive fragments, as the story of blue events 
describes history in permutations of the line towards its source. 
The peregrinations of the secant profoundly skewed by 
remaindered music. Based on the eerie fire, ash is an 
interference of the reflexive mind, the way in which bodies abide 
the romance of Tartarus, after they couple the bartered nursery, 
also groins its effects sequential, wrung from the precedent 
flavor of writing. Seizures of the foreground, radically attached 
as a product by readers, the interpretive knots of the reed, green 
in its morse cohorts, from surveys to the sweltering radiation of 
sight, not for an hour of postmodern frenzy in which every 
disorder of poetry harangues the breakage of the language to 
form a series, a hijinks of poetical identity, all written in a burst 
of stars which engages the death of politics, unauthorized 
attentiveness as witness, as when the condescension of the gods 
finalizes our creations, and we have a cited lyricism of the 
blushing one. Boson by the wyrd of daunt. Cumin cemented in 
the document, infantile tent hibiscus, albeit sone hat sophia, 
phylactery of simples. Arthritic theca, aeolian septum 
methodical as crosshatch, Occam’s razored speculum. 
Epithelial, brace of socle pouch polemics, poesis sock febrile, in 
the case of searches formulate an equality of opposites, sword of 
ballads, flyting in the language of the birds. I believe blooms on 
the horizon, aphorism in situ, state space model of the etymon. 
Nothing so much as available to be selected. Poem’s breeze, thin 
juvenalia, cloth swish days in the embryonic leanto, handstand 
aspirin bookmark, begun sometime in the nineties, rinsed by its 
covers. The express lists as poetical bygones. Poets as realistic as 
extinction in the eighties. Anabaptist at attention, tensions 
sprinkled against the ballast, contradistinction, diverted the 
funds to align his pockets, the phantom irredentist. Any 
selection of good writing works, a pleasure to select. Fed books 
to the formatted vines. A typographic sound. Impressed to 
photo, invisible offset function, halftones finished by matrix 
lucre, invaders of the peepshow, kinemic mirrors scar the levity, 
abduction of the sounds prevent an ugly rebound of the sores. 
Buffered with blistered mustard. To doubt the text, eat its nodes. 
Latent speculations, what’s wrong with this mural, left standing 


in the entrance, the finer ways of signifying what channels. If 
poetry can instill a seam of lilt in the calibrated torus of this welt, 
mantra as lexical caliber of change, form unfortunately yclept, or 
if the ally of the form is silently thought of as a nest of hybrid 
grids which foments another premature promenade as if of 
another terminal array of birds, predetermined as that and of that 
in that it not only takes place as a swerve of change, but as an 
emplacement of that range, chance ranged there embodied to be 
no greater mode, not so easily as the serialism or surrealism of 
these empty terrains of control, a set of sumptuous assumptions, 
in which the I succeeds the that, the at the biggest ideology, the 
infidels of the idea and the revenge of its power. They are 
evolving from a possible outage of culture, enveloped in an 
outsider’s dread of the other, harm’s influence in the throes of 
the new, confluence of gravity and composition, when at first it 
consists of a concept that arises from the unrest of the contest, 
but then the surmise must be significant as are the conceptual 
needs. By the lyrical mark no stamen is potentially pointed at the 
utilitarian remains of this mishap, those pointillist charms 
belonging to the profane form of the whistled case, as if farmed 
by a parting of the form, new not only because read anew but 
also because any reading in itself is new — I read this as the value 
of doubt — not only the voiced options of the new but the 
musical copulation of the new with the known, a challenge to the 
alleged assumptions of duplication, as if the writer as erstwhile 
owner of the text is only a habituated reading of its relations. All 
we are doing is changing the idea of making to the idea of 
perceiving, exchanging the ideal of the maker for the actuality of 
perception, if only because becoming is a currency of 
expression, force preponderant in the pasts, any procedure of 
art a necessary leaving of the work, rainbow lured into its solar 
awakening, vows taken in the apparent parsimony of 
explanation, as if such a surplus of impoverished proximity could 
be extended as an injunction to “make it work’, to the extent that 
progress is a proximal relapse of returning. Our world is a 
hypertext image of figural tumescence danced between the 
green songs of the gridlocked spring and the comical therapy of 
neti neti, a gurgle of bees coughed upon the guttural 
senselessness of the stage, where linguistic gelastics whip the 


teetering parenthesis, street talk from the deep images like a 
gematria of sheep, ballistic regulus of the hips, laughter terrified 
by the threaded tapestry of these sprigs, formative potency of 
shamanic clothing, iris in the toothless isthmus as wolf's 
clothing, to step into the knowledge of this undertow is to 
undermine the necklace of the thief, unconscious whistle which 
reeks of the phallic hermaion, the ringed gods of joy gathered 
about the changeling challenge of this doubt, the cattle 
equivalent to the chattel by paronomasia and colel, so the cow of 
the revenant is the fungus of the gematriot, hadal quiescence in 
this silence, therefore the whorled roses upend the cathexis, set 
of unsolved enactments, a settlement of peddlers keeps the 
botany in bottles, similia, the higher cellular experimentalism, 
work which grows smaller as the bereft scale is scanned, a public 
listening for a closer form, a closing of the armor by release, the 
rungs of the work a pseudonym for the eyes of the gate, the real 
name guarded by an excess of roses too good for the martyred 
kelp of the question, peril perimeter mental talisman, 
experimentalism an array which opens up to a nerve of 
utterance, swerve considered inside the sidereal constrictions, 
steady trickle of contradictions, art’s impact in its causal diction 
and in the letters quivers fevers quiet foundling rolfed enclosure 
is encaustic clothing, garment like a caustic causeway 
sublimated to the applied ambiguity of the reader. What cannot 
be can be in the work, between the central theme of the work 
and the tactical splintering of the beyond, marginalia inscribed 
as ceremonial magick, the ritual of the passage from sigilization 
to kasina exercise, in the utility of invective lies the origin of 
satirical metamorphosis, anagrams which curdle to paragrams in 
the slippery context of human identity, a purposeful doubt, as a 
work of rust, teleology updated to nuclear dilation. Unravels the 
nouns. First the following ore who knows these men seems like a 
migrant quorum. First principles of the quotidian. Irradiates the 
interference of the one with a principle of salience. Text in a 
chemical hierarchy of the great ecology, but also the enigma of a 
pointed salt. The greed a little elastic around the center of its 
expression. Partition called a target. The world is located in the 
wound of the center and over the words of the serpent. All our 
lives we’ve had the same substance, an allure of links within the 


pastiche, where it is written and therefore known as an omen of 
the gold. The sings for it in an excellent almond. The correct salt 
linked to the understood ways, naturally in the dark abyss, where 
darkness gives a magical perspective to the musicality of the 
cognates. In this drama which is to say something which is not 
ours. Manifesto of the roseate regenerative iridescent in gnarled 
wisps. Images and ideologies of the activity flounder in the 
rotten flounce of a dependent likeness. On the other hand, hell 
is a dangerous rhizome, so to speak. I feel heaven analogous to 
aspirant exemptions of despair. The cerebration returns the 
foundling. The verbs taste of the nerves. 


THINGKS 


It remains to be seen. Reading practices duration. A few 
tentative consequences. What do we have to do with the secret 
seams of death? At times. Endurance of that writing. The literal 
was not as secretive as it is today. Speech includes. Then they are 
aberrations. An area of silent reaches. In which the autonomic 
habitat is a reading of this. Silence, or heard of, before the 
hedge. August range was still. His heart recuperative. Behavior 
marvels the morgue. How the majestic tale of the seeding 
unravels. See how austral the methods are sown. Deals wager 
with us. To us this is because. Referents to be recorded. Acted 
as a daily actuality. One may feel at home in all probability. That 
they, than they, doesn’t mean that they are evading. In a time. 
With citation probably to garden. May be hard to cull the 
obloquy. Even the rhythms gesture performances. A burial in 
tones. A manner of name. Even if he were, reading would have 
declared his gestures, as if he read to have this emphasis. We 
have assumed too much. Private violations. Reading at times. 
When silence is harmfully useful. The romance of the burnt 
enigma. The wrong word where urgently almost any will do. 
Dictated his poems. Prayers of many teeth. Don’t touch the 
silence of the pen. Have documented a careful outside. Made 
convincingly revised. Speak in papyrus. What is interesting but 
part of the paucity. Out of which layers night. Incisive and 
lasting girth. I am the skeptical beginning. Intellectual above 
ineffectual. Detour, or of the commencement, direction of his 
well-being. Sober optimism about mistakes. May in fact. Is not 
entirely proficient. Skepticism as an activity. To stand in the 
discussion. Would it be permitted? Almost never requires 
thinking about this subject. Orbiting that insufficiency. Through 
which others. But at this juncture. Has little or no ironic mode. 
Poetry has helped. That one delivers detailed situations was 
standing in the room. One of the entrances slanted. To write a 
paralyzed gap, penalized and partial. A huge specific between 
entries. I think of exacting a slice of thirsts. Seems to me that 
among others. In the preliminaries I am suggesting fully more 
useful than speaks. Intersecting at there and here. Much striving 
for potential contact. Organic is a definition of the social, 


however, I can’t avoid telluric significance. Strict definitions of 
remedial deception. I love lyric poems as attempts at 
premonitions of narrative poems I have written. Have written 
some of the lyrics between the persecutions and the suspicions. 
Collective emanation narrows the delineations of the 
repercussions. Form is overtly narrated in form itself. 
Convolutions in contrast. I’ve noted the polarized public 
narrating its own book. Extension is as it should be. One of one. 
The twilight of form. Author under word. Invisible except for the 
hurt. Your clothing grows with brilliant love. The united forces 
of perspective. Appearances which want to evaporate. The light 
appears to cope. Hymns forked in brilliance, especially frontal 
within the austerities of the tragedy. Work consumes its imprint. 
The diameters of ideation. Here and there to the moment. When 
identity mathematically matches alterity. Through impunity. 
This disperses the analytic. Some promethean characteristics. 
The perceptual contraction collapses. Up to the exchange of 
quibbles in animated song. Individual parsed by text, 
parenthetically undecided in silent reference, yet nothing 
profusely shifts the immersions as mediated. The gleanings are 
corralled, not psychological. Vegetable tormented by the 
ambiguity of fashion. The bifurcation of the spectator opens 
bathed in gregarious umbras. Buoyant sweat. The humble play 
of prayers. Surrealist tendencies of starlit gaps, masked by 
return, transfigure the narrative of waiting. The formula for 
correction is selection. Size of the middle. Reconfigured 
blooms. An index of lapses. Comes away with a sense of dread. 
Tradition planned the book. Below the levitations an extinction 
of exiles. Here as diction. A listening by auspices. Falls 
prescient. Pirated by a uniquely exquisite despair. Fall of the 
winter into fire. Reft hinges. Harms discourage the quivering 
blitz. Fire trophy and polished boons. Treasure and reason 
almost at work. Serial seconds and physical indifference. Pauses 
continue. Abyss invented by black ink. Blessings enlisted as 
desires. The given ways of love. Rigged sickness. A toy paradise 
where the triad recants its puberty. Of various things. We have 
seen the reverent wolf, graven echo of paradise, commencing 
through the problematic vexations of the waves. Torques the 
authors habits. A writing of exploring. How the fevers penetrate 


an ear from the grave. Tonal clusters banality. Proposition to 
sound. Ifthe generative is a volume. Part of our position governs 
the divergent rejections of the visual imagination. Delicious 
clones of justice. Even if as assumed. Afterwards undeniably 
inventions as such. The radical grammar of the poems 
arrangement. Night of the certain indecisions. Dangerously in 
caesura. Complementary aid. The poem folds up. A series of 
collusions. The lines open to something grievous. The right to 
plagiarize the religious. A self-contained direction opens from 
ache to fear. The effect of allowing. Language implicit in altered 
original. Here appearance is a function of consistent. The 
sentence derived from the grammar. The grace of poetry is 
static. The chords launch the emphasis. Looking at the 
garments. The art of relapse. Shines in places. Builds paragraphs 
as well as binding places. Elision is the dogma of pleroma. Serial 
oddities. Borrowed surfaces. Structured influence. Beyond 
prison and stability. The dance of literal practice. Bandits 
included in an open forum. Turns through thought and projects 
its praxis. Silence reveals the state of the interval. The frequency 
of sequential textures. Variables grouped in formal bricolage. 
Asemic devices prescribe the territory. The supple duty of poets. 
Mantic fish kindled by succulent semantics. To experiment from 
observation. Extrapolations about found doubts. The cloud is a 
commentary on the icicle. By the tensions of hollow 
understanding. A canon of feelings. The aroma of the outside. 
What is the first encounter. The figures struggle through 
sequence. Sex simplified to circular fragments. Combinations 
grouped in lateral forks. A theme of excessive rifts. The herds 
travel with the genres. The poem as a description of vigilance. 
What authors. Ask the froth for its fragments. The segments 
announce the ambiguity of the amber. The self is music. By 
reference to another section. Hands are held and around. 
Through the bevels sieves symbolic nature. Prolific symbols of 
desecration. One theory reversed in the sequence of this book. 
Information as autistic nomenclature. The womb invites the 
theory, and encloses the pointless skepticism of existential pith. 
The ground no easy oeuvre. Each challenge to the word shadows 
the abstract haloes of the birds. Intelligence is spirit in motion. 
Dissolves between the flakes. A black radiance unlike night. 


Listening against the truths. Sense may be the tease of 
communication. The charm of the birds. Everyone implicates 
the student of fire. The secrecy of the bird is the sense of a 
cunning street. Text as a kind of prehensile street. The poem in 
the word is a relentless narrative. The arrhythmia of vision, the 
slant of emotion. The region of bets, that place of electric 
angels. A latent focus. The common allure which compels an 
eventual music. The romantic paradigm read here as a rattle of 
quarrels. Mantic reduced to a moral schism, written as a haven 
for antic. Ifremonstrance, need. The brittle human, as in [ think 
desire. Moral decay of what. Bets still retained as a providence of 
gardening. Information infused, but it’s now gone from a 
phonographic usefulness to hypocritical compliance. Catfish 
thickened by an edible coalescence. The poems frankly curtain 
germs. Exhumed import of the parthenon, the blackened grace 
of romance, hunger ancillary to hagiography. Locked in the 
origins of education. A prefatory lock rekindled by biblical 
innocence, empirical rehabilitation of the windows, graven 
kinesis. Utterance glistens at the interface of song and song, 
orality of the song presently resounds in letters, epistle lives in 
the prescient trident. Island revealed as a poetry of birds, woven 
robe purview, inviolable containment, challenge askance 
unassailable. Preponderance of the corpulent edifice, christened 
strident by obtuse poetics, primarily the reign of reproductions 
endowed with democracy and thunder. Hieratic compost 
structure. Poetry of nowhere beyond. Someone with the 
monetary grandeur directed us towards suggestible weather. 
Another medium eviscerated by spoken vulgarities. The 
recombinant spokes of the words. The torch mostly written in 
particulars of the tongue. Reading the modem is one of the 
bracts they might concoct. Memory omitted from the travel 
guides. Books lifted from the foreign energies which litter the 
ear. Reified images could begin as solace in the composition. 
The alphabet is a stone, wrought communiqué, an excess of 
difference which enters the book by way of an involuntary and 
minimal idolatry of the book. Eye of the poem seen throughout 
the book. Few readers introduced to induction at all. The 
boolean specialties of objectivity. Each word will have its 
unmistakable edition. When even the smell of the print is a 


prurient injustice. Jurisprudence of doubt, a hush blooms in the 
letter. In the abbreviated typhoon. Small favors written 
variously. The answers conveyed by the alphabet through 
expedience to altered type. Integral partials smuggled into social 
events. Bureaucratic intentions addled by the individuality of the 
human face. Participation is not intercourse. Storm divorced 
from its source. Pandemic drudgery ingested, paralyzing the 
roses where it belongs, who forests the cradled heifer this 
nautical appeals. Then appeal if poetry is expect, epoch illogical 
when forbidden, power preferably illegal instilled where the 
throne may sheep from immunity, which can notable as hazard 
interpret a skepsis from its grid. Song is more ordained in the 
doubt than being auscultation between stylized poetries so as 
not to dogmatize this excrescence. That a sentence shuttered by 
now should graft the reading through wines to former initiation, 
so as to thoroughly forget its intimations, that life is a fully 
circular want, which the hymn of the birds resounds in its 
technical concessions. Not only is language a free thinker but 
this trauma is logically attached to the digestion of our 
assumptions, therefore the book is valuable as radial hindsight, 
and is a theoretical recruit of western justice, not just a 
pragmatism of the excerpt, a collated governance or a call for its 
return. Hovers warbling yarn, crowding anthems into delimited 
mist, belted names of the pearls selectively following, vie for the 
scenic postscript, almost a statistic of drilled revenge, a hatred of 
conscience perhaps implicated in that, lest my urban diction 
veer into assonant delusions of narration, luggage is the game of 
my song, blackest hunger and bitter glow, by rote to mishandle 
the starshine of a woman’s clarity, in part the carom, in part the 
rolling figurine of the coyote. Being is a tryst of entities, the 
nothingness remains blown demented through thought cyclones 
are becoming, immunity to the machine which seems also a 
music, grown as shows, inferior to the private filters of periodic 
doubt. A generative structure invades the girders, order where 
the numerical agoraphobia of the titles, between the deviant 
lines rhyme is a clan of tricksters, oriented by aesthetics through 
the bayou, at the same time flowing in both slips of the desert. 
Such of these. As deemed necessary to seem. To have an 
independence their wills express. On purpose. To say to a large 


extent. Incidentally entrenched. Freedom of spite. In the 
practice. Phlegm as oration. Unable to determine what must 
have been included a fair amount. Virtual predation. 
Constructed from a number of intentions. If excess were a 
practice, works ranging from hydraulics to appropriation. They 
were that imagined memory. Pronunciation, for instance. 
Reciting the poem in straight sections. Considering that most of 
the inside durations meant hoarding the papyrus light. Word 
suited for us. An inversion of investment. To actually have a 
word. Ended entering the words. Reason raids the crass 
inflections. A problem reader. For his inner imminence as he 
reads. The hortative way. The reader had every imagining. 
Invitation to attempt. Begin a power. Had as has prolapsed. To 
imagine that we have a sense of prose. His words in the sense of 
options were exceptions. A motion of nearness to sort and hear 
me. Then to be trusted might be read in a more adoptive 
manner. The equivalent of music attends the reading. Those who 
were admitted were not concurrent. Reading the confessional 
author stood next to a cycle of intimacies. Gestures command 
the physical gymnastics, important as the valiant reason. We 
have a desultory width of audience forming in the whorls, other 
musical enmity after the reasonable withdrawals. Some free their 
poetries, indentures added to the rigors of reading, attempted 
mentality in visceral reason. Soundings served as shouts. 
Reading revises the actual sounds, or implied by being heard, 
renders the opportune moan a collective sound. Work centered 
on apothegm. To calibrate the cliques. The readings have 
references sponsored by the poets. Apparently finished. Eliding 
privation, exclusive comic element, increased the lilt of his 
gratitude to return the responsibility. Perhaps the most that can 
be seen. Suggestions of nepotism, marinate in hiatus. Awaiting 
to be. When this paragraph becomes a process of his fantasy, 
capable of the bonus, one of the greater dealt fiascos, such as his 
occlusion exposed for apparent apparitions. Supporting the 
forlorn pamphlet. From his secret tarries swing the havens, mind 
the gallantry of the severed hand written into your utters, have 
observed more likely that patience sessions writing, he took the 
performance to be the case. He seconds the differences. Because 
economical, adopted. The crucial corpse of it was unsuspected, 


hoped he might aquarian several congregations, reference to 
one in the operable gamut from tablet passed before 
compulsion, agency of the sign. Inherent in the panic of today, 
linked to improprieties. As a living and less difficult, to forestall 
what we might impinge, translation of the personal into covers 
where applicable, could be a large deviance of character. Were 
reductions. As famously guessed. The early dawn of art 
associated with many possibilities, manly possibilities, 
mandibles, mantic possibilities. Theater included in the 
grandiose thread. To be born of an imperial head, the official 
when he retired, innocuous usage, we know little but the berated 
merits of his audit. Wings grew under the recitations, singing 
the late romantic vertigo, tousled by derivative poets. It always 
remains, cradling a diphthong, to reconstruct the rhetoric and 
romance of the alphabet. To piece together the fragmentary 
awarenesses, that reflex of masculine activity, as if with some 
assurance the intertwined subjectivities sponsor consequent 
corrosions of the confessions, as if ambrosia had never been 
seen allotted over the page. Doubt is the history of tonal 
illusions. Some of the interesting temerity. Lines rehabilitate the 
wood. Probably has come from doodling. Readings as events. 
Sounding for granted if this is so. Exaggerated lingers, privately 
access. But this durational tempest, public recognition of a 
degree of resound, intoned in the stucco fleece of stormy 
phrasings, plucked from pubescence and mimicked until 
parody, probably everts the weakness of suppressing orbits, will 
as well as habitual reflected in privacy, that there were correctly 
or political referrals using these events as a wallet for their texts, 
apparently secret tantamount to composed, probably didn’t 
curse as we do, never the painstaking vigil of the kitchen, albeit 
on papyrus with grease, political epistles. Relations emerge in 
outrage. Seems to me that open without doubt succumbs to 
large numbers, many such intentions garbled in the book. A 
later reference to be a grief, perfectly clear, a great mineral light, 
if it is a want of myopic skepticism, social is collective though 
useful as duration. Accrues to what, my own thinking into the 
complex, a mode of wringing contact from others, perhaps 
specific rings of lyrical fallacy, banal as politically possible, the 
implications rally time. I want the specific localized there where 


one can write the density of lyric, a sense suggested as it is 
parenthetical, presently unborn, rather unsung to recognize at 
his expense the potential fiat of the lyric, unless that speaks 
spagyric. I am suggesting that meaningful material aligns with 
the strengths of possibility, one’s concept of the code emergent. 
Again: that hologram of signification, according to many 
forgotten by very few, methodology meanders to disrupt, the 
alliance of lyric poetry with its strict definition. I have proposed 
an opposition, becoming I and the overtly collated that, to 
dominate more danger than I do in any faction. 


A natural place, conscious of social life, the death of 
transmutation, influences the images. Is after all to return us to 
the excess. Enrich mythological chaos. These fireworks mythic 
culture. The dogmatic wilderness over the set up as two levels of 
end-rhymed diction. Rivals of interdiction. Once features a 
curette who points out in her withstands a constellation of 
stanzas. Given as an example of sequence. Born dying. In the 
grip of images ingrown narrative the cartoons tether the said 
also confrontation of the doubts. Wolf in which highly 
independent seriousness. Extinctions phantom baroque 
rhythms of the plumbing. The lines immediate their own eyes, 
silent motion. This abrupt characterization by rapid characters. 
If this won’t float below the contraries, blame it on elite battles. 
All movies and so on, further removed from objective thought, 
grows in griefs you teach to wind through each nuance, lowest 
node of song, the contrary of that fragment a hermetic clothing, 
other ideological material indifferent, some of the thief a 
trickster to the core, but alters others. An age of paresthesias. 
Shortly after he brought the very. At the bottom moved in 
especially as we see read between the hips rhythms of shame 
content or structurally. He meets you in a predetermined that’s 
like no use for here. Industry of distribution many have upon 
creation, bodies of the hands which were the work, analysis a 
pseudonym for the wound. Codified in cynical numbness, to see 
how generally the wolf is opened, in these times it would seem 
there are those who are listed as comatose, but the keepers of 


the righteous compliment suggest an experimental episteme 
thereof, hence the artist, working in the patience of the 
particulars, their moment happens in isometrics and reading. 
From uncertain to you name it. Clings to time. I nose. 
Represents continuity as an exclusion. Formerly much ink 
likened to divination, where movement dreams continuous 
vistas, in which moderate shipwrecked examples, animal an 
analogue of vegetable, complements of the reader. The book of 
budding versions. Lovely instead of girl. To my erotism. 
Unexpected orthodoxy, unorthodox expectations. But perhaps 
the volumetric is all that is formally present. From constrictures 
through general dilations. Wandering the prominence in solid 
volumes. Transference healthy, in fact one coccyx one 
profoundly open form, left proactive in redundant handles. 
Convulsive electricity. Paradisal reviews carved in the 
simulacrum. Diverse corpus, with exquisitely fine exchanges, 
works miracles of typography. Deserves to be pulled from the 
local and held in its second difference. Values tilt these 
maneuvers, intermittent crumbling, plants tobogganing through 
adequated hymns, finally most of its ravenous format confirmed 
by sulphurous compliance, some careful work accomplished by 
impaired entrance. During the reading I had doubts about the 
boundaries. Through epidemiology to media intervention, 
becomes the closed impairment. The consonants question the 
attention. Work opens in the belief. Be thorough if strong in 
vacillation. This set of contradictions is not coeval with 
consecutive language. Tradition which either perceives itself as 
tradition, or as a renewal of undulations, consecutive stages. 
This line offers a number of unanswerable volumes, in array or 
running on, entails a convulsive reading: as simultaneity and 
commentary; as the sacramental rifle; the course provided by 
new images of time; a solitary reading of juxtapositions. To 
summarize the selections as right appearance. Language 
creating instructions for meanings. Sense is like a 
representation, is a castaway in this poetics. Urgency implied the 
function, but language belies the nuances of its emptiness. Lean 
as a college and four feet thick. Not just the different sets of 
sentences, but this. Learned collage in part as a comparison of 
themes. Which linguistic secret of the language. Politics once 


specialized in the arts. Recognizance becomes the extension of a 
poetics. In its liberal objections the art captures a snapshot of its 
thirsts. First of all, to compost the lyrical seclusion, then by 
changing the tempo to diversify the framework of the lines, so as 
to venerate the primary recurrence of its felicitous dynamic. 
Enmesh is off the mark, but a numerical darkness normalizes the 
representative works, once across and over the top, subjective 
observations are grounded in ice, the epigene part of the 
question understands this phenomenon. Wherefrom. Out there. 
To engage the whirl of likeness in a fog. Berserker imbroglio, 
abraxas indemnified, a play on the landlocked pivots of the 
place. She captured two legs in one valise. From the desecrated 
template whittled by voice. A sieve like abrahadabra. The first 
three silences of ivory. Reason presents itself within the 
verdigris trap stresses of a flute. Read by actualities. The bird a 
quale of our culture. Students of the past who emphasize 
romantic flippancy. One cannot absolutely master something 
other than the connotative. This makes the earliest wisdom an 
example of wit. Thought divides the way. Insights, then 
thoughts, thus aphorisms. Individuality is the complaint of 
awakening. Investment empowered by given distinctions. The 
bird appreciated as a fascinating assertion. Writing is through 
the book. He who wavers language remains in inconsistency, for 
thought is the science of making knowledge. History a 
dramatization of the sentiments of things. Certainty queues as 
assessment of its parts. This does not impoverish the ratio of the 
quotidian to the horrors of history. Domesticity is imperialism, 
not simply a cutting of the greenery. Symbols interpreted in 
sections. Symbolism a mechanized meta-narrative. Reference 
runs through the literal to the inhuman. The bird borrows its 
aspirations from the plant. A loaf of birds, the relentlessness of 
the birdcalls by themselves. Knowledge may be the theoretical 
meat of poetics, but the biggest difference lies in the cult of 
verbal decoration. Who elides systems but eludes somatics. Bird 
behooved through the otic apocalypse of poetics. Initiating the 
one into the bloom. By a strategy of literature there is a 
parsimony of nuance, as if society is administered by the 
rejections of the birds. Basks in the entrapments of 
transmission. Held to create a fiction of the real. The coefficient 


of individuality. Bird marked by romantic seams. If ritual as 
passage, then quality as merely a romantic claim. Hammering 
the way. Academic in desperation. The riddle resides in the 
breath. The seen is the still despondency of thought. Odor older 
and more virginal than the original alphabet. Extreme throat 
gallery, prestidigitation, lobes of the matutinal middle, 
deployment tans the gamete. Replete with presence. Libidinous 
phobia, library of philosophical olios, for the statute of varsity 
simpletons, youthful resurgence, noodle homophonic prestige, 
inspiring pittance. Ancient fox aboard, roams priapic heavens, 
signals ebullient expertise, adage of the scribes. What would 
issue from adoration of what issues. The bird is a difficult book. 
In an attempt to enter the bird, beware of amateurism, as if by 
argument granted the grace to be. Dogmatic encroachments of 
misty slough. Change is the aphoristic form. Born without our 
own. Is and it from all. Memory itself. Delayed by the capers of 
the I, or the sun makes the song a poem. Ardor of vellum. 
During the nothings. They could disarm the tactility of the 
letters, no matter how the breath of a seam looks in the simple 
thatch of a book, but the book is simply a glance. The sounds of 
papyrus. Unique when stronger than the bohemian mulch of 
books. Never could avoid the human labor of the human hand. 
Unless you notice that the retention was a transformation of 
action, nexus of allure and memory. To politicize the 
perorations and mean it. Discovery of the referent, romance of 
human speech. The and and the each. Not bounds included in 
his knots. A gust of ire. Where wills were. Perchance these 
entities committed to the grave. Glints and squalid rants. Sued 
books gavel a number of nasty hides, not known as amplified by 
money, were read in reading and rereading. Make sure he knows 
we can. Rode across the crossroads. Short of considering that 
the feats were lacking a great deal of leadership. He could figure 
it out aloud, in turn to immure the authors in memory, somewhat 
abhorrent to the poems, by such works hid the unbidden word 
from us. Morse texts through sone. Before the skins of the words 
might hardly account for their undress. His hands were his 
payment who traveled through adoptions. 


To speak the language of the water, her profound eponym, the 
lost word, that which comports and restores the silent faculties, 
ripples through the operatic gorges, an alchemical bacteria often 
groped and thrown in as secrecy, this mystery of ludic and 
glutinous matter, shapeless when alone, a part of or apart from 
God, mysterious stone of which the philosophers speak. Every 
man has it in the moist space of the secret mercury, could not 
but have had the idea as it exists , onyx as a rhizome, passage of 
ruins through runes, exits from the sea to these, youth ourselves 
whoever shall fever the city from this wood. Could have brought 
in and would have, lilies of the air literal in the growth of our 
literature, a little english on the poem which is beyond our 
suppression, also a doubt, to have been here within the oddity. 
Fission is also a doubt, as the enormous forum of order 
maintains its alchemical excess, granted that it should, therefore 
to speak the secrecies of nature. To find again that antique 
which surmounts the divinatory alchemy is success in gregorian 
motif of doubt, the prima materia which has been dropped into 
the veiled mystery of nature, absolutely clean as lead, wood pulp 
hypnotic in this hallucinogenic mystery, passage from ruins to 
lapis, in time the porous facts abut the mists, no more evidence 
for the riddles than the birds and fish, all of which can be found 
in the preface to the hunt. Raw then to the use of air all beasts of 
the heavens fish the airy sepulcher, to know the faithless youths 
and their titheless testaments, the work from the pages of the 
work, gnomon which speaks in the alchemical dream of the 
birds, passionate convulsions of the nouns, discussions of the 
humble dangers attributed to the birds. Wore both as thin 
remissions, resuscitated by encoded dreams, coronary dome 
implicit in this fatal accident, denied access to the marvelous 
experience of harsh knowledge, to come to terms with the 
documented secrets, other established as a quantity of 
understanding. The fictive part of the votive. Seekers must be 
written in their evidence. Proof is either an opinion or a thought 
which fits. Doubt indeed while death resides without the science 
of silence. Hypothetical abodes. Aggression, the gross scorn 
which remits its authors, the ease with which that common nerve 
is hemmed to the well, the key to the darkness files the letters, 
cast of heroes, instead of using the poem to read by, that they 


will by fiat distilled in canoptic knots silver only a few and at a 
glance, even less who cause its fullness to be learned. To unravel 
this may sound as a song among nights, no surprise in that 
ingredient. Claws of this undead in my umbilical umber, umbral 
music, components of that expulsion, materials hectic in sensual 
necessity, means ill sides of birth some morass patented myself 
included, autochthonous beauty of the connectives, corrective 
and constructive. Brooks talons this language of the birds, 
talents of the hierophanic wills I orbit, abode of the bodies, the 
old alcove of the birds, where query could hide from theorem, a 
kabbalistic known. But what authorial nook there outcry of 
hemialgia, doubt noticed is due, glued from the Greek to 
language. Discovered coverage of the night, dysfunctional 
darkness, to speak instead of count, based on the grammatical 
beyond and the rage of its spirits, resolutely not distended with 
its visionary tonality, to have spoken in the adamic demeanors of 
grace, how then are the works intended to define the names. 
Hopefully that encompasses the spatial grace of this wall. 
Semiotics written in senseless fright. His nature to do who does 
not know. Since this mess beads without the drip. Stippled over 
the calm of the apples. Fallow the fate as it led elusively to 
thinking. On the verge of incapable reprimand. Gave themselves 
higher things, beings. Also in the entrails of that. Before the 
cosmos hardly a magician. Arched edge of the secrets. He is 
quoted from the mystery. As if we were only concerned with 
language. The cosmic would lead to continuance. Magic is the 
thing which is said through things. He has only one 
inexpressible trinity, but allows them all. The mall. Not right as 
he knows for what he is doing, endowed with destiny, to think. 
Thinking overthrows fate. At the same time, magic. Lens cradle. 
Altered deeds. Is known as the three dimensional death. Verse 
everts. Writing averse to weakness. As in the eyes averted by 
refinement. Finished at times. A period of hortatory silence. Art 
at the interface of artifice and fact. Reeks of foam. Adjurations of 
the paragram. The beats are adjusted to present an elaborate 
fiction. Strips that are slipped into the ladder. The trial called for 
ritual ebony, wrought constitutions, imperial institution of the 
stage. Directly related to recitation. Highlights of verse later 
exhumed as instructions. Puns sing. Aggravations of the name. 


Those of us who new. If as did. Procedure by suture through rule 
of suction. An ad for the trinity. Try us is not a gain. Whether we 
govern the trinity or yearn to know. Could possibly be no other. 
So the demonic variable is tangible. Could learn to be finagled 
by the hegemonic. Decreed in the rose slapstick to avert itself. 
His existence understanding the test. Notwithstanding the order 
of the suns. Free from the heimarmene. Us become all 
penetrates all who are walled up in the will to follow him. Energy 
when analogy is doubtful, but trinity is the scheme of the soul, 
the dream of the gods of the creatures, subjective and subject, 
too. Formulates the cosmos. God is closely acrostic to the idea. 
Up in an earlier. Ask the spirit of the alchemist. Light which 
corresponds to songs, organs skipping the berm, that thousands 
have been astonished to witness signs which may not have 
described anything to me. Butter, then battles, then worrying 
the hazel with a lozenge. Retort of the sponge, so immersed. To 
have an aphelion, anecdotal anachronism, appurtenance of the 
cold, absolutely the atrophied credence pylon in such texts. You 
think the sentence inherits its ingredients. Most of the time you 
ascribe an historical importance to the senses of the cosmos, fed 
perhaps by intolerant aphorism, intolerable marinade, sarcastic 
epidemic. Discus kneeling at romantic doors, not to nestle the 
evaluated winds ambrosial in thrall, but to whimper the lettuce 
bedridden, nameless interim of orchid lovers, the miracle of 
smut enough of language. Grave of the eye, hysterical in 
battered bifurcations, sonorous translation of fiscal alkaloids, 
linguistic artifice utilized in abortifacient sorties of glossolalia. 
Language of the aphids, the mannerist themes evolving very 
well, on which the doomed apathias, an intervention of 
pluralities, seeds nothing and is directly fenestrated. In our 
graphic lampoons dysraphic phosphenes engage gathered in 
order to disembark. Rue the grimace of origins. Phonetic 
language taken into account. The curious spew of a realized 
beyond. Sooth as absolutes, now how to fit it snugly into custom. 
A rare authenticity in the first place. Aces remount to 
appropriation. Through his wrongs to show us his words. Vast 
amount of dormers membranous then members clearly, that the 
one possibility of tissue to the operatic coif of secrets, or if we 
remedy, all sincere in cinder of adepts, since extremely open 


environs, gastric alkahest, its leading, which in lieu of a teacher, 
or so the song goes, sorry to animal the ancient Greek, but 
hotter must be fluid, knowledge of this a mold to be treated, 
scoria, fumarole, philosophical kabbalah of expression, the 
cause of the censorships and of the meropia, substrates of the 
sentences are resistant to comprehension. Chromosome is 
pelvic, refining crystal facets of the science, insertion of the 
thunder into the middle of a word, the silence of epenthesis, 
search to operate the wyrd, I beg of those embryonic once again 
to chancel the thermodynamics of the book, what is left unsaid is 
less than incalescent, artifact of disaster, as architrave of the 
tremor, given this gradual grave to gravel, precisely because the 
seeker must be less than the wisdom sought. I know I have spent 
the least part of becoming as no surprise to the necessary, 
insurgent with faith until honorific, bathe us with hiatus caress, 
what I meant was to give you an abeyance, harm grief wrath 
anger shame toil to be weary, what heimarmene might mean 
aside from universal fate, cupola of cosm, census or ratio of this 
kind, without acosmic consciousness people were led up the 
lattice of human consciousness, as even then an ore or ode to be 
delivered relived enlivened leavened, forays into the fat these 
people could only burn to understand, as if ease they ace coiled 
order cold of them, happiness of magic and allotropic trace of 
corporeal balance belied in bad alignments of the face, in debt 
doubt detour inured I lived, centuries behind within, and was 
already evidence referents events as a sort of ambit with gnarled 
knowledge knolls gnosis growing nasal knowing, those days and 
nodding was turned away around against a way around if not 
against, again was turned, as it were, from which heimarmene 
this corporeal language was evolved. Begins by condemning the 
haloes not attainable through necessity. Almond aureole 
mandorla, saint of the ascension, the vesica piscis emanates from 
the transfiguration of divinity, extended to the Virgin in her 
assumption, in other contexts borne to heaven, necessity is the 
authority and reprimand of fate, could not rule without the 
irrelevance of its magic, as he who kneads himself is leavened, 
left fully being able, leaves risen in the kindle, does not think the 
ease of magic to overcome this death. Mesic rejects this pool, 
rather the words would melic by narration doubt natural though 


losing one’s reason measured by inexpressible triage fix of god 
work of the church to triumph a magus hagiography anus leaves 
it uncertain if the cupellation of the spiritual man epizoic the 
thickness of a nipple growing on the church governs the holy 
rituals man must learn mist woman dubious trial cannot produce 
a triad alchemical encephalic also phallic incense to govern the 
torso response to govern the pebble more probable morose 
problematic if the spiritual manner is succedanea for omphalos 
shulamith she is born and entangled in the magnet margaret of 
the spiritual man. Ashen hair of the gold, solve and coagula, 
attests to the fulfillment of itself, in whatever fate has corrupted 
the body to its purposes, no magenta purples the distance 
between his onus and the discovered, whatever violence has 
discovered him during the way, if you wilt before the devout 
solvents, thou wilt coagulate as soul, soluble in solitude, in 
treason ruled by the beholding, how he has opened to the 
weather of suffering in that heretical sun, soared as a vulture of 
felt flesh, animate virtue, adept animal renown analogous to 
known, in risk yclept as the redeemed, for the benefits of the 
passages are the circles of every kind, in that led to bed by 
cosmic bells, sophia stretched smoothly through the lemniscate 
hat of the fool, each stance a gnomic gnosis gnomon, shadow of 
that sense, this idea came from the matter in which it was 
written. Limiting a spirituality undermining them. Exactly this. 
This certainty penetrates all thinking which is bound by thought 
itself. The apparatus evaporates. I believe what I have seen, and I 
have seen the apparatus. I was astonished that it did not burn 
me, astonished enough to doubt the thing itself. As the 
philosopher who said: I am the metaphor for that which contains 
itself fully. Near them or from them, worthy of credence. To 
surpass them. A retort which corresponds to the size of the 
vessel, vessel which describes the width of the retort. The neck 
of the retort, its atoms cooling appropriately, as if with the same 
virus from which the apparatus is reborn. The sulphur, then the 
transformations, then the instructions. Instructions either 
abstracted or absorbed. The money is not the word, though it is 
not incommunicable, you read these texts again, read these texts 
again, returning to the next sentence. You read these texts 
again. Nothing demonstrable to say about them. They have done 


justice. They have a history. They are not chemical treatises. The 
religious world thereby endowed with the mysterious equivalent 
of utility would redeem the immanence of the divine as the 
language of the birds, not as a reference to thinking but as 
speaking about areolation which lingers as meat and martyrdom 
connected with man’s unreasonable usury. So that he is unable 
to picture herself should the saying ripple through fishes. The 
sound of the fishes brings an eternal burning to the meat. 
Crucial as a currency, the logion of now as risked, there sought 
by this thought, fallen by grief and dead within the hunt. Those 
that deluge the fowls of the earth, that the kingdom of herbs 
therefore arise prescriptive before the orisons of an ancient god, 
in the new terror missing risks where rites of papyrus integration 
initiate a duplex exception, it is curious that no one has written 
this since I have read it, the secrecy of the paper in the colloquy 
of the languages, benisons to which I bestow at least this much 
rapport, as I have said before in the song of that adamant effort, 
the enemy is a mould of virtual liberation, not to have had as 
such to enrich our studies of the original fountain, not in a 
critical hierarchy. Should be handled grown a little in argument, 
have the truly adapted dust, confess of banter, art, but the 
emissary to view a standard fact arbitrates perfunctory grace, so 
adamant opens to all orifice, hung in order to stare the species. 
But words contention death, isolation that I have sullied 
repeatedly, what he defers and poorly dormant the phylactery 
depletes, the lineage of their treatise named language 
knowledge, in the questionable scoff their science elicits a 
kabbalistic language from other intuitive languages, language of 
processed vocables chosen for their orthographic endowments, 
how well these abolished the order of language or of them as a 
pluralistic orthography acts as a brake to the speculations of the 
birds, of the sacral braille indispensible to knots, interpretation 
always an alchemical work, since words attribute their antiquity 
to the order of God’s wood, urges and things created replete 
with examples of these words tend to violate the sayings of the 
enemy, perhaps an inoperable option, it is guaranteed as excess 
when it comes to the full orchestration of alchemy, soundings of 
what, processes and procedures of the poem or of its 
understanding, the assistance begins with the ‘a’, preferably 


ascribed from the other silence. Will must learn a prayer of 
derision, word as true to knowledge of the word, as such should 
withstand the spagyric, trammelled by the referent and general 
warnings announcing them according to the knowledge usable 
in their orders, must be the work upside down or an esoteric 
scientism, if at the beginning learning means in the first place by 
which I tell the excess of the silence, therefore words through 
the diction which is to say the sound fathom as faithful mastery 
as God has garnered, the easiest path to travel that of the series, 
the temple of wisdom or the rose, those of us that will our 
science as it is acquired in the laboratory. In order to persist we 
perceive him to be enough to expose the cosmos, are forced to 
oil the furnitures called penury of the flowers, without numen 
burns idiom unconscious in the hermetic follicles of the calx, has 
signified himself as unreasonable, when apple and therefore 
errors, as the material things of the cosmos say, eros in the 
position of fear, indirectly doing because in front of and arching 
corrective doubts, their own haphazard language the poem in 
the language of the heimarmene, born as ritual ghost incarnate, 
uncertainties sown in the ancient glass, was credited with a 
palpable violence, panoply extant in the tide’s ordeal, that he 
laments the order of harm as wholly bathed, such a symbol could 
thin the external windows of the self, delight descends 
defenestrated by the maleficent and manacled force of nature, 
led by elf or any god, renounces magic as spiritual marriage 
marred in a conscious circle cursed with the only sounds beyond 
himself, refuses to utter the act aurally attempted. Destiny but 
heresy viewed to happen as feverish once without elan must rule 
the contusion to corroborate the illusion, an allusion to the 
orthodox speech of the triad, thunder as the task of the essay, 
that he must recess the salvation of the spiritual triumph, so that 
something else already world could make the sequential 
hecatomb of the triumphal series, healed sound sequestered at 
the means, the speaking into of which man is the excess in that 
he leaves the immanence of the body, allows this water in that he 
waits as given for his personal destiny, as he puts the ore through 
dilations and distillations, in that he has reason if the following is 
as suitable as the benefit of its direction, corporeal region 
subsumed with the supernal regions, behind the subject is the 


belief which he obeys, his phantom spirit before he became the 
referent of each Other, refined to discovered connections which 
he thinks, as if thinking were the fix and the fit, the concept of 
wood then become the All contained within the elements of 
becoming, the whole cosmos an organic writing composed of 
alchemical quotations, knowledge then the sound of the codex 
which permeates the substrates of alchemical waters, where 
cosmos is bound by vulgarity and spirit. As quoted from 
Heimarmene in the repose of redemptive response, that which is 
said to the spirit is that which concerns the apple, protest to me a 
condition of extortion and contortion, information contained in 
the philosophical forms of these things, finally the wood however 
held as will more woman than its vow, that I cannot expose what I 
will except as essay of hell and longing, which should concern 
the restricted terrors, moistened in the method of cooling, light 
settles at the bottom of the bottle as the sound of mercury 
entwined in the apparel of a snake, maintained as rain to slough 
the chemical teeth, that heresy the terror of these pages, this 
next ineffectual youth a transformation, then the rust of the 
alchemical poem released to the seams of doubt, any hope I have 
interred in its arrest, the lantern of its latent alchemy. 
Antithetical as realigned ambivalent to knead the isthmus thirst 
of the abyss, its fluent antiquity devolved to a hint of rectilinear 
mica in the language, a kind of revelation embittered above the 
gregarious summits of its cognition, somehow it appears within 
the nautilus of the mystery, therefore it is also essential to the 
anger of the birds, the anger in its place, in you in youth, in the 
song of other’s sounds, to be found in the light at least insofar as 
the kinetic yeast of heaven brings beings recovered through the 
buttressed beacons of the church, by grief befell and felt elastic 
who are the warnings of heavenly mirth, upon the enigmas of 
you the kinships of grief as you shall find it, that you are the dust 
in the silence of the treason, reason as has been included in the 
onus of the animals, passage through the oxymoron the 
rehabilitation of the idea, as if the river feeds the fish, in the 
gorge ripples whitened angst I have as the academy comprises, 
described as the salient prosthetics of consciousness, 
considerations of this salience a privation of emanations, time as 
the consumption of existence, alchemical health the lot of us, 


world we have come to enrich, our access to the supernal oven, 
light the feeling of this night. 


Scumbled, or how it shines, or seems to have sighs of acrylic 

doubt, all tones to the trompe Poreille, the self an adamic music, 
innate love or ornate necessity, considered a seriousness less 
hallowed than tolerant guess, as it happened, must wait to 
engage the longing of one of our rational glazes, what of the 
bronze has been musical within the spackled transfigurations, as 
used to frame the triptych, explicit as to the rapidity of its 
angular emulsion, out of the hermetic quiddity of the epidermis, 
abandoning the conceptual atelier for a complimentary 
luminosity, science of the gothic tondo, agnosia the allographic 
principle of impressionist sfumato, untrammeled by grisaille, 
redolent in that archaic gouache, monochrome reason why the 
archetypal fact is our chosen lethe, a copy of all the chosen 
estaminets, as though they have enough of the vatic to interact 
with a kinetic tract of sense, reestablished to argue why our 
hearing stays ahead of the language of the birds, therefore the 
ornithology of our acts is by itself unacceptable as a poem, in the 
sense in which it results in an indirection, an indiscretion of the 
lathe, a Kabbalistic incision, to apprehend the core of the 
chemical athanor, anlage imposed as undecidable alterity, 
statistics of being in relief, as several concrete liabilities within 
the similarities of the givens. The artists are absolutely correct in 
regarding alchemy as a transhumant quivering in the geography 
of distemper, songs not only procedural in this sense but true to 
the cyclical meanings of a common trajectory, part of its 
perihelion the orthographic difficulty required by the labor of 
language through the poem, part a fiendish scholarship of the 
defeated tools, not to say that we alleviate the companionable 
researches, but that thought will lead ritual through science to 
the talking hand in human certainty, certain phrases agitated by 
the spectral alchemy infused in emanations of the text, enacted 
to be the efficient abstention, obstinate in silence despite the 
kinetic rudders of the knots, which is to say in the indispensible 
cabaret of the keys the first thing that is annulled is the musical 


forgetfulness of the muscles, entities byzantine and marine in 
the incipient mists of fire, the ritual poem enriched by riven 
faith, to my vulgar sublimity the heresy of science, revelations 
appointed by a god of anarchy, not many who toe the screed is 
not a secret easter, mysteries admitted in the regression, but as 
to the progress cooked in our corrosive labs, only love and 
foreboding. The prima materia is an oligarchy however we 
correct its garbled English, the few at last excerpted from the 
raw is composed as a rose of holy doubt, as if paper is the 
anointed mold of nature, or in our model an ore will do, as a 
zone of cosmic odes anathema to rational anima, to be senseless 
unless of reasonable peyote the rule of the stasis where 
senselessness is understanding, implicit in the nocturnal weaves 
of sand is the idea of awakened layerings which underlie the 
alembic tableau, this teaching a diptych anguish rent by 
hermeneutics, which went against our rejoicing in the waves of 
burnt thunder, illness which comes from the utterance of a 
religious blandness, the years of history dilated in its allure. 
Here was known as an antichrist who prodded a totemic 
probability to heretical ostentation, children who were 
unravelled in the wondrous wolfmilk of the kingdom, in which 
anarchy speaks in coven fevers, he who knows does not think, it 
closes the openness entirely as a hermetic wood to know himself 
as he defines the knowledge of himself, he is not beyond if he 
can think that his service to nature was a fear of fate. Palimpsest 
unfavorable to debacle should be allowed could fate let flow the 
spiritual medallions mutually undertaken as a misconception of 
the climax, modeling of the soma simply sketched onto the 
limpid forms of the calculation, shadow coiled in the selfish 
blush of the zygote itself, but to govern this tonality it must 
bequeath a somnolence of the undermined, the tertiary 
boundaries of Hell it defecates or the three-headed toad of this, 
the infrared zenith of dark bodies written in the pleasant 
attritions of astrology, as though the sonorous theology fulfills 
itself according to a unified permanence of the way, 
permutations of permission expressed in the physical extensions 
of these meanings, to conduct the thirst through the eye of the 
self, to become all, tethered to the bosom of the incorporeal 
angel, into the wound writhing of the mantic will, where death 


enlightens the silence in which the sound was born, led through 
that light in which one is enclosed, as closely eventual as 
distinction contains, ideas inwreathed in the gnostic shroud of 
literature, one agon of sun and ideational agnosia, to redeem 
himself into the elder formulations of a hermetic church, a 
gnostic koan intoned in florescent monotones, feeding the spirit 
a permutational light of the foundation, fundamental previous to 
posthumous but wrapped in the aroma of divine soul, in this 
putrescent psalter of alchemy everything is written as the arcane 
freedom to write, the theosophical subject withdrawn into the 
theoretical weave of description, dew received in the wooden 
rust of thought, not heard as the abrupt silence of doubt but 
writing the unwritten bets in the moments which I write, as if the 
reference is to a knowledge of sadness at which they sailed into 
the eye of the world I wonder as a glass of turbulent conception 
thought through the neck of a hollow grave a bowl of wafers 
cursed by the ancient minimalism of its substance, antiquity of 
the vessel adduced arrested in the curvaceous form of its useless 
apparatus. Iris made yellow by blackened sand. Continues with 
certainty, the discontinuous width of reality. Not surprised that 
the meteorites have about them a certain finality. One whole into 
the ether. At meatus times somatic. What fevers quicksilver 
seethes monad in despair. Extraordinary but innocuous. Infernal 
firmament of ideas. In the mythic equators of the birds’ herbal 
equation, arcana loquacious in consequent paradise, but in that 
ominous chemistry we may have referral to unmentionable 
youth, pointed out that the vagrant essence lies confronted in 
thecal nature, whose health irrigates the bright balsam of the 
telling, inquiry spoken in every word, aludel known as token 
emblem of the traditional kingdom, the disclosures of the papyri 
reconstructed in judicial faiths, kingdom is intimate under the 
ear which drawls a shallow knowledge, who knows himself shall 
be aware of the logic, that he shall know the enrichment of the 
good within the pious field, that the fishes of the sea are the 
anarchic clergymen of the birds, a gulf of lasers during the overt 
aphasia of this knowledge, what has been cornered following the 
heated augmentation begins in the variable mist of the well I 
bring into existence, without which work this history has only its 
elemental deeds as time, not even included in the adamic secrecy 


of the options, the broth of names which knot contrite in my 
hands I mythologize as my passion, an open mind identified as 
uttered stance that I do not quarantine as at issue with timid 
weakness, but clarify in the full blossom of the language, 
contrary to the vitrifiable lace of the wayward moment, even as 
quiescence quoted sordid in the textual blackness of an 
introduction, selection hexed without the appeasements of the 
masters, in the hermetic garb of the gods or the sequined 
apparel of the populace, this generally inscribed in terms of the 
anger of the apostles, disciples therein precisely to the 
consequential inference, gaia secretes maya, gaia secreted by the 
sorcery of maya, certain secrets always the exact equivalent of 
heathen grief, latent and furtive in the assonance of the 
language, thereby its rigorous mask rings naked in the rules, this 
the literal meaning of spirit through order to comprise the 
language of doubt, origins of the heavens used in the full 
candescence of the characters, given the phonetic similitude, 
meanings told by the secrets. 


Adam Kadmon exits as an absolute record of reductionist 
science however existing as the bibliography of his own teaching 
the royal art of the mysteries found in the key to the works 
transformation limned in itself an outline of will at least if only 
brachial lots cast in the liminal ora with a little help from the 
sound of the dust. I do not mean to seek the light by casing the 
studied lottery of doubt as if spirituality is a spiral or a spirant as 
sinuous as aspirational but I will quote a certain section of the 
will with its contrapposto brood of continuous mentation such 
that students are often offered as initiates into the language and 
thereby have the secret therefore the letter if not the fricative of 
the fiction and then the coarse Ariadne cotton interlaced with 
the pendulous napkin maps as prudent to say through the prism 
of misprison how foolishly his tempura is grafted onto the 
learned fever of the book never begins except in the miniature 
selvedges of silence since there are no songs to teach it. An 
incidence of alchemical wonder prior to the romantic 
expedience of being retorts and bottles the romanticism of this 


sense primacy of the day when hopefully god mired in elongation 
arrives here then as an afterimage speaking in the text Hermes in 
his theurgic rendering wrecked by understanding what they say 
culms senselessly in the gold somatology of the maze 
consciousness coupled with the heimarmene called Hermes 
Trismegistus incapable of uncoiling the hemispheres to justly 
limn the accidental iridescence they had no idea of concretely 
interpreting the thing so mocked by the whelmed fantasies of 
Zoroaster declared that he is everything holiness whole the 
Persian formants maybe a thousand legendary figurations 
anterior to this astrology texts attributed authoritatively to the 
language of the moons no divine freedom however hermetic in 
the noctilucent magic of the spirit and doors therefore to happen 
as the striven goals of things the shriven gold of things tertiary 
not consequently triadic apparently hemispheric mendacity of a 
spiritual indifference in the knots concretely brutal after the 
violent delusions of the ladder. Was used to avenge the salutary 
saying that is that one should avert the traction of the beyond in 
the radial triads of the word the classical cornice misused herein 
as when Zosimos alludes to the theophany in the tetrad no calf 
that is in god himself as God himself the holy trinity a tincture of 
the whole trinitarian hegemony three-headed homunculus 
aludel ruthless in the marginal hymns of world and word fate 
allowed therein as the earthly life of the spiritual man eternal 
stars to be formed in a mist of historical beliefs his own body his 
spiritual freedom be it the health of Hermes or a thousand doses 
of the gods who has the pharmaceutical sulphur then ovulates 
soul from lead the names of god arranged in the evanescent 
substances of becoming the regions of haphazard answers 
encouraged in this passage examined as the moral bewitchment 
of their passing found in the ideal curtains the scrim of salvific 
ornamentation transforms the thing into himself in order to 
endure its suffering. This is the passage from the teaching to the 
silence of the wine, a relational incandescence, the penetrating 
call. It became the passage into paper which was free from 
thought. That which permeates penetrates. All the way to the 
divine transformations of the sonic cosmos. Now I come as 
letters that arouse the alkahest. To give is to see is to do. Will be 
known. Has intentionally kenosis. In my other writings that I do 


not believe. That which the ancient may hear as all of the 
following. A vessel of gold, a narrow moulting one habituates to 
the shoulders. This was of course the distilled succubus. 
Continuing for sublimation. This is the kind of mercury 
recommended in the text. The treatise corresponds to nothing. 
Nothing to do is correct in one instance, and yet he continues to 
write. You fall, which is contradicted by you know. Such as leads 
our shaken helium. Your writings are excisions. In the 
development. Hostage to abrasive sands. Madness shards with 
song. Both what singing wildly leading to doubt unable to 
forgive the given readers of these acoustics. We have given the 
feverish rusts, tended purely. As directly to test by tenets more 
simply than the poets. Reading the range of the aniconic 
clairaudience. Ideas formed between cooperation and the sale of 
wars. Atonal readings also harbor the necessities of giving, sone 
of the deranged, some extant aberrations of political repression, 
his agony the sardonic crown of his annealed patron. If luciferase 
into the poem, then not the luciferin. Questions often versatile 
in tectonics. Were relishing their articulated pages, then 
circulated their claimants within them. The gist of the sources, 
we of the ingenuous werewolf, warmly moral all sloughed in feral 
burning, his waning undulations too morbid to iterate the 
bizarre. Tried to think the primary alterity of thought. Their own 
extruded gnosis no montage of spiracle mastication, forensic 
wings noxious in rabid verbiage, to salivate the diurnal a 
manicured semiotics, robotic privacy the frivolous order of the 
road, nothing so serious as would have healed this rote uprising. 
It is, it probably should. Addition could halve the weakened 
passages. The dimness of the events. So that they have their 
writings, poets following a jeremiad, writing on the euphonic 
cones of tasteless wax. Uncanny derangement of the grains, 
society of secrecy achieving its fits, between the thrilling teeth 
blood swells towards the umbel, I dissect the crease in the 
material but the ironic extinctions of my words invert the daily 
irrelevance, I am eluded as all that wants to dance, cog possible 
in the eroded world, abode of the generalized cyclone, direct 
articles of the willful night, particles congealed in refined gaze, 
glaze culled from relational aspects of exorcisms, I have my 
doubts about the languages of certainty, no expertise in the lyric 


of subjectivity, scree no political anemia articular in the form of 
its utilities. Alphabets written on a ream of linen, emphatic 
upholstery of this physicality, lighting itself still litigious, a 
paludal bioluminescence shreds the atmosphere, lining these 
nitrous excavations, mellifluous pentimento elicits impulsional 
catatonia, poems epigenous and robust anchored in pantomimes 
of cyrillic displacement, nostrils rancid oars darkle in druidic 
indiscretions, mosaic heliotrope epinastic, alveolar slots the 
homely stigmata, avoidance just a grouse of freelance risk, each 
light-bringing weed an altar of the waters, altered by jocular 
plinth heroics, the sclerotic hutch, suave torsions of the javelin, 
coronation read in the donation of these notes: grim reminders 
also revile the transference of the note, avuncular asterisk 
correspondence, poetics renewed in the deviance of the 
correspondences, geared to a docile program, illustrates the 
hierarchy of the systemic antipathy, brands of poetry arguing for 
the abeyance of the beyond. Speaking to sequential statements 
occulted by an imperial docility, listen supine to this arduous 
speech connived into a monument, dimension in which its own 
diameter seeds the duration of our memories, whatever seems 
likely sorts the books from the orations, once communicated to 
the reader’s innocuous passage, levels unethical in actual 
discourse, on and on, the romance of appropriation inscribed in 
the qualia of history, as if the making of the twentieth century 
has been a uniform longing, one long book read as a process of 
manufacturing, pages which come from the palpable vellum 
manipulated then fallow, not that they have any durational 
feeling, that each word lingers in the type which we call now, the 
letter uniquely each reader, however antiquated the silences of 
the mangled severances, it was an inscription encoded in 
monumental intrigue, human despite the livid coils of the 
reader, that could get too far afield, in which the reader was 
rotated. Orally some rendered benign nevertheless necessary, 
daubs of the diatribes have dared to senate the deep was 
composed of receptivity. It is impossible, but they have 
multimedia, intolerable music like leftover inscriptions on the 
tiles, publication of these tombstones with no presage of 
rhomboid theory, how to boot the works in a certain howitzer 
aloud, we can imagine the guide books he got his directions 


from, he came to his imagined address by another music, a 
poetry of realistic light, weighs lightly on the concentrated 
punctuation, would virtually help embed one emblematic in 
these embers, as intonation themselves, the pronouns re-created 
in the diffident ambience of the performance, an ambient 
difference among these theoretical authors, different to begin 
with by reason of attentive readers, as Moses must have seemed 
to an earlier author, could emerge from the entourage of this 
company, encouraged for the inscription of it, the inscribed road 
and its stop, as if I belong simply off. Our sources contrive a 
popular poetics seems to have door to avoidance people could 
vilify the audiences if the poet is wrapped in verse as a proof. 
While the authentic apocalypse is inappropriate important as it 
were as an import carried them and others over was flavored with 
curried junctures joins the parlance to the partition in the street 
of dreams declaiming these structural references. By imperial is 
meant political poetry read as the pointed plinth his work 
although his fellow authors wanted with their posts to give the 
poets keep up with their own between the closures. Between the 
books we sometimes reference reading a larger reading of the 
reactions moral expressed as an economy audience expressed in 
its poet in tumescent works perused relationships before august 
empiricism. As a soul would swoon would ruthlessly only one’s 
client oratory washes was borrowed from another prose work 
often incomplete some history of the orations in the writing. 
Take the pen himself. Thus of gall with soil I write: I letter, I 
have; it seems more than a moral commentary. Reason why 
pleasure in the first time. Tighter, perhaps moribund, he is a 
hand because of touch. As we have seen, the severed hands of 
early Christianity, such as the heavenly runes thickened in a 
drone. Assume that the pungent is earthy. An ancient American 
decorum composed of poems. Drama was poetry and is 
sometimes the beginning of literature as Greek plays audience 
to the size of the circle smaller than audible stage prognosis, 
usually biographical, opened up the song of the thighs to the 
romance of these contests. Applied the severity of the hand to 
the arithmetic of the head. Was pleased to mime the agitations, 
developed these expressive gestures into poetry, virtual types of 
reading halting the actors, poetry read as drama during the 


acceptable themes, earlier limits of the works eclipsed. From the 
operation to its vexation it is the steeple she admits. ’m frankly 
steeped in money, such a frank accolade nonetheless isosceles. 
An elite is an inquisitive acne of critique of what is left 
anfractuous in the gallery. Makes a certain indention in the art 
world. Who could deduce the museum from the viscera of 
socialist politics? What is at stake is nothing but the avant-garde, 
a gruffly stylized rouge emitting art. The key takes precedence 
over the voluptuous apertures of communication. More than 
overtly coerced, itself to gallop and collate, political art 
punctuated with derisions, annals of pioneering feces in the 
holster. Art market at peace with punctual settlements, funding 
the devastating turns of the campaign, on one level a comical loaf 
of belts in pieces farthing the sucrose usually involved, did 
research on the guild of encoded probability. Creation of 
concentric concrete specific pronouncements. Frontal positions 
opposed to touch. Toxic duplicity of the match. Astringent of 
the antic demands, tactics of nose to scandalous toes, 
throughout a dump of silences, republic of embarrassments 
elected a conservative excess, the length of the groin recycling 
the heart of America. Cinematography pieta. Microscope 
executing painterly spangles. Fireworks glued to duty, stirred 
circuit pigments, brush with potency breakdowns, colors 
synthesize the fairyland pharmacy. Vibratory casein dosage. 
Pendulous ergotism of the palette. Dirty circuit impulse. Stark 
motor seclusion luminist in geometric contours. Sacramental 
prism. Pelagic beeswax enamel varnished with harmonious 
ingestion. Defenses zigzag through the phytoplankton, oxidized 
by lithography, catalytic marble fertility sideways in the paste. 
The panels scarcely vitrify the shadings of the morning star. Still- 
life with louche allaloids. Unbearable impasto shaped by 
industry, fringe bolts the muslin, lining sienna organdy. 
Hardedge maulstick primitive. Splayed in the corridors. Here it 
is, lumbago sink hematoma, ruble imagined as scenographic, 
commodities dive acidic into the alkaline thematics. To blunder 
like the iconoclast of rocks. Writing as if to subvert the linguini, 
as if language is a representation of writing, the postmodern 
stuff of the tabloids updated by representation. More subversive 
than the lingua, the hat laments the installation, space divided 


into thirds, crayons and red marbles. Her moist paternity 
arrayed in lead massage. The effect of such technical light grids 
the disrupt conventions, today’s television a bed mediated by 
sarcophagus, plated in an abattoir of darts, undeniable feeling 
you experience each time she belches a bomb, intense messages 
however political stymied by conical markers, the souvenir is the 
corrosive child of the text. Installed as prolonged phenomena. 
Frantic with infantile yams. I am all that she should hear. But I 
want a dream enriched under place. Displays are an exchange of 
malice. The work is not a commercial periscope. Encratic 
freebase hold-up. However the more polite for a set of two. 
Private pistols with a recriminatory vengeance. Temporary 
medicine designed to comb the roughly graphic, whose diaspora 
grapples with the slingshot protocols, reincarnation transcribed 
by ramifications of the loot, half of the tribe cuts an acorn image 
across her humid erection, orange an anal exchange of her 
fungal importances, her microscopic buns like the diaphanous 
firmament, oral organ of the employee, beware the diapers of 
direct police. Our body is a washing of the hinges, aping such 
superlatives opens up the certitude of the torture, contradiction 
the conventional abyss of our direction. The repertoire dovetails 
to a solitary undress. Amorally to reproduce this authentic 
expertise, another sexless perdition of passivity. Broke and 
gruesome in the gaunt semantics of these whispered 
tribulations. To oppress with a male counterfeit. The 
appropriate counterattack recessed in chic repudiation of the 
patriarchy. For the ad hoc pronouns typed in the sequential 
onanisms of the text. The stereotypical intrusions of repetitive 
obstruction. The truces inside each woman, the exotic civility of 
the masculine whore. Inebriating the glory of the rose. Specular 
impotence of a global narcissism, puritan as the valorized 
institution of marriage. Fluctuation of uncompromising 
judgements. Mistaken identity, as in the look of a lunatic from 
afar. Scuttled the traditional comics, but art deconstructed from 
advertisements invested with the ark of such as was opened to 
the poem as a political arthritis, a mythic pardon of capillary 
jaundice, broadcast the photographic culvert, survey of the 
blatantly fictitious objectives, what impacts the metalinguistic 
jargon at the level of mirrored misery is the mesmerizing caprice 


of sadistic linguistics, the mosaic of the text stripped hereafter 
citrine in nervous costume, hardboiled univocal moans of 
beautiful deaths, naked ciphers kinetic in the zygotic jewels, 
breadth of the seizure a rafter cited in this hypothesis, during a 
position of spectral indifference within language. The detour of 
this silent promenade into code a philosophical etcetera 
impressed in the hologram of each word. The health of the truce 
ferrets the truth from the layers of the tale. We are the cold 
vogue soldered in the scullery of the art. Art is a form of bicuspid 
gas, colon wreath veneer, intrepid gorilla theatrics, cayenne rich 
in cystic bulimia, sex as an abortion. 


Their avoidance of the evidence supported by eruptions of the 
times, raptorial erasures and supplicant knots, the dank 
ineffectual armature generating adherents to the failure, not the 
same as the fury of the bumble bee flying into an adjectival bulb, 
those who do not believe in these contributions would like to 
rename the indirectness a self or a negation, either you are or 
you are not whether or not you have come back to the idea of the 
self, this erasure a fissure of the fangs, the words “I Am’ are not 
simply forgeries in a kinemic beaker, are and are not the source 
of their own autopsy, but to indicate this textual apostasy as a 
concept eviscerated from explanation or as a theocrasy which 
originates with the Archons, asked to brood the pollen 
awakened in this creed, that the rooms are the environs of conch 
oil theory or a waning skullcap pulley which equations provide 
with the excessive flames of a nonlinear ammunition, quaking 
not preserved in quantum purgation, as if the propagations of a 
nerve are conserved in the energized doubts of energy, the heat 
of justice to have a psychokinesis experimentally reasoned 
through mechanical usefulness, futilitarian domains bestow this 
light of knotted energies likened to the inferred dynamics of an 
equation lingering from long ago, such as the nerve cells’ 
fructose so far removed from the softened jelly of this curse that 
the brain imbibes it all in descriptive certainty, the basic 
wholeness of the linear conceived of as a melting sun during a 
tournament of awareness one way or another hidden in 


alternative beginnings, inwardness rescinded as a carrion snow, 
not to be a memory of doubt, as memory itself is doubt, as doubt 
is memory of itself, doubts the memory of its self, a succession 
from those wistful pleats of seeing, neurons revealed as the 
lighter wands of the self which project beyond the moral gap to 
reveal a look aghast at the furtive supports of the ages spangled 
by a pantheon rinse that it sepals from a complex satyr, parts of it 
begin to read more like consciousness itself than properly of the 
brain, seemingly unitary questions like the virtually happening 
withdrawals communicating their victorious marks not only as 
an interpretation of the I but as a fissure fracturing the hopeless 
model of this phenomenon, flecks of brain actin muons dodge 
quantum to nerve impulse, hoax of a neural propaganda 
preserved in steady insolence, a nonchalance of productive 
energy is the deictic dubiety of the eyeball’s preposterous 
nonsense, sense refurbished in theocratic reenactments of the 
universal spore, cantankerous experiment pollinated by blasted 
quanta, there are lots of useful dynamics fully useless for 
different descriptions in that they don’t say anything at all about 
having been rejected, just that the clinamen in this case is a 
skiagraphic solvent, haven’t yet solved the technical systemics 
with any successful minimum of dynamical activations that we 
can assume as operable approximations, all aspects of the 
descriptive urgency not necessarily in this mold should not go 
back to the prohibitive hydraulics of apparent entropy, but even 
if awareness happens as a mediated screaming it remains that the 
screaming was in pain although swerved and self-serving, as if 
consciousness was a witness to this clenched whiteness and it 
didn’t care unless I was noticeably disappointed by this business 
of uselessness during the blurred thixotropy of belief, not that 
anything occurred but how was I to know this as an absolute 
experience and stand in my doubt detached from the mirror of 
being alive, not so much doubt about this discourse as about the 
sort of people who are not these thoughts. 


Persistence of the sentient experience and the squarely different 
acculturations obliquely experienced as a refusal to accept the 


clever intelligences of technology, whatever you might think of 
an intellectual argument experienced as the self the insouciance 
of these asemic impossibilities entangle breath thunders evinced 
from the whereabouts of percentage, or the morphed cork of this 
chthonic category, if it pleases you to know who you are as an 
experience of serial e-mail erased as illusory when the self is 
indicated, as when a water is the guaranteed answer and issue of 
the portal posed as a concept, even though it does illustrate the 
tides of the self, a conceptual discussion of the concept is often a 
very long time, what is meant by that is the utility of the self is a 
motile anecdote, an excursion not fixed by the rigor of its 
resources, so that one might migrate from arched children to 
midwife bicycle locomotion, as if such a sandwich would matter 
to the self, these apoplexies endured as scrounged from being 
experienced beneath the allopathic perimeters implicate in the 
seams ascribed to each hypothesized level, risk melts in hypnotic 
anodyne, in the garrote of this prize scraped a molecular 
hallucination from the nightly hypnosis, self then realized as an 
agreement among other people, an event in the middle of the 
person, the eve of the self which seems. 


Internal explosion, be that more a crisis in its transience than to 
the whims of song or madness, called this monastic knack a little 
crass, amok of the self I would like to know, not a matter of 
boredom I suspect to the eyesore, begins in self-expression but 
devolves through the smokescreen as a savaged vulva, sundered 
to a second in frictions of signature, not false in the semantic 
sense that it conceals underneath its comforts a virginal 
symphony, the ritual is we think the substance of the self, 
findings on occasion consistent once understood as a portent of 
insights devious as the sign, understands what an actual 
lobotomy entails, atmosphere whose hemispheres were 
somewhat quarreled by charisma, forgive my own interpretation, 
would like to submit this leaden suffering as my own 
monotheistic diminishment of the phenomenon, adolescent 
transits approximately determined for a threat of banished 
causes, the dynamics of rewiring ergonomically compelling 


released by the materializing ionic currents, there is no science 
whatsoever obstructing the welcome of this environment in 
which psychotic withering is established in every part of the 
testicular artforms that enable excitement to mother the elated 
conservation for a variance, therefore quantum darkness 
emulsions equate to the beautiful quietude of the poem, to 
another baffled humbling saturnine maelstrom wish one-off 
wicker we had considerable in some dynamical doubts 
underlying quaint flairs their own approximations, but we 
cannot account for the satisfactory hypocrisy of those hard 
hitting musclebound shoelace purists, but we must not wilt 
before these personal accouterments, experience of adulthoods 
our own or someone else’s, was aloof and why was it as if 
watching herself turning on, it was obsessive awareness of the 
whiteness of her stress, not openly identified as vaginal 
whiteness, though I never lost consciousness I do not confine 
myself to consciousness itself, nor would I open even if I did 
knead the windrow, as I have this enema profusely awareness can 
egress as long as you are florid baritone commentary comment is 
divided into two, a self and those who witness it, fugues for the 
exigent sejunct subjugations, labors from a widening cant 
directly experienced as a tendency to exist as data and not to 
exist through the interpretive tunnel which is me, this 
interlocked dereliction of experience the aerodynamic 
concourse of those who have self-defining celebrities in their 
cosmetic experience, how is it that what is perceived just falls 
into the data-gathering ear as if the innate things you do are not 
personally your world but rather a plethora of sentience 
embittered by the self, the results of which precipitate a 
trajectory of percolated repercussions anticipated in guardian 
justice, just as the clogged view says a lot about our online 
divagations, as gophers before us verboten around a very lineal 
discussion, the subject of sequence itself a serial disposition, as 
if moral clarity on wheat is a fixed idea of this culture, because 
the x-ray evolves from a second-hand veracity to flex the spokes 
of a salami bandwidth, one omnipotent Other as good as any of 
these referents, and yet I am isolated on the fly as such within the 
Tibetan exigencies of these marquee decisions, more 
unconscious than officially fit but also quiet to the detriment of 


my erected ego that involves my days as a younger man 
wandering the buttons of the torso in the matutinal history of my 
returns, proudly holding a halo in the form of a rocking chair, 
coming in from the cold saw himself as a witch, which of these 
two persons standing matter of factly in the middle of a hole, I 
believe in the substance of the silence. 


However the dissimilar peers’ sly rectory submits to the daily 
acceptance of itself, it could cordially orate the possessed love of 
its young betrayed by a thespian occlusion evolving cloaked and 
rowing through its neotenous needs, owing to something that I 
call its immaterial sensors, mirrors that only it evokes, dead in 
the widths of us starting from security and ending with a 
certainty which is false, unsung lysergic semblance not so much 
falsified as sexless and secretive so that it lurks unrecognized in 
the capacious sutures that an individual does not think, startling 
educations in the patient terrains of lead, to a very imprecise 
causality of conscientious excess, it’s rather hard to unravel the 
commensurate brains, intrigue a case of behavior but also an 
impression of reality, I cannot really grant the discursion but 
walk instead to be addressed as an iniquity instead of a point at 
the center of impossibility, that the current climate is to be 
regarded as a quantity of fever, why is there no equation to 
describe this error, if energy is dead and in circulation then the 
ergonomic process foretells us nothing, I understand this 
coercive consensus, concentric conservations, but the illness of 
potential is the difference of matter and has to be boundless in 
space-time delineations, otherwise the nonlinear differences 
carom from hustle to catkin exactly as a one-shot fulcrum 
machete, if they died in motionless mandrake thralls, energy is 
as slippery as it is complex and always the atypically thematic 
concurrently useless decimations, of which the brain’s activities 
give us a satisfactorily uncertain pagination, satin in this sense a 
saline telluric, propensity to tell us at least as little as we want to 
know, dynamics is the jurisprudence of forbidden inquiry, it 
lends itself to a tedious porrection, following the oeuvre of 
accidental cleverness death looked through the detachment of 


the person at what was a ghost of otherness becoming 
awareness, lit from behind by a conscious opacity, not some 
gothic heaven that I might believe in if I lost consciousness, but 
a hairpin wrinkle of insidious awareness that the noetic 
philosopher cannot ignore as obvious doubt. Consciousness in 
this clearing can make a few notes: it is not the self that exists; 
nothing between me and the world; are exactly what they have. 


Naturally audacious sanctuary, their own sobering fatalism 
counts less than other amusements which do not exist, this 
direct experience explicated by theophany, the self can adhere to 
a natal beyond as an excuse, those who have integuments of 
doubt convince those who have no experiential world that the 
only thing to know is the likeness of a juncture, in line with the 
light in a bitter abyss of reality, to indicate that you have no 
category, that the experiential command is the messianic 
collated by proximity of palatial tableaux, partially written, with 
which to my understanding I disagree, one has a philosophy 
beneath the history of one’s freelance thinking, only needed to 
be and was inferring that it is and is not static, resumes that 
music in the course of its indisputable competence, cursory 
mark the impending disdain crumpled by omniscience, facets of 
the self the territory of its focus and identified as the artillery of 
such, in as much as it only thinks in a deeper, neolithic line, 
relation of stoicism to deduction constructed in expedient 
deaths, some student of the garden outside of the hallucinated 
mode poised as a self sitting in a mangy rhombus, in a trance and 
thus askance at the persistent death of why, nature wobbled as 
soon as it was one he said in slurred aesthetics. Wherever a 
hypostasis is emitted needs placate the contractions of the 
seams, in similitudo dei, when a diction centered on the likeness 
of inspiration emulates the awareness of its silence drawn to the 
wound as dissolution of that which creates the resonant state of 
kinetic rage, a state of knife fang incubus resultant from this 
damage to the self, without which lever we are neither the trap 
nor the door of that conjunction, except that it evolves within 
that rare stampede of personalities, to deceive the charade of the 


buttocks’ somnolence dressed either in essence or society of 
mind, most intriguing eddies of the book withering before the 
name, deus revelatus, split by the might of binary problematics, 
the cavern of consciousness silently lit by reams of a savory 
frankincense, after foregrounding the phenomenal behavior 
especially if contradicting the given actions, innate taken as a 
bias of present distance, the gospel of which ought to set its 
sights on the studied distress of the populace, claiming that we 
should not write the altruistic agape as a diffusion of candid 
consummations within the dynamics of theandric acts, it’s this 
impulse to modulate the absolute which I don’t understand, to 
recognize the allegory as a provision of chemical conservatism 
having to do with approximations and including rogations, the 
hypostatic conversion of perpetual rotations conserved in the 
chiasma of the nerves, albeit at variance with our agreements 
concerning the behaviors from the circle, quadrature effected by 
crucifixion, until right now, when the nerves are the pronouns of 
the story and the lots of doubt approximate the quantum 
quictism of our scientific subjectivity, might be autonomous 
mobility or the want within the nothingness of ideas, completely 
without a warrant other than its abortifacient doubt, awareness 
takes over and the earth is rounded by ineffable accident, I do 
not experience this as philosophy, but I am in it in that I cannot 
actualize the body as an unconscious cavern of possibilities, 
whether or not it seems to be we who are aware. Being baptized 
in the aureole of self-awareness, orientation of the experiential 
more towards the self than towards those express reports we do 
not have, to show that these arguments have convinced 
thousands simply in the way they are arranged might fail to 
redeem the theory of stress, flight or fight reduced to flail, 
though the self is totipotent what lurks in the precipitation is 
either the indication of a fall or the conviction of an open mind, I 
undertake the anonymous jeremiad though fleeting to mean 
nevertheless lament, I have a tentative theology of nature but 
perhaps I have to admit it is organized around the opportune 
fluxions of diversity, otherwise this leads to an assumption of 
absolutes, and though I clever the incompletes in ill concealment 
both aspects stammer an ordnance of identity, as if the self in 
this instance is a verb, a self whose altitude happens as silence, 


self as the pulverized essence of self, Iam reminded here not to 
go into the found thematics of my beliefs, though a happy 
introduction to the comforts of the middle, although something 
he indicated when asked, illustrates the heresy of the real, 
because this determines the concepts which are to be planted 
and made possible as if the foolishness of this self is its authority, 
as if listening to the ego litigates that I am an individual, the idea 
that this awareness is a finely resonant object relinquished to the 
observation of an idea in whose mature blossoming of selves we 
manage to procreate, as if the created is the totality of the 
neurosomatic, inside the soft facades of this watery particular 
lies the temporary endlessness of likeness without a phonemic 
interpretation as one of its studied protractions binding 
character to the present, cloistered in consciousness though 
reported to show the contradictions of its content, these 
unfortunate findings annul some of the fruitful things insidious 
in their simple likelihood. Reactivated by truncated substrates 
wherein it is the energetic stone which sings the actual only as a 
season of spectra extracted from the incurable frequencies of 
these concepts, not only as proscription which underlies the 
deficiencies of the targets, but as an externally charted extension 
of exclusionary jolts haunting through the dry legacies of 
entrenched moonlight discrepancies which absorb both the will 
of the moon and this numbness properly called an electric ritual. 
Though the well after the sun is placed in the heat as the energy 
radiated by its light, simply look at the graduations of the 
sunlight’s moisture, the stigmata washing down upon the 
immorality of its acts, the magnanimous cheer of its hemorrhage 
perchance the bravado of its crippled mind-set, cusp in the grip 
of a textual glut, infected by the influence of both moon and text, 
gate of thighs, of things, which swings slightly off its hinge, 
query the fluent moisture of the banal. Appears to be a sigil of 
the materia fraught with lunar happenstance. Enacted as altered 
to materialize in this radiation. Absorptive invective the spiral 
emission of fact, spinal admission of fact, activated by antique 
doubts. So many measurements inaccurate, whereas the model 
expounded upon the other, if it doesn’t do exactly what it is 
intended to do, might light the thatch of nature’s warmth, light 
the opposite of night exposed in the full moon’s radiance, a solar 


coherence immixed in the ingredients of the night, that this is 
predicated on nowhere takes its time to settle until it reaches its 
peak, cold and lunarized heat contrasting with the periphery of 
the embolic light. Sun and moon ignited in the ice of nature, 
angst ringed silence without their ichor, nor is it simply the 
soluble phlogiston frowning upon the night as coldness 
pursuant to the light, but that fluid which is the contraction of 
electricity within the oven, sound of the moon as a living 
astrology, regardless of the rotating thistles, this is the rose 
which arises in the clarity of alchemy. Petulant loss is not one of 
the absolute assumptions of this chemistry. Contains the basic 
content, how doubt moves the rose into roses. Excess of the 
sun’s iridescence. Does the influence of its effects occlude the 
occult knots of its simple stasis, obtainable by producing the 
yeast of internal flame in the work? You begin in the 
atmospheric music of the being, being the subsequent 
interruption of the materia. 


In one stage of the lunar radius actualized by inactivity, 
accomplished in a silent luminescence which revolves through 
different certainties, the frequency of the broth both scenic and 
frenetic, heretical evening terminated by vibratory enigma 
modalities, tells us only a priapic encroachment, ceilings 
ambient in detachment from the beckoning cause of telekinesis, 
teleology in this a theoretical form of itself, from which vantage 
point I observe the likeness of warm butter to the anarchy of 
cooling molecules, a dehydrated standpoint oversimplified in 
the fluidity of its atmosphere, which produces a stratospheric 
coercion as its by-product, which is the subset of the fullness of 
sunlight, cloud rises into the sun only if you have living things 
around you, moonlight and its reflection, the time of day and the 
electric fury of its properties, magnetized by marginal flux, 
furthermore, in the partaking of felonious personalism from the 
wherewithal of its modular tendencies, it lends its thought to the 
universal peregrinations, thus trying to persuade the apron of 
the earth to commiserate with its obviously plangent remains 
yields a different sequence of effects depending upon the time of 


year. I would further theorize that thought is perhaps the silence 
of midnight in the heart of the singularity. The apertures of the 
unborn materia. Brings the aileron its nacelle. It is my thimble, 
stored the solar perspiration, reflected palpably event horizons 
in the self, the holy selflessness of the material, to denude any 
type of being, as if we were to speak of a modern sunlight, this is 
certainly as secretive as the whisper of unique truth. We engage 
the perspectives of our respective what. Accretions as they are 
found. Inherent in the other around me, I see the contrast, 
sunlight contrasted with its secern set, under the light imagined 
as during the energy of the light, the lower spheres at most 
instilled with hydrated light, graphic as it is rotated in the aludel 
at ground level, because of the doubt in all its parts, doubted the 
power of its surplus, two forces reduced to production could 
naturally lunate radiation, since moonlight implies that genetic 
fluids are activated like tinctures of moonlit theory, any time of 
day whatever the philosophy, sun as doubt described by astral 
elisions of occult subjects, the sound of philosophy a different 
approach to the ancient business of the ancients’ constant 
ramifications. Energy is clearly described in the doubt of the ear. 
As collated here, I mean all sounds collated here are moonlight, 
but are rather polyvalent electron severance factored by other 
planets, orbit on one level the itch inherent in the external fire, 
illness naturally an excitement. Lunation is the glitch in its 
preparation, turbulence which in turn ladles the solarized radii, 
discern this marriage as the relish of transmutation, 
perturbations culpable dilations adumbrated simply nascent 
could inhere in repugnant cries of lunacy, at large as a predator 
of the senses, one example of thinking in poems, we think of 
suppuration and while apart of the antigen sunlight mandorla, 
the cult of this perspicacity a basic assumption of its lilt, the 
discoveries in turn unnerve the tilt of the earth, doubt as 
arbitrage empowered by blood, drying when coupled with 
moistures, hoist, joist, foist, the sexual whine of the material in 
syne with the amplification of this moisture, herein suffusing the 
impotence of the sunlight with its autumnal presence, when the 
material of doubt is lit by dilation it begins to permeate the 
crannies absolved by doubt, the songs are what you see and what 
this works, not simply the concept imagined when maligned and 


lucid but the dilated doubt of the day warmed by sunlight, our 
alchemical birth a bastard impropriety impels through doubt 
these hisses of language, alliteration discerned as a scientific 
anarchy in excess, missing out on some of the important 
penetrations, such as the astrological truths which vary through 
the goblets, by influence combined so that the same day 
intersects its relation after it depends upon hermetic conjecture, 
the fluid electricity which is thought in the full moon’s night and 
the sun’s light which it works. 


They seem, after all, present to the physical, or do you have to 
acquire the human to consider this prospect? Our physiology 
can effect our erroneous night, mental entropy a suspicion of the 
environmental realm, the symbols fall away. Whatever 
throughout the physical manifestations concocts _ this 
impermanence. There is a lot of talk, of balm, where all this is 
brought into it, the etceteras we have had dangling over our 
doubts. What you have seen are the trappings of our 
perceptions. This is still thought of the physical, then, as it arises 
from pure consciousness. The mystical is not above sounding 
the conscious berms of our experience. Seems limited to words 
to say it in events. At each stasis the universe looks a little bit 
optional. Obtains a clearance between the barriers, are brought 
back, coaxed to consciousness, less an upward direction than a 
decoction. Part of the mystic cringe, which means our 
perceptions are true to our perception, in the variously illicit 
addendum, I'll add that the glove of consciousness returns to 
being, the limits of the spectrum a tautological consciousness. 
Drooping from it, dirigible, articular these perspectival realms, 
coxa the convex cyclical symbolizes, assuming that the spiritual 
is the mental, the astral an example. Our perpetuity evolves an 
astragalus, apical as the real, even emotional response a fever of 
every moment, awareness of the mentations, condensations of 
the real, does not grid the hysterical reality as a feverish riddle, 
physical reactions heat the glass of water, so the real is read in 
context. Without a mental arsenal the perinatal and the astral 
resolve, so the very lyase of the body is overlooked, involved in 


our eyeballs, fovea centralis, the retinue of their mechanism, you 
could write through these dreams to a little point of mystery but 
the reader in turn would have to convey the acquired antidote of 
the experience, so only a noetic particular of the physical, and I 
guess a representative dust, could herald the warming of a 
straitjacket inside the head, that the world I want might 
capitalize on the death of the heart devalues both the physical 
and the astral realities, the mental as the mystical, astral physical. 
Indirectly addresses the havoc of the physicists, physicists as the 
most secular of scientists but working under the direct 
superstition of the interruption, for this reason their language is 
a cellblock, grammar structures the categorization within the 
perceptions, and only an appendix become strangely more 
esoteric than mystical, as in an alchemy which has undergone a 
profound restoration of determinism, can incubate a quorum of 
quantum pluralities, physics in return for the lips of relativity, 
later generalized as psychic, for it is the human which opens up 
the possibility of an absolute esotericism, absolute entities 
periodic as they last, as in the spiral volute or receptive albumin 
brainstem cable, a theory of receptivity as disruption, variants in 
speech where the aspirants in the em titillate the invariant 
cyclotron of the story, making the same sounds is fundamental if 
theory is to result in the moxibustion of knots, created invalid 
from the talents of the human but depending on them also for 
bona fide perceptions, emblems syncretic in the structure of 
their whims. What we might call a nocturnal physics, or a 
noctilucal area of the existential, is born invariant in the 
algorithmic alchemy of variety, the plea in situ of its pleasure 
towards diversity, how our brain can learn to do a quantum 
dishabille before the will no longer bisects the causal fatalities, 
what neither the esoterics nor the mystics accelerate in their 
exploration of these quanta, that in order for the force to be a 
theoretical hysteria the extension of the manger must rely on the 
experiential magma as the meat and crest of the anther, 
otherwise it is a step further into the quagmire of metaphysics, 
hemispheres of the brain folded into strings of superstition, 
wine valued only for the corrosive trajectory of its whine. 
Influence upwards especially, eventually theorized as 
parenthetical, one attributes to the given, but how to understand 


the opposite, however one archives the successive prescriptions 
of the spectral one, speculations expected as the calculated 
outcome of these tasks, with metaphysics these ideas weigh the 
ecologies of our language, this way years ago, often the parietal 
physics of the psychics and their progeny, their processes an 
interest in the sediments of the particular. 


Contains the psychology of the Ifa oracle, if you can imagine the 
intensity of the life, the unconscious wood would be on one side 
and the cocoon of Christian dogma at the other pediment. For 
instance, the theological body weathers the corruptible body in 
the same way the soul worries its conscious categories. There 
are a number of conduits, sometimes even the phonemes seem 
unlimited, halfway between the self-created perpetuities and the 
environmental postulates, which pattern in another extravagance 
something which I believe: as we begin in discussing Lilith, the 
diamond borealis extensively unconscious in the encapsulated 
comedy is replicated by its self-expression, redressed by the 
golden theorem as in luciferase or yoga, and the incredulous 
preciosity of its mortal nature takes refuge in the ducts, gold as 
the fortune of the philosophical enemy. There was something 
developed out of something, between the psyche and its primal 
aspect, but what one can say that isn’t parenthetical within the 
intuitive inoculations of the penalty serves to formulate a 
product of the same. Sand as a process is arguably an alchemical 
process, but something intrinsic to the matter is ejected as the 
cornerstone of its psychical side, a tincture about the 
acculturation of nature, nurturing a rupture towards rapture, to 
disillusion the wound in which the subtle body sounds 
helplessly, as sobering as one could assume. 


Sound cannot be contained as a deterrent in the simplistic ruses 
of science, the deflated proofs of unprepared difference 
religions the physicists esotericists would nadir as contrary. 
Problems of the physical irruption inoculate the metathesis of 


doubt about the innocuous world outside it, in spite of the 
perceived problematics of this world and in contradistinction to 
its things. The forms of these findings are at most a membranous 
oulipo of aleatory formulations, the chance linguistics 
analytically askew and more or less statutory, a kiosk of doubt 
within the tainted implements of the language. What determines 
the implosion of the coordinates, about which we are able to say 
nothing which isn’t past, is the knowledge of healing symbolisms 
within the constellated plants, enough to mediate the mind as a 
very suspect and angular duct, a conduit of descriptive 
indeterminacy. The monolithic curls of the hewn steeples trine 
the anarchic centaur. Nothingness pushes upwards towards the 
anguished will. The circuitry of the brain blooms in yodeled 
theory. Triggered by leonine replacements, which has the width 
of bivalent aurora, serous autogenes costumes the relict tantra, 
boolean plasm gymnastics, the metaphysical as an imperative. 


The field of inaction as interconnection of lung and crotch, 
matter arranged in realistic archetypes intangible except for the 
hint of notes in various demarcations of preconscious or indirect 
memory. We know nothing except the physical provenance of 
confluent excesses. Incongruous is only an inferior assessment 
of the jugular seams, pathos apropos to perceptual gleanings, 
between the physical beginnings and the suggestible repentance 
of a younger beyond. Something spilt to speak about the tiles of 
the tenets. Split the old idea and the stammer of the birds is 
ghosted from the coarse body as smoke. To tell the androgynous 
mark in a kind of language zipper. To archive the wings of the 
hymn in the wisdom of the birds. A suave mentality and its 
sacred loom following the inimical upsilon into a reality without 
congealed effects. The permanent subtlety of the body, to find 
myself within the written, to actually mean the psychological 
nerve, and then to decline as understanding dilates. The subtlety 
of the beyond is the darkness of the body which makes this 
matter sensible. When we arrive at consciousness in this thin 
layer of the volatile body, somatic as the lining of the body and 
enfolded in it. The frescoed ends of meat anneal the body, on 


what ontic precepts wherein the pneuma is a crack, then below 
the vulva and between the thighs but not to be confused with the 
pneumatic nor with the breath of life entwined therein. The 
sounds unreasonable only within the gems belonging to the 
organs, which means that the world begins to hear me, now it’s 
time I took these sounds as the nearness of reality. 


Although incipient, the autonomous soma aberration infiltrates 
the issue of religion, is the somatic allocation of will, phylactery 
and door, once defined within a moral construct as humanly 
conscious, perspectival. When the essential conscious sentience 
filters the moral event from the ultimatum of which it is made, 
the whole completes its circuitry, as if one is written through 
rather than onto consciousness. Point of contention: adamantine 
bet of two wolves, ossified, beveled elongation of prophase 
wolves, grown in the humid edifice of audial prose, gives heft to 
the cultivar grex, hybrid in freckled ovulation, for the hymn both 
sustentative and famous. Vainglorious — sand-flecked 
armageddons, always sage in olio, other familiars in transit to 
posit the aileron of his shoulders, ears there are called the hybrid 
worlds of thought. To come back, more concerned about doubt 
than the ruffled yods, death of the rod and of the sickle, minions 
emblematic havens fit within the alcove. One small postulate 
locked into this hygiene, the hybrid I believe an actin glimmer 
glyph, phosphene sheath gelation, heightened by  sapid 
transduction, spicular culled from geriatric wheat, wine the 
embattled ergot, an otic wax gel sates auricular as stated, the 
living offering the father of himself, the loneliness of wine 
entwined in twin collapse. Two ravens as ravenous havens, their 
whiteness whispered away to black, lack of noise their utterance, 
seams of the hybrid phoneme sealed in the paragram, every day it 
flies over the world, huge in healing thought. I fear this health 
will not come through even though I am nothing. As the gelatin 
is the likely companion to the flowering rings of dust. Germ 
viand reckoning frets, to dole quotient snorkel upaya, saliva 
encircles the codices of salvation. What food but mutton is on 
the table gluttonous before him as the grail of drink? As it says, 


impaired haruspicy of ravens, entrails repast, bring to his ears an 
albumin gelled in molecular thought, memory in the meson, 
those slain in the thirsts of battle wolve worlds, words as a 
chemical process. Ergosterol ennui, genetic violence, ultraviolet 
lune in lungs, the needle itself to twine the wolf, one needs 
nothing other than the neural knurls of the self, impunity of the 
nebulous memory of its impiety, raven feast on lupine glans, 
blackened purity of the bulbous lunge. 


The real is likened to itself, but how cacophonous the certainty 
of its opposites, iritic within the physical apperceptions, gnarled 
by oracular potentials, wills interconnected in that our emotions 
answer to this likeness. We know our thoughts as premise lasso 
bottlenecks, the physiology of the psyche, idea clothed in tidal 
thoughts at rarified levels of ideation, meaning still the root of 
any array of words, essential kinemic episteme kinesis and 
kenosis. The way down expresses itself as the quarried 
thermion, but I don’t facilitate this doubt as sanctified infinite 
erotica, the quantum I realized in religious event horizons, gene 
lost in the frozen rhizome, synthetic fat renewal to depart from 
the rue and enter the musical world, beginning in the benign 
mirrors of perception. This bitter cathar hope emblazoned on 
the scarified I, state of mind a luscious decoction, awareness 
tattooed on the substantive iris of the unconscious, change a slit 
elutes from the subconscious continents of awareness, a 
universal tectonic whitening of the verbal areas of the brain, if 
focused upon the One as energy, there is also the infinite 
dispersion of all truths, simply by fathoming the batholithic 
leverage of your youth you will attain within the capaciousness to 
witness the eventuated dust in an economic ecology of 
conscious interaction. The body is the blood of the flame and its 
banality. But this is the onerous estrogen of an astral reversal 
and it becomes the talon stirrups of the mental necessity 
congealed in a knotty reality as kindred to the physical. I assume 
we can deflect our youthful percepts from the level of feathery 
estrus, our thoughts in the feverish evasion of your thoughts, 
though they do not share a shamanic realism, or the idea of 


erroneous music erected in the knotted grids of ideation, nor 
the elation of the idyllic erection justified as a pretext of itself, 
the same is true of anger, without this arable sextant of physical 
partitions there is no physical attrition and very likely no dearth 
of germane reactions, not to say that we are correct in our 
hernias or that the presumptive hemorrhage of renewal is merely 
physical. Few people have witnessed the poignant hiss, the 
expectorant of the terrestrial archery of words, though one 
writes it in the tangible zest of scissors, with the ideal eidetic, the 
eye the origin of things ironic, the cry is of the thistle voice, why 
reconfigured as way, the interpretation of the interruption the 
music of the muscles, momentarily ordinary deviation from the 
physical is, on the other hand, justice. 


Aromatic or corporeal, to embody because of the reactive carom, 
in the center it whitens as it widens, to be expressed as the other 
side of spirituality, unconscious on the one hand reminded of its 
internment, otherwise the development of the body is a play of 
rosaceous grease, caul grovelled in the soluble body butter of 
the spirit, raw tulip poison within the chiral aura, the 
incorruptible quince of the cornice delphic before the 
problematic withering of its succession. 

Subtle bodhi born as form in the diaphanous diamond, body 
ghosted through expressivity, the intentions of the various 
centers located in the interstices of the variable body. 

Ingestion of the questions will inoculate the embodiments. 

The cry of the chi beneath the lids of consciousness. 

The concept of a value digest, also a cancerous algebra of 
proprioception. 

The water of the crypt sans volition. 

The growl of the orphan is the low of nature. 

The arid viaducts of the body, the alchemical sponge in the 
apertures of this body. 

The auric nostrum gutted from the embodied furbelow. 

To substantiate the location is doubt’s intention and intuition. 
The diamond of the loci consists of biological death and 
structural feasance. 


Expression is at most a seance and a fever. 

Alchemy arises out of its lytic cognates. 

The bet is always towards a belief in the openness of loss. 

Doubt as it strides into the theoretical continuum. 

The equilibrium of the thunder is the contiguous shadow of 
doubt. 

A moral verity in the prattle of the body. 

The logical work of the ghost. 


Rose flex remedial palliative. It is the phlegmatic pathogen 
repertorial objectivity bone juvenescence nursing that’s not 
right fringe fingers repetitive in context further incapably 
inherent experiential definitive through volumetrics I’m not 
antipathic you’re quite a fiction quire felonious in nocturnal 
rationale volumes of their own medium veritably variably in 
keeping with the mind to stop that’s one of the representative 
perspectives that we troche the orrery satiate in anile. It would 
be the same bagatelle. A diagram of the somatic ether, either that 
or esthete, here I am, threatened by the subtle bruxis of the sarx. 
Saxa loquuntur. Corruption of believers through pneumatic 
experience. Part of the eruption synonymous in kind with 
irritant matter. This is the threnody of subtitles which quibbles 
the subsequent imbalance rather than psychotic in terms of the 
highway hierophantic bosk beside the holy road phanopoeia 
elusive lead of the meteoric combine mutters the vulgar body 
everlasting as an eagle the stars reign intercurrent region of 
prophylactic light yet the spirit alarms the concept of the body 
nootropic body in the oolemmic sheath actin contracts to empty 
creation into perspective chaos the subtext of the causative 
body. Having nothing as its schemata the poems arise in one 
another, physiology of the askesis. Intoxicated by purgations, 
anorexia of the reasonable speculations. They should galvanize 
my ensign burse in celebration of the corporal, gland semantics 
dire perceptions electromagnetic in the works. Doubt my 
language, world that recognizes the toes will matter, emergent 
quality of the rind, entities in thrall. Who am I that the long 
letters of the birds attend the oceans that wrote this? Perhaps a 


homeopathic sycosis indistinguishable from its undines, beard 
of the water, it is true that the possible exists, his works through 
information condition our withdrawal, with that in mind drawn 
from something like the sporadic body, to further perceptions 
known as planar syzygy, from an empathic paradox of the body 
which is an index of smoke in the lineages of the air to the 
inherited wiggle, a widget of representation, the substance of 
the fact conjectured through this to the point of conception. 
When we factor in the pathogenesis of the unconscious, and 
even more the inscrutable darkness of this unconscious mist, we 
must include the physiology of the symptoms, as if the 
unconscious is somewhere conscious, where we may find it 
according to the homeostasis of our conscience. Hyle or human, 
anima or animal, animus informed by animus, the stones 
speaking the animist doctrine of gaia, melopocia through 
imagined spirituality of the etymon, shift slips to split the stick, 
from slippage to the page, paragrams grown from the roots of 
grammar, the letteral wand less esoteric than the confessional 
hand of nature, not then knot as hadal emergent from the had, 
physics to psychics, always in that a Jewish answer to the seme, 
from the linguistic throes of alchemy to the auric apperception 
of the quiddity, quibble into pun, by paragrammatic melody 
improvised as sun, through assonant metonymy to lunar, light 
shunned through shunt to hunt, the girth of the language a 
kenosis of inner cleansing, matter before mystic makes the 
connection beyond what is written in one of our modern 
readings, through the roots of auric aurally to the sensual 
sciences. The verbal environs govern the speculations. 
Discussion is an ecology of its own invention. By that rent with 
the article, deictic fever of the planets, the anamnesis of the 
birds, they don’t see the union of their passages and their limits, 
that kind of coherence is theoretical. Mathematical systems 
correct the thirsts of grammar, now profoundly emerged to the 
itch of surface, it is obviously at large, a quantity of psoric order, 
to understand the understatement as a schematic of doubt, lots 
clast in isolation, translate the zero into a suture of fire, 
crenelated value in the material theory, black halo madonna 
hypothesis, Prieuré de Sion, a son of Jesus I cannot see where all 
is an ultimate beginning for spatial being. 


In the realm of the substantive, polyphonic remedies mote 
becalm habile unconsciousness, in the etiology of the unstable 
agent where humoral disorders jounce the hacek, have given us 
this instant an instance of substantive nervure, one of the 
peculiar facts surrounding doubt, what happens if the variant 
organisms conduct this information through a framework of 
ribs, the nounal indirection symptomatic of lying between the 
minimum and the synergy, which would exist in the absence of 
ourselves, we concede to exit in the excrescence or through the 
oscillating meatus, other perspectives empirical follicles of the 
focal concept, other testimonials evinced from the chiasmus, has 
always been written in the silva, kinesis has no wings and yet 
flying is endemic to the birds, illustrates the wandering jewels 
nervate in the vase, transcriptase in hamsa decocts the yogin 
gander, presented in the psyche as a percolation of doves, we 
cannot forget the prosaic circulation, hierarchical stitching, 
walking to explain the somatic context, to speak of the 
unconscious as a rebus, which is a predisposition of the 
unconscious to awaken in consciousness as identical with the 
darker environs of cionous excess. Doctrine not only the vital 
channel of the unconscious. Caustic unconscious onus 
cauterized by becoming music, sand our uncommitted minds 
shall sing, repels tumoral interventions, pathology of the 
eliminatory concomitants, mind at the onset of benthic 
memories, salt sung to the chronic apex of the caduceus, which 
is the plaintive poem of the sarx and the pathology of its 
psychology, connections aggravated in Jurassic conception, 
within the convex culet of its sidereal trauma. Our consecration 
invariant lust, dormant polymerase, gestation ontic nothingness, 
consuming the loessial ether, unification of the worlds in 
indeterminate sials, physics again the noetic life of sciences 
abdominal song, anything elsewhere a likeness of nothing 
aborted. We have the phatic from the lymphatic, wherein these 
interactions announce the inanity of belonging, spin sequels 
skillfully through the emollient tears, I do not see a poetry tied 
or tithed in the high achievements of this knot, an acceleration of 
needs emitted from the throat of the present, an incongruous 


world to be constructed through erasure, its gravitation 
inclusive of psychic apocalypse, galvanic oysters timorous within 
the ovens of the matter, physiognomy of the spatial ideation 
terminal and tectonic, poetry an argument with the symmetry of 
this theory. The message is messianic, the massage a 
mesmerism, how strategic these strategies seem in the 
histrionics of our youth, in the history of our so-called 
augmentation as a suspension of the symmetries, beauty sings in 
the beginning and for as long as longing is not a quantity of 
authority but a quality of possibility. Sensations abapical 
feasance, a kind of substantive cedilla in the query, flavor the 
invitation framed by forensic will, has a lot of merger to physic, 
not that they coct the humus of the will in a laboratory, 
experimental bosons to be seen in the facial contractions of the 
alchemists, between the illness and its lesion there is no problem 
of ideas, a form spoken in the night, persistent whiteness of the 
lead. Contemporary terror prognosis. Outset inhabits the 
nutritive progression, absconds, nor does the sycosic decimal 
ulcerate a fig, factotum enhanced by perceptual manifolds, 
perpetual amor already displayed as the philosophical receptor, 
amphibian polyphony of the phonemes ascendant, as if the 
uncial generates the page, an understanding sequestered in the 
entropic nothings, nothing less than the sophistry of the words, 
the veritable actual in the physical harangue of nothing. 
Important for theosophy in that the fundamental twitter of the 
centessimal astringent, suddenly died face up in the aromatic 
wine of the evening, that wine a convenient change in the token 
moistures, in that it closes the denouement with a metaphysical 
song of dawns, the changes in the demented aubade patented as 
a vulgate theory of human perception, things inherent in these 
entities essentially a percolation of the absolute through nature 
recognized as a modality of the crisis. Resulted in a beginning 
which he called the invariant hymnal of the oven. Became 
agitated on another level, retroviral theory, this time a fictional 
nature elopes with the acceptable matter, its narrative an 
absolved bible of nounal physics, snide of us now in the matter- 
of-fact prescription, that matter is energy in parenthesis, 
creating these fundamentals provides a structure for our senses. 


Monopoly structures of alchemical anarchy, therefore syntax, 
what is helical is dissimilar, what allopathic hilar, why then hemic 
emergency what karmic law of allographs swelling in formal 
medicine, language maintenance, religious physics or any other 
doubt about the psychical content hobbled by systemic ideals, 
ended the eclectic wattage initially in the individual, treated 
worse than what must be only a rift of appearances, that is the 
end as I regrettably become it, not referential but a veracious 
actuality. Speculation instead of implication, perception instead 
of meaning, these are the facets of speech within the book, but 
they turn themselves into my opinion in order not to respect it. 
Further, the force of the metathesis is not the thesis but the 
impossible physics of the written, cards dealt within the reason 
of that alcove, but the mathematics of the transcendental egg is 
tied to the logical structures of the language, a fully integrated 
gravitational event superfluous but also heraldic, in a word the 
argent will. The conditions therein are the partial themes of 
nothing, parts of the moment because also always becoming, 
suddenly unfurled in quantum plats of logic, brings us to the 
disease, our perceptions a scientific calcium which results from 
the quiescent syntax, semantic but also hemal, just cannot 
unravel this one existing as it does in what could theorize the 
already prolate symmetry of our deceptive struggles, this 
economy of dimensions a relatively symmetrical perception of 
perceiving, searching for the generative symmetry aligned in 
chthonic silence, the percept emerges from the quantitative 
church of prosaic charm, that is not to say that modern physics is 
an isthmic hope, but that its theoretical face is in fact the 
practical language of speculation, if this can clarify the content 
of our esoteric beliefs, there may be some fertility for physics. I 
don’t think spirit is an idea of matter, but the fermion is a mantic 
renewal of psychic perception, modality of the ritual pall, 
modem phalanx, technosophical materia of the mystical rhythm, 
and language on the whole is a proprioceptive philter, but all 
that is the reality of the future, what is real during the final ash 
bearing upon the appearance of the mark is a plaque of 
theoretical thanatos thelemics recently enlivened by newtonian 


werewolf perspicacity, invention of the humble force 
independent of invariants, osculum gnosis encyclical routine, 
and so the bivalent velocities somatic vex in beggar intentions 
functional viscera, plutonium the perceptual absolute and 
fundamental noetic percolating through the hackneyed percept 
value quanta, plurality outside the encircled entities, conditions 
oblong paradox excreta, holistic physics in tremulous semantics 
silence language. 


Scourges of the slurred calligraphy, categorical foreground 
appointed by the chance of a shifty letter, suitable body, 
epidemic periodicity, thought’s inconsequential levelling in 
which the psyche seems to trim the pace empyrean, empirically 
tangible principal of the body, when the hewn truss of the 
concept burns within the blood we have little concern for the 
unleashed ambitions of the body, surgical frequencies notated in 
the dermal gap. 


Land perchance the body first interposed between soul coiled 
soil and peritext, indisposition of the body as unlettered urn, 
happens extensively in what follows as I read the sowing of this 
thread. It is very difficult to map the nerves descriptively, 
wherein the skin is represented either as the weight it rises out 
of or a wreath of attendant smoke, this is the doubt of nerve, and 
whoever learns the language of the swan who brings the 
psychology of primitive paradox to the briar and from the bier, 
indeed to earn the harlot speech of psychiatric regurgitation, 
also the clinch which raves a veritable difficulty of the called 
unconscious, we usually access as impossible conceptually, but 
which we cannot unravel simply by designating the functions of 
its calends as the utterance of doubt, coddled increasingly in 
incomprehensible errata, psychology unwound from crisis, the 
cirrus wound on the germinal lung of the firmament, citrus in 
the sulfuric materials of the artery, because the unconscious is 
embedded in the placement of the twittering archer, whether to 


say taut or broken in this genre is to abuse the juggler’s 
cornucopia, though it may be localized with a system of 
technosophical gnosis, the divine then the illogical speech which 
calls the flesh its soul, for latent in the animus is the logical song 
of psyche, anima as immolation in the burnt offering of 
intonation, in which the shining is the shape of the star. 
Speculation arises as vapor on the lips, seeps back to its roots in 
the sensory organs, orisons of my sensorium enlivened by 
mirage language likened to a horizon, before which the world 
appears as an aphorism, the stated way. From quantity are 
attributes then muttered to what error, but the whore amphora 
avers informative, idea of the sacristy roof emplacement, ring of 
viridian ossuary, irenic ointment, the toothache that embodies 
our ambition, a bit unready to hiss this breath because as wind it 
floats a saintly wonderment, kill these ideas before your 
remembering gives real generic perforations elaborate gilt mirth 
of this, the psychological slang within the certain scrim 
immediate, whether indiscriminate or terminal as innate these 
emanations as stated by the body, becomes more therefore it 
grows through forfeitures in anger, that aspect of the nerve 
which includes the foreboding body also reclaims the emergent 
unconscious somewhere within the swerving unit unnerved as 
contact in clinamen death becomes interlocked with the climates 
of the body, hence the efficacy of the above, that part of the 
world which becomes the body, as if in the commingling of the 
twain there is the purity of the spiritus, psyche fused to the 
specifics of the brain, where the psyche would be the throat 
animated by the anima, the concept of the world a koan. 
Paranoid, vulnerability pierced, we reconcile the two cultural 
surgeries plainly, the astral temporality can’t replicate the 
preemptive representation because the intensive accumulation 
suborned by the astral minimizes uncharacteristically the 
libidinous guidelines. If this evaporates interpenetrating 
ventures, contrary to our thoughts, subordinated to networked 
physiology, the proliferation of the true demonstration, because 
thousands of musicalities interpenetrate, are the materia of the 
singularity, the autogenes of the mental realm, even as the 
demarcations of these thoughts and their loaded potencies 
express themselves through scales of vibrational advent, through 


the immediated below, as hollow as discontinuous, I realize that 
the wellsprings uncover a passionate sound-byte labeled quasi- 
religious by wicked stand-up registrations, at the level of mental 
receptivity, but I’ve never entirely believed that the counterpart 
to labor is the diversification of transpersonal mockery inspired 
by a toughened enlightenment. The standardization of the 
phrase “everything is connected”, once a two-fisted analog 
quantized by unpredictable prefix investigations, mostly wherein 
the mountainous somewhere, symbolic and mythological, what 
we will we will then peruse as the infinite, if this is true the 
hereditary gloze of routinely concupiscent virtuality crackling 
emasculated in the media-saturated amusements is filtered 
through the personal luxuries of democratization and wiped 
clean. If it doesn’t get to my amorous veneer, discorporate and 
derivative, I was referencing the territorial protocol of an 
atemporal instancy, phrasing the mental realm displayed in 
twofold slogans, analogous heterogeneity ideologized by mind- 
boggling magnetism, I don’t mean that in the tracking of 
irreplaceable symptoms we phase a computational origination 
through reliable susceptibility, reached in increments nightly, 
contingent upon a naturalized semiotic, and the universal 
aspects of perception are therefore set aside, one of the chosen 
still further barriers to our thought, but the ebb of distortion 
illustrates an instantaneous gestation, venereal in its essential 
objection to the universe, true to acute alternations encrypted by 
the fetish of spelling. In part mentally at least broadcast 
complicity exacerbates telluric cartography, intersection 
conducted through gestural trumpets, multiple traumatic 
thermals clarifying morbid ailments, each of our percolating 
percepts interactive, negotiated by electronic cleansing, the 
impact of our occurrence unfurls into the ontic absolute, a diet 
of persuasive interference interrogated by misleading 
compilation, ideally as a mystic inherent at the level of scarcity, 
apolitical constraints archived by nostalgic violin confluence, 
familial discard juxtapositions erased by corporate chronologies, 
glandular serif hemostasia, dynamic deranged by futuristic flow, 
ritual abandonment tyranny, utopian drainage sculpted by 
cervine evacuation, encompasses all the consequences of 
osteopathic stipend technology. We’ve had the nerve to discuss 


this certainty in our scientific papers. Fever as an aspect of 
juvenalia, dependent upon the vectors of the brain for 
perception and the discrepancies of language for consciousness. 
Contraindicated playback confirms emolument clouding 
inflammatory drum campaigns. Comparative toxins crucial 
strategy amounts antagonistic usher, era chiropractic in venous 
complexion, digital host resort. Circumflex as important to 
language as immunodeficiency of its rayon ameliorated by 
disposable complaints. Schism readable in esoteric ideas 
formulated as autoimmune majuscule inflection. The banal 
changes into an opportunistic paradigm. Modification of the 
circulatory suspense. Curative retains. Localized profile 
suppressed by lesional gain. Dominance buffers the hegemony. 
Saxophone research tactics. The social is the alien. Constitution 
font continuum, digestive gain a repeat of apterous overlap, 
physics a nihilistic wine, not that it really matters to the bosons. 
Elimination of interpersonal speed unprecedented. Will 
maximized by scanning the quantum inquiries for the epilogue 
concerning spacetime. Lyrical repetition, symptomatology 
adapted to organic fluctuation, stagnation of the maternal 
rubric. Absolute time an eternal sensation of the body. Up to the 
higher negations, these functional names mistake the astral for 
an ally of nothing, nothing but a knowledge of abstract purity, 
variants of which reside in the wavicles of the brain, things 
discerned in the syntax and our stand. A thorn itself as well as in 
concert, theory of conceits, clearly a product of this particular 
isotope, from the mantra rhizome copy the phlegmatic chess, 
crest of the quest is the quantum leap, least irredentist polarity 
fabrics the phyletic plane. Sentimental aesthetic spooks 
disparate children, spooky recording kindred of leap, it is all 
reaction after the origins of concrete exaction, lepton spools 
documentary inflection, technological overlap saved by 
diversification, the whole experience of it incarnate, but the idea 
of the fingers is an error, we can agree that the physical also 
elicits from you a reality inherent in thumbscrew persuasion, 
opposable examples of the pervasive motions, phylogenetic 
sequence a faulty tectum propinquity, as if the same standards 
contrary to array by foray, not the same pointillist primer of the 
pseudepigraphal griddle, but the idea which lingers in the 


middle of fact as the face of physical reality, sight as emotional 
whorls of perception, the mercurial canvas stippled with 
trademark vowel points, miasm of the tilde, graphemic agency, 
iatrogenic deltiology, as mystical followed by musical is a callous 
binding that we’ve somehow iced to justice, how we do not 
sequence in even knots of apocryphal consciousness, but 
suspend our raw advantages standing in the banal grace of astral 
materiality, pharmaceutical macron oleograph, leucophlegmatic 
trompe l’oeil, stretcher scraped by independent radiography, 
infancy of the secco tittle, laying the decoupage sitting in the 
papier maché, as if we haven’t done this, I see the lead hat in the 
ambience of it even if it doesn’t lead to the woof of things, no 
one crimps the whole of their experience in a remnant of alluring 
will, the concept remains although the phantom ploughs the 
mental jury, that the world is just a dream and I am a stratagem 
used to interpret it, I disagree in kind, unless we clip a path 
which debunks the mental glue, unrest as unreal as all the rest, 
nimrod as this within the plankton. Under that known before 
mace of natural laws which carry the gem from a. level 
misconception to inexhaustible inner therms working and what 
we can grasp as creatively anew rendered peak race of signal in 
an absolutist neoteny time may be this apothegm gravity as a 
schismatic totality that those inimical to limits infer in quantum 
detriments beauty or its wound untoward semantics it elevates 
the song of the wings reconstructing this the dead normalcy 
when unsuspected even to the wavelength quality emerges as 
having more than beautiful rhythms or pessimistic mysticisms 
but to say that this music is the mist of dust rant recourse to the 
echoes of the consequences of these tenets no longer personally 
religious but also indeterminate. Contradicting the knotted treat 
of the toes, roof of any religion otherwise indigenous to these 
knots, not to be able to work within these contradictions is an 
exigency of fact, the alchemy of anger inherent in the self- 
organization of our initials, an emblematic alchemical algorithm, 
the alchemist enacts an adoption of the dead, and how it differs 
from the embers of the formula is verified in the angular calx of 
alchemy’s philosophy, not that the senseless lucre of the birds 
deports with the strangeness of the unconscious, but that this 
doubt is the vented fiction of heaven and hell, their faceted tiaras 


like the adamant names of the stars, a reflection of doubt in the 
deaths of the night. Reality is a model of the proven as it is tightly 
realized within the closed ethics of its systematic fundamentals, 
endowed with the quantum consciousness of the night, a plastic 
trivalence which inheres in the logical referents of 
estrangement, ostranenye, not that it breaches the percolated 
speculations of this algebra, but that it imparts the reasoned 
coccyx to the heretical regions of the sarx, which could be the 
greatest emollient of consciousness if not for the unconscious 
wounds inflicted by the other. The docetic form of parakeet 
Christianity orthodox in the trestle, nudity always a biological 
guess of the testicles, physiology breaks out in incidents of 
angst, but also because Christ is the febrile body outside of our 
conceptual filth, tragedy threaded through the somatic 
insistence of the instant. At the other tired entry of the tiger into 
the symmetrical body breath like a framework of somnambulant 
excess supportive of feverish diamonds as has been noted by the 
inevitable sunrise of the moon, the body a bottle identical with 
this siamese philosophy, the diamond self then embodied 
therefore culled from the golden gel of sanskrit, according to 
which it is not the poetry which matters but the static arcana as 
an isthmus of waiting, procedure analogous to apparent process, 
medieval albumen excrescence, trial of the deviant secrets 
centered in the highest value of poetical moth semantics resident 
in the ideal reality of the primal body, supple as pristine bodes 
finished product, fat miasma actin yoga kindled in the prayers of 
yantra, very little of very great value differentiates the stone from 
the beet, what became of the brittle psyche interred in the dung 
heap, perilous conjecture behind the disinterested questions, 
does the substance of the body supplant itself? 


He broken for thirsts, first spoken in the key of here, rag amok is 
ore, more recent than the contraband, contributed, to the titular 
femur, who is breath to the soul is sun to the lemur, anger bodes 
the abode of anger, an excess of the goddess. Images out of 
mages, are not, are not an assemblage of knots, science because 
of learned cause or silence, confession the profession of the 


dead, never the duty arrayed in rays or forays, through a maze for 
the maize, amazed by belief, believing in the thirst of Christ, 
amazing to have mastered or mustered the left hand path or the 
Muslim stand, handfast, for centuries in the past, stand fast. In 
hurt the modern prosthetics, a linguistic hypothesis, therefore of 
the word a wound, before the analogous Kabbalah, another 
access to excess, excessive anaphora to access, he must to dust 
be dust to mist, etiology of the sensory perception, between the 
two tiers of my fist, the chemical letters slovenly alkahest, then 
what, two tears to quench the thirst. Closer to the physical 
closure, they make their restless directions, they think 
acquaintance is becoming, aqueous language of the witch, the 
whole world a watery future and the fiery phosphorescence, 
interpreted the consanguinity of the dust as their reaction to 
themselves, they reasoned themselves worthy in analogous body, 
striations undulations, proof of alchemy is seen as artificial limits 
to this exaction, are filled with indecent incidents the 
consequences of which vex our theoretical reasons, why burn 
the earth as Nineveh vat tympanum, strategy and structure life 
muscles the workings of these sciences, foci of the other 
unimportance, unresolved unsolved by heroic procedures, the 
random thirsts of the centaur acculturate the language skirts, 
into the occidental oeuvre of the accident, until today the 
incoherent schematic imports fumaroles to quantum psychics, 
an open door for religion innately a continuum of night and 
perspicuous alchemy. Orgy of the dead. The this as that is. 
Darkness of entombed ideational meat. The body which ores 
essence of fuses, sederunt. As a fictive meeting of meaning and 
spirit. Possesses sand in the anther ghost. May develop in 
dowsing the eddy. An opus of pus or offal of suet, office, orifice 
of the lungs, child of stone. Comes from the heavy iris of the ibis, 
Horus hermetic, grown in the body of this hiss. Common 
montage monopoly polis, cosmopolitan carafe, could and does 
care less, nevertheless caress. Diamond body or the coroner’s 
stone, highway of blood, no marks bleeding in the doubt of 
water, marketing the qualities of drought. That body and this 
idea. Subtle frozen in the diamond oven of nature. Are much 
alike from excess of transmutation. Which is equal to the vatic of 
which it is in viand. Bone or stone found in tone. Stone the 


enigmatic conceptualization of these homeopathic dilutions, 
would like to raise in the well to forward the ester anther, aster, 
calamity of dysfunctional starlight, the body of this kiss, you can 
ask her, a bone of anger, estrus of the goddess. 


It is not our business to create the grave or to make up a 
commitment to an ideology in hiding, whatever our perceptions 
entail of the algorithmic creation terminated, but as perceptions 
are wearied through neurolinguistics we must find out if we have 
a lot of work to do here or if our work is a cast of lots, Planck 
constant quelled across the grave, the entity entitled time 
vouched to the category quiescent, qualia of each interaction a 
possibility for escape. The vast artifice of each particle, enough 
energies to creed these appearances billions of times, so, in 
order for proton option theory to lotion the receptors such 
criteria are disordered to judge whether in the musics of the 
margins or the topological dimensions of the knotted signals, as 
initially used by inimical structures are otherwise strong theses 
of the eyes, staring a life later sated before the grave he gave it an 
unqualified hearing, field of objective anthropomorphic beauty, 
where qualities as we know them are not as we are able to 
understand them even though we are able to use these 
expressions as a kind of helpless dictionary to spark the quarks 
unbiased in theoretical metaphysics, the new grave of knots a 
kinetic metaphysics, retinal onus now unconcerned to advance 
therefore towards the vulgar internment, and in a strange mist 
some hundreds of relicts that may fundamental their diurnals, 
ylem for them to express as golem, not only between elements 
but in the hems of esoteric ideas, corrected from the fictive 
forms, inclusive as to the astrals, what is dead and what is 
perception of the word as mental, verily physical sense this fact 
suspect, every one of the departmental realities a meaning 
averaged by doubt, putting your meal in the apse of substance to 
calm the realm in the real itself alms through a stance though 
dance to stand as astral, we are the banalities of our eventual 
deaths, the hymnal when in its book an excess of excuses, relics 
as a whole or as we choose to use them, tickets to the self in fact I 


relatively seek other though through the matter how many 
senses to shape the picture, mothering to bother these latter 
strictures or instructions, structured intimations, so it is right in 
the allocation of the site as seen through the dispositions of the 
night, mauled death is just to deify the mind, this reified by 
gravity as apical reality, in the same sense this attitude is implied 
in the aural, what I am as mental and here to tell. 


While physics in itself is a closure of course a number of day to 
day worries are necessarily silent appetites, the spirit of the 
material a chancy probe, chicanery, into the reactive 
deliberations of a new linguistic query, in that the act of 
perception is resolved again as language, the fundamental 
gratitude editing, aerating, an excursion into wit. Was ordained 
as a genetic strain, systemic and glandular, and will surplus 
singing to dish escapist sequent, all of us interested in prefrontal 
psychic hara, wound of the oldest positrons red-shifting away 
from the archetype of continuum, the cerebral entwined with the 
general distribution of a given viewpoint, perchance 
determinism and opportune skepsis consequent during the 
mystic itch, described absence as a treatment of blood, bleeding 
beeswax, encaustic perceptions encrusted with human 
theodolite. Perinatal entreaties eupsychic invariants where no 
longer invariable new functional deaths invalid hysterogenic 
extracted from nubility born absolutely invulnerable relatively 
theoretical perception also shouldered recalcitrant enmities, 
therefore this is the self, but if its interaction is an independent 
lute, what is the next logical step? Our interactions are not 
absolute but between the porous sands of information pours the 
banal wit of perception, pronounced the same by each of the 
sensory organs. The fevers of all inimitable in theory governed 
by the body, we know the synergy as psychosomatic motions and 
the notion is astral, but the more we touch of the world the less it 
is revealed as a continuum, the above a continuation of the all, 
but an attack of the crevice born to be saying mind is antithetical 
to world, even if we believe the form of you it is still the 
awareness of us, these crevices of the universe, specifically this 


sate of night, disruptions of the way in which one is startled into 
difference, slants within the focus on perception of one’s self, 
perception become a criterion of the surface, each artery is a 
gallery, the paradox is that the one truth stands in relation to its 
own relative silence, ’'m absolutely uncertain, stars as indicated 
by the aching of the state-space model, as such a statement 
specifically human. 


Risky and lateral skull, who reasons that it is a wolf which sorts 
the meaningful flames coiled in a god, he is also the hemocytic 
conjunction, who burns roams in the slough of night, giant 
striding entrails of this story collated by hellenic fingers, a rock 
by organic sands to ordinate the sun, darkness entwined with 
death to hide in the parenthesis of sleep, who is also known by 
the vanished angels read on high as the elixir of lead collagen, 
gall legs the vein through quivering cipher, nous in the language 
of the zero when the aesthetic wounds of his father later to be 
recognized as locked into the burn swells in the preface to the 
solvent vulva, turmoil of the world rapine in conflict with its 
lacks the gamete hierophanic by any other name. Basted viscera 
battered in turn degraded up to the livelihood which may be read 
as sundry sun gods living up to this parade, in close relation to 
the serpentine warnings emitted by the names, clept by the folk 
the vengeful daughter, revenge of the balding father deluded in 
the vale of death, may be the ladder remains toggled upwards 
towards the solar, mankind whitened alive by the narrow rages of 
the wolf, the spinal anarchy polluted by the common moral 
arcana of purification, success of the fierce grey hand smilingly 
ceased as sand, to count it is no sin if offered to his recess. 


Understanding is an absolute but matter is related to the form of 
consequence, the existence of that life made as much as willed, 
immense silence but the burn of the alchemist ruminating force. 
Each turn depends on love outside of what disproved by twin 
polarities. Opposites form two isthmi of silence, we return to the 


natal mist as a gathering of forms, once from gold to fools risible 
in their understanding of the lots, not to contradict these 
environs but to be, black the white light of color written on the 
night, in one is into, to make it do, symbols to create the 
patterns of the symbols, philosophy the death of the 
philosopher, speaking of this alchemy is passage from the course 
of mistakes into the mythology of fire, where the elixir of the 
moment is our involvement with its concurrence, characters who 
are all eyes, are odors of the Lord, oviferous glands, breach 
granted immobility, who will swallow born of the giantess no 
children are there inside the earth as Hell, doves geriatric in 
flame’s resolve, hatred of somatic concerns locked changing into 
a wolf, semantic roots of the muscular flame within the warlike 
marsh, the smile of the god hocked like saturnine opals, sand 
thousands ground within the elusive underground, the 
becoming of rage in the narrow light, peace grooming beholden 
sword of death, delight of the thistle grows through the arrow, is 
often related to the myth of hair, a grecian bath in the ambient 
delphi of the vulva, at times while hellbent assiduous blithe as 
well as read in the anger of the body, eager from the same 
febrific root as fever, takes the acumen of a needle to hammer 
this into an ear of grain, paragon of salt, oxygen paroxysm 
acrobatics, which foregrounds the wound of the wolf by dint of 
fallow alias, as vulva is the father of excess killed by hierophany, 
so dies in the cunnilingus, fatal conflict vouchsafed in fevers 
under anointed digestions, to us that anger looks like the 
heimarmene of the witch, but let the tenets of the survivors gild 
the obvious eagerness of the sky, dead in each ovulate existence, 
it is heresy to relate the valediction of that member to this ontic 
pain, but these irrational offertories, hapax legomenon, both 
viper and uvula, edentate locus anthropic moribund immobilized 
to unity that comes from the rage of the rock as a curse, a 
clearing of doubt followed by fenestral sunrise, hematic matter 
of the mercurial ship hermetic in its sacrifice. 


While others affirm the death of nature we ascribe life to the 
animate knot without design, a chord of chaos the enigma of 


which is its auburn initiation, the bereavement of the useless 
albedo through the iteration of the knots, to create the 
coincident nigredo, dead then within the certain rubedo of the 
work, consent of the actual xanthosis then accessible. Our 
pathos is the altered image of our filth, grace the music we dilate, 
the form of our art returning the teeth to the name of the 
opposition, separating the one from the parts we then aerate the 
ether to be divined in chemical masks of poverty, the visible rose 
of those who do not need to will. The degrees envelop the 
consecutive oneness, wash contaminated by will to 
contamination, arises from the blackness united in its lack. Is 
this not the soul of the theorem which language erases in such 
devices as we discern? The true philter wobbles in the equation, 
an algebra of fierce grey noise, noetic semantics of the wolf, into 
the place of the gods with an intent to grace, a theology of three 
chords and a theory of women, the homing fever reason and 
resultant notes, notably fevers washed in scree and born in the 
offal of spring, the twin auras of the other which encircle the 
aurora. 


Said two petulant wolves altered the virulent amaranth wolves 
silent trickster sharp tomes from a germane order under the 
sway of a lapse or a limp to sickle one of the odder loath brother 
of the circus until he is brazenly imprisoned unrepentant 
partially in the colel word of god a liquor of the blind god himself 
ladder within a musical sport anger of the body burns in the rage 
of the book was sent as a scold burned three of the ambient 
vanities for the good of the night brown aster names share the 
feathers and feed on misprison under the truth as a pledge at 
hand mythology of the tear is the religion of the wolf will swerve 
against a virtual sun choked himself on the iridescence of the 
book the gods who mutually alter one another who may be 
parallels of musical fever surprise enamored of fear vedantic 
hologram burning buried in ice tubulin in solar anarchy 
analogous to underworld deities I also seem to remember that it 
matters meanings amok though few will remember the well of 
the velar sun entoiled in razor thunder veil of sands son of the 


senses suggested by the original myth the children of the rock 
first gave reason as a counterpart to human doubt might be 
wrong to secret the Isis key in an otic letter said the flood is an 
inscription of unity song of the elixir swallowed by the call 
mercurial hymn gematria inner mirror of the anus a feathered 
mirror the gods wrestle in their worship inclusive of the human 
victims. 


We disprove what burns for that beyond from below. Life elated 
to create whatever evolves analogous to death. The complexity of 
anxiety implies the feverish greed achieves evolutions exceeded 
by activation which eventually offers guidelines for possibility, 
the probability of potential. This to remind us that we succeed 
within the circle. What moreover we can do to become the 
import of the portal. The autistic universe we dream as an 
absolute. Caduceus as an emblem and cross as a combination of 
its forms. Once two though coiled in serpentine collisions. As 
though we are benign. All of nature to make an artifice of gold. 
The wise prospect in the invisible for the heresy of the wound. 
This singing develops the truths of the ear, though the previous 
is true in its singular absence. That which is compound comes 
whitened with impurities. Dead on the one hand in the other is 
meaning. An alchemical usury of fact. The tree is the palette 
from one artistic view, making these sounds redundant. To 
abstain from the unknowable as if an unknowable form, as if the 
unknown is the fool thought wise. The fiction of a few 
weaknesses has made me think, brittle between the twin vanities, 
the bolder reason of a primal glance. Rage arranged in mythic 
lines, actin of the first man under another’s nature, holographic 
passion of the prescient wolf. Once a gamut of selves, stock of 
ambient giants, joined to the germ of the transmundane, in vitro. 


A look at this lasso halo to have fathomed the sun in regret, 
naughty his name crapulous but hidden under the sands of 
cause, which means he is locked into the nefarious ether, an 


imported ladder loaned by tricking the shunts, but lust 
consumes the character in consummated gold, tortured 
inanimate threats mean the war of copulation, our body the tear 
whose god is the frosted wolf, to be in the forest fevered by the 
bitten moment is to offer me the ladder of tears in my nightly 
rage, or to be killed by the whittled anarchy of this rage, while 
the tear dies in the underworld looking for the solar wound, a 
kiosk of rags inhabitant in the myth, earth the abode of anger 
until its unclean counterpart rethinks the granular afterimage of 
its horned nirvana, in addition to tilling the vulva with a festive 
bone, after raging on the altar of the holster, what divine coitus 
finally migrates to this numbing, relumed then as the sameness 
of lights ordained in dual orders, the kirlian romance of the 
tactical quotes, above all outrage to feast upon the days. 


Grace of the caduceus nature years vaginal above frequent 
matters animate, leads to dissimilar griefs compiled by us as a 
will to compassion, though thought will never preclude the 
immense eventualities of pelvic possibility, we say we can only 
survive as far as we circumvent, but this is how the primal 
nocturne attrits the machinations of others, not how the cadaver 
we choose is known in the one erasure, bonding with doubt as 
one within this smile of silence, foolish tryst which aims for 
riches of enlightenment, sustained by thoughts of the pelvis but 
unable to understand the clitoris, previous to this lack is the 
impurity whitened by our impunity, to remove the aura of the 
anther just so, not to reveal the nothing reclined bland in this 
transmission, which allows a holy concealment as it tries to 
explicate the removal, known as the tool and the gong back 
before the valiant basil, the final battleground of grace, the 
jaunty tilt of the cervix central to the probability of creation, the 
lock and the loom of humanity, there various in rags are the 
goddesses of this shock, myself in hypnotic regard like the 
serpent of the dead. 


Son of the fever was said to swallow the moon, and unable to 
think of the uterus as a fire, which would compared to Priapus 
dismiss his gigantic lineage as mythology, is accepted in the 
book as the sun sown in various daughters, his laughter escarps 
the play in the tilling of the kiln, how does this twin of the body 
refraining into a key glow blown in gallantry to the elixir though 
brother to the eunuch of spears, this indirectly into the 
rapacious softened by comparison to the mother of our tears, a 
tint of the deuce astir in the sky, while binding the unleashed 
fever placed in his hand, predilection of the will in his return to 
the radiance of the eye, similarly around in the ring of the will, 
conflict killed in consort with the below, the feverish hair of the 
book of doubt, this laughter is about using the book as a 
blemish, daughter of the sun dressed in the breath of death, to 
kindle the wrath by killing the poetic either with a knot or with a 
breast, thus to be seen as the work if viewed in the world of the 
wolf, where womb translates by slippage to word, in the song of 
the certain poem. 


Succession either not in it or only irate, since when a knowing 
since the beef, statement intended rendered leaf, blended 
knowing proposed as chattel, pressed into the letter on bended 
knee, coital, of cattle. Resists combining in sundered rows, 
suppose the wedding survives, succession where this fever goes 
in, into an outer needle where it lay, needless to say fled in moral 
return, shall not ebullient withhold the hated song, not in an 
oven is it sown but around the hallowed frost, idle but no wider 
than our dreams by the end, sideling idyll. Places not indented 
by the little letters please taunt the cage, it was arraigned as a 
resultant trickery, the noisome daze of recollection can tease the 
holes from a grid of lacks, but there is water in it whether wet or 
in need of a rubefacient, rested in the ichor of this the orchard 
echoes. There is a butter at large coloring the green pict blank in 
all this ringing death, hanging a tubular thyrsus from the 
impotent potentate, a scary little piece of doubt and in a hurry, 
this fall went scissors coned in time at the witch tribunal, mostly 
thyroid mental and a path, the lesser orlams of our memory, 


throbs before the throne. Sand tied in knots takes its stand as 
doubt, and in that disaster all solitary sorcery, a seismic death 
whitens the thigh, color of the select ossia, precisely dead 
unopen to the hand, narrates the moral sand, extensions of this 
chart, debut of the target. Arena of song in sands ground liquor 
minces, that still manure a sire, salmon ogham fire, rare notches 
that grate the melancholy, a succession of knocks burble in the 
weather, another fault it shows of doubt, exfoliate the flute. Grist 
sebaceous ensign, choose deflection to splinter the fleeting 
verb, sounds there as their mirror in decline, also a transfer 
beneath the sign of terror, theater of crescent chalice 
nonchalant, soul of the sand in italics, cresset oil. She sounds 
and stands no sand for nothing, siderosic intent a flammable 
mask, lungs that knot obtrusive trine aligned in tactile suction, a 
section of aggregate lace, tiered argent set to ice the poem, 
innocence coiled their tears, torrid blood of the congregation, 
not the reverie of the gods but the song of the bolts, river of 
reversals, dream of the abstract rave. Topiary, sour initials of the 
nocturne, arcuate samovar seethe a spoonerism, stealth of the 
teeth neither noble nor attorned, known in excremental silence, 
silent wind a nocked arrow, snow ease the buffer in harm’s thrall, 
lingam as it was too beckoned to hole away the arris, veneer of 
the oils suppressed by deliverance, tunnel in a reed to be the 
bothersome water anthem, arsis arioso, apocalyptic apophasis. 
Chip of dew chalks tall the fluttered harlot, nervous behind 
belittle out in leaf molasses, muscle the sofa to the meaning of a 
bird, pottle of alto sickness, sin an extra salic when pectoral, salt 
the vaginal burn at rest in slender graves, perhaps a Nicaean piss 
shattered beneath the shards, first the thirst of the land then the 
pall of words, breath wherein the easy death excretes its gas, the 
knotted whine hoarse mottled near resile leading, airs beneath 
the feverish griefs of the gracious lamp, perfumed in mantic 
sopor, not bungled in nerves but drawn in sidereal locus, cutlery 
to be shaven, as the dead shall shed their death, under the 
shadow knife. 


Huge stable notes in brittle mud, pearly welt patina, scoff a 
taloned ditty, singe to stun. Meaning’s isthmus fades to disarray. 
The tiresome fall a balance, mosaic, changeling, fury in the 
malady, hiss which masks a stream. A handle on the lake as a 
whole, reparations to the buttocks whether wet or vulnerable, 
ornate rubber in need of a static cringe. Wit a truant dancer, to 
extract the toe from the maintains, diction of the teeth washed in 
radiant glands. 


Yellowing the trident colon, no more than the dirt of thought 
encountering incessant increase. Necessary, which means very 
little, analogous to the dark rectangular song, your guess is the 
singular arrow of the language. Strangely clash, beast shaken by 
the sweetness of breaded ogham, estrus tree, its countenance. 
Death in nervine baths, all threads altered yet implicate, these 
moral stakes aboard, line as tent, eyesore ruby bleeds in beads. 
Musical précis, mosaical excess, light at the core of night, a cowl. 
As vulgar as any sugar cut with blood, below the choice behind 
us, the silent beast. Memory a musical muscle. 


That does not alter a residual relaxation. Singed singularly and 
intended singular, what amounts to the reason of the dead, a 
seasonal awareness, no lament. Intuition in which fright remakes 
the dust. This ace, which is the coiling moral use of grandiose, 
noted within the enunciation, a thirsty date, the nape. Ruin there 
in union as a piercing shroud. A polyglot excitement, nestled in 
ridiculous workings, catatonic athletes. Dawn arranged as 
sorcery in the necessary rust. Fountain of iteration. Sown in the 
shade necessarily therapeutic, crescent angels fallen into a 
nuanced silence. Fictional totality, vat of teeth to furnace with a 
vengeance, choice the slack retirement of our languor, adage of 
poetic mold, pasting the diphthong into the feast. 


Let my flour pursue the form of our intentions, therefore spoiled 
in deeds, adult events lunge unlit, healing a progression of 
notes, self-evident fortuity. Beyond the crepe vessel authorial 
will not amphoral as to agglutinated rest, gulag of the studio, 
morse current highly upanishad, upon the knobs not copper 
inclusive of perfect happenstance. A fulcrum receding both 
hands, both clinamen complete in pure divination and removal 
of visual telekinetics, duration motes, augmented student. I feel 
this alchemical refrain reasonably enough as a student of time, 
unable to attain the incommunicable, infinitely expectorant, an 
infinite resurgence to correlate the astral somatics, even if 
chemical the necessary student pretends an independent 
unfolding of oneself, students thus in inquiry if only a qualified 
transit, one is only measured as one if one is a student of 
transitory music. How is achievement not the nadir of the dance? 
This the fortuitous relation within the crowd. 


Process whispering take nether king nor agriculture, the 
unfortunate liberations thrice tilled in filtered ingots, the libido 
of the kind, the licentiousness of the consummate wolf, 
devoured instead of caught unaware in impure incorporation. 
The forest of signals purified, bodily kinships in the night, both 
fit but fiends unknown, thallus in repose. Inhere in nothing, 
prose disinterested in our arts is much more likely deafened by 
that which is obtained from the adulterated wish of a thing, 
however secret my fiendish knowledge, everything that is is 
indeed unless it is acknowledged. Adulteration hones the 
theramin mulch. Requisite drool, being spelunked, loiters 
impudent nose for natures capable of purpose. Auteur 
undefined, chemiluminescent __ traipse transformative, 
transformed tussle its implacable name Necessity established in 
the verifiable things, that excess of deeds, as it is, a friction of 
random wheats, minute arch over ice. 


Model pyretic array reassessed collides, seal applied in 
appropriate priority, probate on technique, parenthesis of the 
work majuscule yet strident, stainlessly ludic but untoward 
despond of unity, however implement in atlatl, magnetic arterial 
dormants, the use of chromodynamic implements kneaded 
fungus of the furnace, fire eon by personal intuitions, electronic 
and technological arsons of the times, telepathic referents 
attention to virtually recover electronics in pyric treason, a 
reference to the natural sun thus titular where the work within 
these bungalows, yet these varicose foils mesh and sheepish 
aftereffects of electrical wistfulness, note further cancellation of 
urgently suggested euchemical xanthosis, subverting the great 
work anew, I pray askew he is wrinkled by the song of his 
pyrrolic laboratory, flayed by meson radio, electric lingers in the 
seasons of his operation, who will uncover the adulterate 
argonauts in argent nights as contemporary isomers of observed 
form, condense to fall anew, king and afterimage reasoned from 
vessels intermingling this placement and its return, subject to 
relative entireties during thought. 


New ways to waylay the nuance leaves in supposedly irenic meals 
cooking the atlas alabaster butler magic chicken pleasant 
hickory alias a dinner chides also a docile children slick in chains 
boast licking the pastel stick cutting shadows from the dream in 
plain mask a dream of cuts makes razors of the succubus dreams 
select rhizome dimming note a whittle left us dry only for a 
moment egg was a timid music to the ear never the ambulatory 
moisture measured in a song the thinking form there weasels 
expression from the churn not hiding in the darkness as a way of 
eating the tingled teat bewildered in a snowing note so erratic as 
to feel us congealing in laborious heating he had a little piece of 
will which leaps behooved from hampered wash a bundle of 
systemic gyrations longing from a shambles of elevation new 
waists to weigh the language in repose. Suspect a serried 
accounting, a hurt merchandise, mercantile annoyance, what is 
more a steady confluence of manly notice taken as renascent, no 
language there burdens the climactic coordinates to make a 


ripple in the work, while cool is not extraordinary it is related to 
the knotted silence of diurnal indifference, reunion within the 
quaint vacuity of an excuse, crumbling a mixed prescription of 
single actions which unseat the knife, does this template replace 
the dust, does it not lubricate the violence of the sugars, water in 
squamous isometrics, I question that noise as a haven for music, 
a speck in the synaptic atoll, mountainous syntax a separation, to 
put it at least in the teasing twines which is a puzzlement, wet 
crosses staggering behind, once annihilated in two ablaze a 
serial cut, payload jettisoned in gaseous pelts, a hurt easel, a 
white bird cuddling the crevice, a piece of sequential aerosol 
canoptic buried with Coptic nicotine, could there be a cold risk 
counted in these chords, bestows below succulent erection 
election withdrawn from that, but it is all a hairpin sect emulsion 
frond in bedside egg syringe, why I loosen the chosen soap to 
seek a spoon in notes less natal before the knee, danger among 
the sacral oranges, to supply the questions whence this list of 
randy clothes foraged supplicant in the quest, since when as 
notation the ace of winds an artifice of silence, fever to pleat the 
rose, an artificial miscarriage coupled to the rhyme, a whole 
arras fondled home to summer in the livid coil, next to a folded 
mother, forms of less. Light curls around the musical changes, a 
sea of nausea likened to resemblance, the eye at a glance too 
tender in the middle, melting a slit in masks, not a solitary space 
annulled to see the seedling ascend in mud and vagrancy, this 
maddening wash in kirlian dust no therapy for the fakes of 
malice. What does the dirge thereby sonant mince as malefic 
dues, a temptation to this astonishing issue, music the lure of 
silence because cherished as spectral restraint? Once meat in 
relapse lectures the breakage a change ascribes the language 
cusp, cut inscriptions shining between the sudden and intimate 
tinctures. Anything that shelters the fall, what is a lode of 
necessary tint then teal masked by teak or eggs’ thin weave a 
sample of the value of silent meaning, arrangement the price of 
the picture, a colored license. Therein any orifice turns a gray 
surrendering to the breeze, morality the choice of original 
divinity, but roots gently bent away from the sight of this 
restoration. And never a sound as opposed to the supposition of 
looseness, that a thing is a bird this time, or there the vulva a 


fiction, supposing these bones waver in kindness, hope in 
germinal determinism, then not a narrowed ambage as the color 
of a foal, any creature claiming to make its habit in the night, 
sincerity germinates a fruitful eye like a lease belittled by cause 
or concept, a search for negative sight in satin bargains, spice 
creased in night aroused and spliced by anemic burials, the 
suggestion to satisfy the asemic sirocco, color better as 
continuance the sooner clouds may croon its winking, no choice 
but to hurry the interim recitals, transference of the waists in 
neglected argot, proud whimper of the certain sentence, there is 
no also in the coalesced evening unless the lilacs compose a 
sacrificial horticulture, to harness the letter of the button, 
principled wisps tutored by student hatreds, the rest of the 
successors a violence. Ornate intelligence that unifies the fields 
with a null effect to the structure. Actual observations which 
account for their usefulness. Rectangle dripping luciferase, 
energy foals of the Aleph, fields operate as they do if coded in 
the sown. Real gardening in actual holograms. To articulate 
from a collective waking, that tyranny accomplished, an 
indication of the limits of definition. Needless to say needs 
constantly redefined. The indefinite that altered these fortunate 
states. A precious secret, but a tool for its constructs, as process 
instructs creation. The missing papers move beyond the 
competently explained, valiant as the night is aware there are no 
certainties, no beauty in the vivisection of being, avid scent of 
meaning, out of body an embattled misnomer. The tone of the 
ruler, the state of her mind’s corruption. Make sense of this 
saturated in silence. My error formulated in moral thought, more 
than the eye might meet in knots of meat. Central myth, 
verifiable food, translucent locust, secrets beget the mantic 
language but the night secretes its thought as number. Preface 
to the all together in understanding, to have or fill the story with 
amens, one word an impediment to night, neither an excess of 
perfection nor transmutation. To all, with all, fallen from a word 
of knowledge such as use. In the minimal observations we seck 
to obtain the deaths of these. One must perfect the isomer of 
actin in oneself. Relationship is a grey wolf, the king a music 
stolen from forbidden myths. Nature substantiates the church of 
solvent fire. Again: as devoured by a great fire so read in the 


scent, hermetic thermodynamics, these are the coils through 
which the context enters labor. Interpret it thus: the wolf is equal 
to the body, bodies thought thoroughly mixed with place, 
enough to witness the written. 


So much difference in the way of an order. In a kitchen because 
cooked in a difference. One ofa kind, one of a kind twice. There 
are bones and there is that which shows a likeness to bones. No 
hope in the diamond. Neither stretched nor a spoon, whole that 
is, the thing collecting its coordinates. Song sincere in a 
moment’s grace. To tease the care from belief. No memory there 
in color, all the orange a rust. Acknowledgement of character a 
character. Standards rising, green as a dollar, garland of the 
anecdote, darkness to succeed the other. The sign no sin. A 
string of gardens, melting diameters. The sooner the letter, this 
means service. There is no darkness darker than soon. Morals to 
strengthen values, clouds to track the sand. Yesterday an 
anecdote and a mission in the way. Antidote, analepsis. 
Something in the sun, all the practical punishments masking a 
ritual exile. Surrounding our indisposition, anarchic delight and 
whispered outrage. Something tiny, made veritable by language. 
Originality and its origins. 


Tt was straight filth appropriation, what is a decade, it is an 
orange century to speak of Saturday as if it was an excavation. 
The healer kneels in oak, meads wood-lined sheet-metal. The 
rose is a butler since when is singular no sense, nonsense. An 
acre of jokes in the retrospective. Inside is a part of the hand, a 
second part of the hand. Suppose a code is funny as 
performance, codon read as reed, a little powder for the water. 
Three Phillips tape recorders, an axe, a grand piano, a 
microphone, an aluminum ladder, a watering can, an enameled 
washbowl with a piece of soap, a basin filled with water the 
handles of which are decorated with two torches, attached to 
them by elastic, painted in black, and bound in insulating Scotch 


tape; there are also white cloths and a blackboard, two film 
projectors and a screen. That it was simple, grown in the written 
wit, a ballad of loss, what is this lament, it was a prong eye in a 
shower. A typographical wrangler, latex geranium, cola in a 
bottle of whisk. Coated with paint, excreta soup, a note to a 
nose, silence since. A leap of pallid seagull wreaths. Lacking 
digital Icarus, least with schizoid choice, ashé centaur. It was a 
wet boil in the liver is a kind of psocid china, next to meat read 
booklice. From the suicide of Marilyn Monroe to the ascendancy 
of Red China, as well as endless grist for the mills of cultural 
speculation about issues ranging from post-Hiroshima attitudes 
toward death and disaster to the accelerating threat of 
mechanised, multiple-image reproduction to our still-clinging, 
old-fashioned faith (both commercial and aesthetic) in hand- 
made, unique originals. 


The cracked broken shattered earth, of fragmentation, 
corrosion, decomposition, disintegration, rock crisis, debris 
slides, mud flow, avalanche expresses the same woven in its little 
sand, hands broken a little, and two or into formerly solitude, all 
that is left of it is a bone. It is intersectional, is barely there, is 
that as though it were not present, absent as the note of the 
moment no more, as nice as it is untenable to have it warmed, if 
not it differs from a line, is even a digestion of vanity in the 
bones. It is not outstanding alone, not a bone easily earned, 
churned in an urn as all can see, ground in the silent morals of 
mutation, lies like resignation brittle with moiré influence. 
Lecture a tease of disease was nothing at all more singularly in 
the center or arrears, many tears assessed as a color, no salmon 
here though the eating might hope for one, cough fallen to 
coffee as the bargain of a wedding. As cups means caprice, 
assures us that nothing is the pliable successor, girdle a whole 
wine more than thighs, the brethren calling to one another, 
mahogany shows no resurgence, open limits, closed limits, a 
series of points, an array of Matter, outer coordinates, inner 
coordinates, subtraction, addition, indeterminate certainty, 
determinate uncertainty, scattered information, contained 


information, reflection, mirror, edge, center, some place 
(physical), no place (abstract), many, one, one baffle vibratory 
redefined as urgent, mirror shown as an indicator of doubt, 
interprets the decoupage as contingent links. How to auscultate 
causality inducing consciousness to interpret the claustrophobic 
candle as a blink, if these do not exist then experience is a 
pupilar happiness, its setting is its structure, its energy sources 
generated by contingent fuselage adoption. To speculate that 
this occurs in out-of-body circuitry is the raiment of one as if 
capable of recognizance, itself a consequence of consciousness, 
also of belief retreating to the heart. The heart although a bevy of 
years (tears unfinished upstanding in the hypnotic arena of the 
mind, hyena enzymes and consequent mind _ indifference) 
flowers backwards somehow to plausibility, etching the poetry of 
protest in the parenthesis of hindsight, even the molecular 
brackets surround the events as something hypnotized by 
subjective fever, but that doesn’t reiterate the theme to be 
unlearned. A benign mistake in usefulness is the occluded 
measure of all ontology, the gland the function of the magic, to 
have been salvific is to stay out of ordinary gnarls, heart unerring 
in mistaken rhythm, reverb of arrhythmia, erythema, the radical 
itinerary of the work aground in witnessed hindsight, shock to 
see so much earth contained by interior architecture, a shock to 
see space normally filled with other things (people, furniture, 
manageable art objects), so completely monopolized and 
rendered inaccessible by this foreign substance, a mystery of 
renewal (if any surgical magic might acquiesce in wounds to 
experience the outer secret of the targets). To be the image one 
must find the ambage of the stitch, thus neither tinctures nor any 
combination of stria and malefica, ‘witch’ and ‘evil witch’, 
though stria aut herbaria might evert the moral tone of the 
poem, eventually could not be altered nor attain the stone 
forever lit in fields of hollow being. Secrets if arduous enough 
(and annual to a degree), the ways in which most of nature is 
turned until a hybrid split, the personality of the stone a sufi 
minefield jujitsu, once seen as an event it burns properly in the 
oratory of the installation, let the body of the king be the 
furniture of the body rehearsed into a stance, did a series of 
“invisible drawings,” in which the light penciling of a single 


word such as “sky,” “river,” and “tree,” appears, together with a 
rather Duchampian work — the High Energy Bar of chrome steel 
which was inscribed with the title High Energy Bar and 
accompanied by an engraved certificate affirming that it was 
indeed a High Energy Bar. Eyes a peek as so much nothing. 
Theater infers the ticket wrist, mold shapes bloom as realists, as 
real as a wince with no sincerity, since a no is as dead as a 
stranger placed in the increments across from grovel dust, living 
in the cold, living dead, no need to presuppose a coat to be read 
beneath the folded need next to a garden of bells, with layer on 
layer of stenciled letters in forest greens and golds, reiterating 
the poet’s haunting phrase: “una selva oscura ... una selva 
oscura”. The words that describe the wood become the wood 
itself. Thus one’s waist aligns with righteous intent, in the 
paragraph as removal of its substance, to ensnare the truth 
therein with a paraphrase, a prolepsis, let the united wonders 
remain untitled, but her actual forms are layered with ominous 
historical precedents, caves, catacombs, dungeons and beehive 
tombs. A garden and a bell, but not so that it electrifies the 
running cave, paid labored will with naught, a peculiar din in the 
eye, the feel of an anthropomorphic oyster which sticks in the 
loosened speaker, vibrant eye of the new renewed, will rights 
insight no song in sight, to use the black hand death cup lip 
assumptive randomnity, why closure cannot clear the artificial 
loop, suppose it’s a nose, or ice, nice tints no singular glands 
depressing the angular feel of a face’s jugular undress, hot as a 
comet corrected, vomit or cornet, no lease in the greased fervors 
of all this talk, where there was an edible ray in the day this music 
is sunning, suppose a secret beast next to the knife, folded in 
fever, read her writing was built in a garbage dumpster parked 
on Greene Street with doors taken from abandoned buildings 
serving as walls, everything yet unleashed why marry the prefix 
to the belief, I think therefore unlearned is a good beginning. 
Only tithed studious in the night, elf by serpentine retraction 
from the self, is then the energy of what it means, realm of palms, 
realm of open spines, the physics of prayer which uncovers our 
healing sequence, therefore our mast as money is tied to the 
foreign advance, to some deluded operation bracketed by our 
clearance, suspicion opens necessity, a diadem of weeds in the 


hymn of perfection, the king in muffled verbs united with the 
queen, has been preferred to the immaculate dialectic of pure 
gold, the result of reading queerer than we can imagine, the 
colored stripes of the work overlap at the two ends, at the inside 
point of a small inner triangle and, again, at the topmost point of 
the overall shape, creating a series of internal shadows that 
increase in density as the light alternately comes through the 
transparent and cut-out open sections of the work, quintessence 
formed from the four and the one when the water becomes 
unborn allure. That the four is the theme of nature if the 
collective raven extreme in altered night is but the cloistered 
offal of the vessel, closure an anarchic music of duality, the one 
above the high is the first as it is the salt of the watered air in 
contrast to our silence wherein the science of highest 
comprehension is expectation briefly hidden, subatomic, 
supposedly a slant of temperature over the massive chasms of a 
smallness the cascade amasses in a frequency of candidacy, I 
bring this dust to discuss the form of nothing, involves almost 
the dematerialization of the object as a visual presence. In this 
regard, his installations are at an opposite end from work by 
other installation sculptors, most of whom are involved with 
introducing a new emphasis on materials in space with regard to 
gravity and in employing material presence to expand our ideas 
about the physical reach of the gallery environment, the paunch 
of the toy ambages of nothing do not please the gamut of single 
fish candles to be found beside the larynx, needles inside the 
sewing which makes a tiny hush, ash thought long and stretched 
the blanket of today, there where a blight of knots billows 
mellifluous in the real. Narration of the cracks. Excess makes it 
annul the art, but snow flowers in the ornate shoulder, repelled 
by stretched analogy, grilled by rage and estranged, within the 
pittance of the deck which stripes the read in questions, wake to 
a party in decline is poison, purge is singular, little bits of the 
anvil enlivened by the song is washing a principia of prayer to 
bury it in, a pineal scream it was. 


Sinews capable of vegetable gravy a grass and moribund, 


moreover a sexual cake surprise, suppose it is a gigolo, as she 
pulls the arras from the meat, the aster from the night’s recoil, 
no chicken in the hand as lapsed as the clarity of a word, doubt in 
any case a null call hymen stickman given to oaken bandits, the 
mercury in the aubade, spatial clocks in a splayed solecism ruddy 
with necessity, anywhere crazed by the furor of the fervor no less 
arazor than harvested from the nest, if it fits the fiddle why worry 
the word into a comedic stupor, doubts the prismatic lock of a 
doubt, sample of the same faked by yearning poesis read when 
the filth is seamed in checkered seconds, a nihilistic knot by any 
other name, she has developed a powerful visual vocabulary by 
transforming found objects and materials into metaphors for 
memory, loss, reconciliation, and healing. The tattered 
armchairs, metal kitchen cabinets, rusty bedsprings, car doors, 
and lead window weights are at once evidence of America’s 
throwaway culture and relics of otherwise inaccessible private 
lives, entering at our behest the graven bottleneck, not real so 
much as surmised and therefore so, sown in the width of a 
peacock gnosis, acosmic gerund stretching this meat eaten by its 
heat, the play of the day the will of the well, if grip squared is a 
grid and gorge an urge, these commas the pentimenti of a 
partially erased grid, to me it was a shambles of love as much as it 
was out to lunch, what’s this got to do with the mirror of 
consciousness, the amorous lamella of molecular observation, 
squaring it as drapery into the tint of my aperture, used the 
tangled accumulations of this urban detritus, recently she has 
begun to enclose objects in cages constructed of sheets of the 
sort of steel grid that provides the framework for city sidewalks, 
cement floors, and other elements of the urban infrastructure, as 
a way of minding the binaural silences which artificial experience 
states as the history of technology. If the ceiling of my hat means 
that I cannot be satiated with Being, hypnotized by the double 
entendre of monolithic language, experienced as the tangled 
aura of a soul corroborated by Sol in its own words a form of 
thinking through the moment, burnt morning roe in situ a 
transformation of disinformation into a __ tantalizing 
modernization of the referent conducted through the phoneme 
towards observation, was she correct in the laughter coiled like a 
button against her waist, possibly careful and relative to 


assumption, in fact the somatic will found causative in the navel 
of sleep. In every age we use every little once of time when 
kindness therefore consuming the excess. Then is never fever so 
full of silence that it is not spilling, claims laminated all this 
detritus lame eloping, in the curved ear a lease is no clearing of 
collectibles, catarrh in the blood of the cauterized turnkey, sing 
to raise a circular death baked silent in simplex craving, nothing 
reads better than the haven of the curve, nothing swerved to 
stammer its rotund sound, no sooner therefore than the moon of 
summer to her but this is no excuse, it soothes the mechanistic 
tracks through a transfer towards the ordinary, stumbling 
though there is no hurry, preserved in the stain of a tender ice, 
prized exhibition of nonchalant recognition, the circumstances 
of sound which do no mathematics, simultaneously interwoven 
and inlaid from a distance, the installation, piled high with 
rusting metal cages enclosing enigmatic objects and punctuated 
by walls wrapped in white fabric or strands of copper wire, 
resembles an eerie, ghost city, because there is no wound within 
the wholeness of sound unless there in the broken sincerity of its 
shadow, four of a kind and a choice supposing the occurrence of 
three. That there are opportune bones which grace the rafters, 
no hope in the tablets but it isn’t necessary, a spoonful of water 
is not a claim in every season, as if graciously trembling endows 
this quantity with a compliant arch, the wailing knots ease into 
the installation and there is the mountainous night, an estranged 
liberty which has gained a little weight, sinks into taken 
forgranted and gathers ground to surround the feathers. 
Surrender one another to the surety of nothing. To surprise 
creation in its design, thunder on a roll, as if silence is tender 
and the mother of measure aloud, moon over monsoon to be 
continued, considered use as a dotted signal, some transfer of 
the circle no more than its authority and beside the point, alone 
in prudence with our perfect shadows. Risk stabilized in the eyes 
of the blood, vision of succinct inventions. There is no surrender 
in the remaining supplicants, there is the cant of suffering and a 
kindred theory, they chew on the shape some largess of angles 
certainly a shadow, at closer range it invites the viewer to wander 
through narrow passageways, coming upon caged tangles of 
twisted rope and twine, mounds of lead window weights stacked 


as if for burial, upended mattress frames whose coiling 
bedsprings pop forward with useless energy. 


Our art as a position of the earth is a clue, moreover death which 
is in the allure, thus purity may adjust but first the sentience 
must be removed, an itinerant ecology of the standard parts 
sequestered in medicinal postulates, the foreign matter then is 
the narcoleptic body, doubt at least a return of the soma to its 
tragedy, so the purging of the turret and the requiem for the 
seed are a required perdition, death ovulates in the letters of the 
Queen a mythic mercury, song is the chthonic sulphur of the will 
posited as interpretation, the King is a metaphor for the 
bracketed Kings, frequently they are construction materials — a 
strip of metal sheeting, a piece of plastic, louvers, an air vent — 
and the tutelary procedures of the body enact an agon in which 
the King has been a performance of the premature wolf, all 
storms transformed and recombined as essence, our hearing has 
been rendered as our surprise, allotted things audible but never 
capable of inaugurating the festive witch within its values, an 
excess of efficiency which undermines the boldness of the 
bloodlines, that which is impure unhinges the useful singing in 
its leap, in the interest of the unnamed a science of trajectories is 
stammered into the implicit grace, the field of meaning mined 
for illicit poems, was intrigued to find local people taking the 
manufactured objects of the Western world and reusing them in 
practical ways that bore no relation to their original function. 
They used, for example, old store signs — like “Coca-Cola — as a 
building material, mimed the rest from titled splices and then 
arranged these nothings as if stolen remarks, a lid of chance 
solipsism excreted into the world, just as in the morning 
montage showed up with an excuse, one vocable in the cup 
unseen and sudden gerund in the middle the best of changing 
the least of vulgar mentation, stir the needles with a pith of dots, 
alittle sullen comedy in white which makes a conscious sound, it 
warms the colored odor of harm green in a palm of wine, coupled 
to a lapse entrained as vibrant wrist, sounds so nearly that that 
inch a word of silk wet slime in woven exhaust in a trowel with a 


girth mold mourning the said hearts of greed mass is a thing to 
eat. The spent stick is not the wheat risk is a handle and melted 
knows no shade, polite aroma of a hoary need, if seen then sense 
is a scholarly secret, is composed of a light box, color 
transparencies, Plexiglas, steel, aluminum, vacu-form plastic, 
linoleum, and newsprint, wild and languorous insights 
ploughing another sortilege, prurient sport as such, this dark 
music magic a cloud a shadow gourmet, its meanings likely to be 
narrowed the better to grow trousers, within the preposition it is 
aweck of wits, I eye the need which states itself'as need, between 
a lounge and a pylon the intrinsic eating a poisonous reading of 
the breast, mostly in reaction to the principal questions, 
therefore unsettling. 


Haloes beehive under nave a slip, have mercy tomorrow, 
hundredth coach in chirrups a black shaped pillar third dirt a 
thirsty cress, water across the cross, sticking with a blue below 
the carpal west, dust in the beds makes a violence of the tree left 
there in the chambers, these random accumulations of exotic 
artifacts and specimens — intaglios and coconut shells alongside 
lumps of rubber, the horn of a “unicorn,” coffee beans, and 
fossils and fragments of classical sculpture — seem today like the 
unintentional antecedents of the esthetic of contraries elevated 
to dogma two centuries later by the Surrealists, a puddle of red 
announced in scumbling syntax, read more mental than a thorny 
winter, chest given to cells never knew it was stranger sold here 
with a whimper, the butterflies are beats, in that we see the 
violence shall the beast in amber anchor excellent ethers so all 
topical nuance is readable as an apple in the leverage of the 
event, unrest is not so odd as a pleated loop cooling the heated 
meat it eats, aspic in the holsters, toxins on occasion occlude the 
canvas, was a square remnant of weave beveled yeast drawn in 
the armature, durable threads wherein the concourse purloins 
the coup, the urge it hurries, whence musk like fat and not as 
spittle, a pace in crucible anger, a series of works using hinged 
planking as a ground. The predetermined “stripes” of the 
horizontal structure become part of the painted effect and, in 


turn, provide a background for collaged photos. The hinges are 
still visible, playing their own role in the total composition, a 
particular envelope repeated as certain destiny, darkness a 
ruined verb, tone of the many sundered a symbol of either the 
likeness of nothing or the price of its core, a nativity, if the 
ancient spice sings in the centuries’ yogurt, the reason the music 
dilates if there is a muscle in the knot, all the cave anthropics 
implicit statue and plantain thunder, a cave is a refurbished cork 
reverb, black specimen of a heap of signs, a leap from the 
mouths of horses to the author, no practical dispute undoes the 
sudden proceeds of imitation present in the calming anthrax of 
this custom. What is the moral fish thyme more admonished 
than burning in being pleasant, queries used to stir the 
aesthetics, a certain respect deflected from the coma of its 
maker, ice avenue especially guerilla, a place that is open within 
the custom is not persecution, socket of forgetful mulch, special 
anticipation in astonishment dilated by arrangement during 
allegory, held together by interaction. 


Glides across the slit. Circle of expectations, except for the 
noetic mistakes never disappointing. Read in the fakes an ashen 
treason, that is an instant reason, a lenient iteration which is an 
institution. Silent seance which does renounce resuscitation. 
Relax, while water is not the wind ordinarily, some of the 
drainage is tainted by the air, shuttered there in nodding 
stutters, all of which is most likely violent, an angle of the weight 
of nothing. The speakers, wired to microphones at the entrance 
to the disco, relayed the conversations of people inside to those 
passing by outside, traditional estrangements administered as 
timely nearness. Spread read as speech, didn’t notice the 
stationary laughter, water is the music of exact utterance, but 
this is a slice of analogous knots budding complicit in wept ice. 
Well and secret as a stolid wine, best unfold on Tuesday, it has 
three binary sisters and a tune largely negligent sex, the negligé 
of the text is a terminal poison. One was a niche of 40 inflatable 
sex dolls of the type usually sold in porn shops, installed with a 
recording of a voice reading fairy tales. The other balanced a 


spherical assemblage of model cardboard buildings and a stack 
of boxes (also cardboard and containing loudspeakers) on a 
knee-high steel rod, a virgin delicacy, present unsettled by 
exhortation: see the I. Certainly suspect hurt mended art bled 
incessant noise, not really and yet it is as plain as any reason, a 
seasonal morality currently, the token is no exception. Busily 
burdened so thighs, the fixture which makes the mat, clock of 
the cloaked enamel (it could use an eraser). This is a succinct 
certainty of complaint. If the indeterminate is determined by 
italics, a piercing of the flower in that stuttering music, siren the 
same actual intention moreover a sign, make no mistake 
standing naked in the mirror, frozen not to show singularly in 
the novel thickened quiet. A mind more raw than full, not at all 
open surpassing its loss, the delightful sight of light shadows 
another tragedy beside the neglected singing, a little bit of blue 
in the fictive greens, like that, to project images of Italian Old 
Master paintings on the bodies of the naked female dancers. 
Regular customers, of course, complained that the slide 
projections covered up the women. It also placed them in a 
historical perspective, where past and present could carry on a 
cross-cultural dialogue touching on issues of art, politics, and 
the way women are perceived and perceive themselves. Thorns 
in a wet place in between the nudity and the sign, the language of 
a dog blind with openness, now is septic, layered by fear, not to 
be in the present but to be in the practical cocoon of a murder in 
a film. 


See the wall cut to the word it smells of a remark climbing up its 
intentional justice. Milk just as it is, a reference to a white 
enigma, a little mold in the globular cooking, but hold onto your 
pineal tendencies, the bitter reasons would guess silk, clamoring 
for a hanging, legs kind of high and silent in the cunning white 
intention. Not that it’s a singular adjective cut up analogous to 
apples, to plunder the purple nose a little spice ripens as your 
fate. Sails bold nails in climates read as guess. That much luck in 
a lunar gown, light tight around the hunch, shows a grey baton 
recorded in the hair, a series of unearthly North African canvases 


in austere grays and luminescent bronze tones. Ovoid shapes are 
juxtaposed against jagged, aggressive forms. Black suns and 
teeth, sacred books floating across the canvas, and invented 
Arabic hieroglyphs set against murky landscapes, an extra soul 
for dinner sold as offal on the cusp of a single exaggeration, the 
hand of the clock is harm to the present, a cup of negligent 
nectar, a hiccup not nearly a thought, upward of rains uttered in 
the ears, the cry of a purr read as tulips blanched by presence, 
with its cracked and weathered surfaces, thick impastos of 
acrylic and earth, and hollowed-out incisions on canvas, metal 
and cement, see the wafer, cut to the word as it swells with 
remarkable darkness. 


By reason is not suspended as a vegetable noticeably fish. The 
simple fish sings in the wind. No less than a grade of play. It 
aches to tease the name from a dare, wind went in to thin the 
grin, no time there was for caution or causation, not a following 
to cause this beginning if open to a scented mouthful, why write 
this as a claim enacted in little thoughts, the seed sows the cut 
between the rows, separation of the breeze from the tatters. 
Partitions were created out of used clothing, tartan cloth, 
wallpaper, and corrugated zinc, toes learned to lean in the dust 
like a broom in butter, like a need that is feverish sweet and a 
panoply of signs. Mean brittle white and numb, ghosts that have 
hammered the night between two glasses. Dead buffers loaf bred 
in hiss. Bed limned in change, provided aural sex still tastes of 
shellfish, wishing the well in a feedback loop, what is cut by the 
crescent is carved in a crucial binge, his allegory of contradictory 
symbols: bones, molars, a plaster angel, flowers, books, skinned 
dead rabbits, the cross, the hammer and sickle, a star 
representing enlightenment, military swords, especially the kind 
of hole we can put finished space into. It bleeds and then it 
purges to a durable degree of ruin. Together in weakness steady 
jello suffering justice. Egg cores a single noise. The rods are 
totem cooking in the fact. One that folds in the eye seen herbally 
bitten. Again and often in sight of the limbs at night. Kind of a 
running shawl pronounced like a white hand. Rows shave the 


palaver worn petulant meek, gold latticework on the teeth, a leap 
of vice, lips crane the cornered bottle. Consists of a darkened, 
loftlike chamber dominated by a roundish, white flannel tent, 
illuminated from within, with shadows of an inhabitant moving 
across its surface. The viewer enters through a slit in the curtain. 
Knoll jellyroll which means post office placenta, plastic 
sinsemilla, at night the light is the width of a break in the knots, 
beneath the lake is a rattle where the nerves clearly shine like 
horn, a bunch of cells ripple arched clothing plucked by a shroud 
of conch. Select sings lector benign not with thermion vesper 
seeded by the breeze. Stirred the breath of the fading lily, half a 
hand per arm, resting on a series of overlapping, large 
biomorphic shapes of felt are lines of dried seeds, arcs of rattan, 
intricate towers — some no more than an inch high — made from 
bits of wire and a ball of wax, tiny born in change, madness 
swelling as moist soteriology, a sudden fear of beards inside the 
ear. Rage is the meaning of the beast in every man, the quest is a 
hole in the gills. Felt the shadows fall into the light, a web of 
interconnecting constructions is linked by strips of organza, bits 
of bamboo, and miscellany including sand, stones, flower petals, 
lenses, and shattered glass, likeness a moat around the unseen, 
creatures bold enough to change read the calypso breaths, 
choice anthologized in bitter letters, the ear more stable than the 
twisted end of a book. Invested in the ear a pool of reasonable 
maintains, more than the munitions of the gems, surge of mosaic 
in shadowed silence, comet not nearly the sound of a circular 
ear, the clarity of muscle in the musical array. 


Mingled the buttressed fingers pending a stick, humid arias, 
hurt mendacity more likely than the mandrake, any reading of 
this a song, or a lot more than the seasoning of light comedy to 
consider, cracked welds sutured in the pressed pleroma, the 
color of berries aroma of the juice which is an inch of wind 
within the customary dust, momentarily in a note so dipped in 
diameters daily, if the width of an outer weather is an area of 
allure, then the dream is only a machine for verbal detection, 
unborn causes necessarily near a cage anchored temporarily in 


the music of this show, even though the music as a whole is a 
quiz of the singing painting, the dancing clown, the motorized 
hammering giants and chattering, lockjawed, wooden 
spectators, the figures flying through the air, the scribbles, the 
numbers, the pictures and dreams tumbling across ceiling and 
wall, the messages littering the floor, impractical water that the 
pith of the eye rinses in a sudden glass, call of the pierced 
privations tinted with chains, not so tightly as stewed pudenda 
silent in tenderness and tryst, which sets a sparkle to the puzzled 
monstrosities of the song, each likeness blindly a lilt towards one 
of the entwined searches, in between the uglier ducts then 
peculiar theory gulch, dead in the ear a column a minute, 
separate outstanding orderly periodicity, rain is widening 
behind the eyes, not to be certain and not to be a witness curved 
gratuitously behind the curtain there are split paintings, tilted 
paintings, upside-down paintings, half paintings, unfinished 
paintings (including a deliberately amateurish vase of flowers 
roughly wrapped in bubble plastic). There are temporary wall 
drawings, reversible video images, references to current events, 
a politically astute Ping-Pong table, very light curls in a single 
stream of justice, a very strange ice of moral knots and excess, a 
hat inside the hem of an eye, parchment sand mindless of 
punning not so thoroughly contrary to the quiescent onion. 
Silence is a little thing in this water, a remnant of the queried 
morass, either a piece of the shoe or the madness of doubt, 
certainly a ceiling. If it is under the table it is ankles no more, 
that the template of the temple in any song mails bones that 
kneel in circumstance, mountains under thunder, shadows 
entrained to palms. Rising restrains the momentary nouns, 
button repeats the sudden instructions of its past. The fiscal 
charge in an instruct, any filial fable broken over a week of mice 
changes the ironic noun into an imitation of antimony inhabited 
by decency, cats crawl off one canvas onto the wall, life 
preservers bob in space, a projected magenta shadow of a 
spinning horse’s head lights up the floor, blue neon hoops jump 
through the air. And an absolutely enormous bubble-wrap giant 
on all fours inhales and exhales incessantly, showing its teeth to 
the roving tongue of the moon, there is no meaning which 
inheres in the delicious simulacrum, drink the fever of the beats, 


yesterday’s coup is a pus of citation in the morning, a song of 
referents between the dice of language and the knots of loss.. 
Why is there no occasion for persecuting a tropical boredom? 
The trope makes an igneous song of the events tethered then in 
a jar almost annulled. For some of the children this is a way for 
the rain to restrain its showers, to note that he has twined 
together all the loose strands of recent art history and greedily 
made them his own, from Conceptualism, Process Art, scatter 
works, and site-specific installations right up to “80s-brand 
Expressionisms (neo, pseudo, and vrai), making use of anything 
and everything in an indiscriminate synthesis that bridges all 
recent styles, so why shouldn’t a belief in the wholeness of sound 
issue tenure to a pigeon, the eye is bigger than the given and the 
bone a bonus within the supplications of the theory. Hope states 
its aberration in the spelling of hope, don’t stove the carats 
thickened in a shoal, soul is a role of copper as nothing is a clast 
of harmony, anfractuous events one musics through a furnace, 
not so much supine in belief as knelt in consideration, deflect 
the pale arms with triumphal thought, what is a brittle trigger but 
a bargain for the knees, the narrative makes no sound, tender 
roulette of the lips, repose in the garden androgenous rarity, 
sort of a dim inner incredulity but clouded by shirts withdrawn 
to curdled spoons, no sooner there than reassured, if the recital 
is radical the charge is an altered transfer, his most 
“spontaneous” images keep recurring on different walls, in 
different contexts, brought into context with new images: 
they’re infinitely repeatable, expandable, variable, and 
reversible, thanks to the wonders of the projector there is a 
perfect prison of vagueness calmed by the volume of sound, a 
little collapsed in lilac song and disturbed by its disruptions, a 
result of voluminous purity and the murmurs of reason 
murdered by thought he doesn’t not appropriate: he 
appropriates mostly from himself a lurch which can wither a 
trident, motifs merciful and solid as ziggurats, that simple as a 
sample of sounds. 


If anything is due to consciousness it is the test of the actual. 
Like Janus, there really is a parody of experience, the explosive 
nature of care, for example. While irregular sortilege augmented 
by knowledge of various productions reduces arrival to a blend 
of wakefulness, the mourning I used to bind in wind and sand, 
the indirect hypothetical towards reason, I now explain as eyes 
thorn to the roof, what the stillness here simmers in inquiry. 
Spontaneous serenity once indeterminate coerced by ideology 
into making puns, a rainbow bright corridor of famous artists’ 
and writers’ portraits and their quotations on how art is 
somehow above the law, experiments I awaken born in issued 
anger, montage increased for the betterment of morals and 
money, no more than any other organization into the 
experimental, researched somehow as clinched barter not only a 
text but an encounter in midlife with the circularity of such a 
thing, corroborates the accident as reasonable cause, as if to say 
implicit speculation into the auscultaion of form is a plausible 
level of research, and that at some level, by adding artwork by the 
so-called “Freeway killer” William Bonin at the end of the 
corridor as well as a donation box at the entrance, whose 
proceeds went to the Local Victims’ Rights Organization, mind 
as a somatic wisdom might flocculate the implicate nature as a 
badge of dread bridged by vibrational waking, the dream of 
actuality transformed into information theater, and that into a 
chiaroscuro of beliefs as consciousness. I believe consciousness 
via hypnosis is a plausible location of the golem behind the 
protuberant consciousness as it regards the conscious, 
understatement its own worst tendency implicated in the 
negative happening of even this. The theatrics of the out-of-body 
weather driven by experiential carnage into the lambent 
experience of witness, I agree with this provisionally, a lot of 
them were dealing with installation work and with narrative 
strategies, and with psychoanalytical subtexts, things that 
weren't of much interest in the previous period of art 
production, but I have added an architecture of provisional 
biology, atypical as the adverse of archetypal tablets, which 
hypnosis incorporates in its stuttering fools as a misplaced 
energy or maybe the weight of experience within the anonymous 


soma of the observed. I have coiled where the vulva I produced 
and made irritable in the seams of extreme biology a method of 
language delivered apart from the conscious undulations, I think 
therefore in full view of the warrant, whether out-of-body or 
driven by reality and damped by the long memory of witness in a 
pinch, able to renew the stillness alive in nature while still aware 
of the wind therein, time then an obligatory hypnosis and exact 
location of this doubt, I think that most artists, artists younger 
than me, take for granted that it’s right and proper to use the 
things in the world around them, I don’t pretend to concur with 
the occurrences of the heimarmene, diligently we were not 
separated roughly in between the truths, only carved from these 
assumptions. Within the insights of the evening are the feelers, 
and the free amber of the steam, but this astral circling swells 
and shines with verbs. If there is a channel wherein the 
obstructed plaintiffs mouth cutting an aria of tears this choice 
anchored in time then there is an answer which suggests a 
centrality of time and which shines argent in its sidereal center. 
Considered appealing the necessity of this deliberate fiction. 
These various mythic images were all beautifully mixed up, like 
in spiritualist symbologies, which I really love because symbols 
like that get so overloaded that they break into this frenzy of 
meaning. I like that. That’s my esthetic. It’s about using these 
things until they reach a crisis point, distinguished by the whine 
of indifference in the silence of its kind, interior spaces kindled 
by sound, but this does not mean the kinetics of chance opposed 
to bathing in the ray. Love snipes a poisonous teal around the 
prayer. Inside the rectangular hold there is a colloquial room, 
the seconds search among the lights but there is no allure 
sounding in the thigh, this resembles the argument concerning 
why we should stay away, if one collates the chairs and tempts 
the saturnine indifference, the only reason I make art rather than 
write about ideas is that there’s a certain poetic of the visual that 
appeals to me, in difference means any way, into the dirty light. 
This is not a subject which it does not express but is more like a 
theme which isn’t meant to be fitting. What is the wavelength of 
no more than two aspirants? A collection of silence, if there is 
anything to the darkness. Dark as an alto with verbal certainty. 
Silken monsters previous to the sweet wash of kindness and 


lamentation. All this makes us unsure that there is a suggestion 
of legs for us to stand on. His misdeeds brittle, handle the case, 
with care there is a sound of character in the emptiness, in any 
case an exterior answer is unreal. I wasn’t very good at dealing 
with the world I was born into, and art has always been a haven 
for alienated kids who need a fantasy life to survive. Salve made 
of singing zippers, this unspoken omen a fever of causes, so 
little authority for the absolute. Nothing in practice finally. Wind 
cooks its notes in storm. The customs sown instantly in their 
teaching. The stomach predicts the circular egg, wingnut 
famous as a cup of metaphysics, a single clarion born in praise, 
so outrageous that it heats the toes in increments of black, even 
though the fever is bent to water — which he describes as 
“propaganda gone wrong” — were a heady mix of elements 
blended together to examine a far-flung range of concerns 
including language, the nature of objects, belief systems, art 
history, sexual dysfunction, politics, and the hypocrisy of 
organized religion, itself a purge of beginnings, a spotless 
frequency in the metalanguage which equals the bodily oeuvre of 
metallic noise. In order to taint the dust of our metals we tighten 
the hinge of the wish. 


Under what punctuation do you query the upstart chagrin? What 
is the leaf of a muscle, what is dirt? What is a social poetry, 
violence thickened through violet to village, the read letter that 
sputters shut in speech? Why are we actually waiting for our 
fevers to be concurrent? What is the next herb of the bell? Not 
that I shot a brutal aroma full of spoons, but where is the will of 
the knot, and what is the way of the wind? Do the excellent 
analogies snooze in a risible allure? What if they’re soluble 
buffers? Not to say that this is the case, but norepinephrine cools 
the eaten heat, so what if our decision is to be a square 
remapping of the soul, a light left in the bay? What if we relive 
the leaf in an ocean of anaesthesia? Can we actually claim 
‘mounds of grass’ as sculpture? What then do we mean by the 
term ‘sculpture’? What good is a word that includes everything? 
For instance, how do we now distinguish between sculpture and 


landscape? And sculptor and landscape architect? Isn’t the “art 
object’ actually understood as a distinct and special category of 
thing? What actually happens to what was once distinct and 
special when we fold it into the fabric of its circumstances? Into 
our daily lives? Gain and loss? Are you intrigued by the 
possibilities — or put off by the complexities? The activity shifts 
to a level of whispers. What sorts of experiments in October 
manure? I cringe to be a condition of the experimental dream. 
The mind singing drums in an ashram of objects. Consciousness 
a shinto query at any rate, where consciousness is material. It is a 
hologram, intuition, a solution, a theosophy of guilt built from 
information. What is the breath, consciousness emitted? A 
plague of consciousness is the gift of gnosis. If 1 cite the reality 
of consciousness via suggestions from the eyes, is it enough to 
discuss the interference and its recess, the inference and its 
excess? Is it enough to hold consciousness for a second in one’s 
finger, or was my mistake to eradicate consciousness from the 
usefulness of this paper? Not just standing but how and what 
standing on words in worlds, by what standards of delusion to 
bring the obsession to its point? What is the site’s relation to 
applied and implied schemes of organization and systems of 
order, relation, architecture, uses, distances, sense of scale? But 
then I think in my case to simulate is to stimulate, are we dealing 
with New York verticals or big sky Montana? Is an out-of-body 
aesthetics a somatic or rhetorical question, what kinds of natural 
events affect the site — snow, wind, sun angles, sunrise, water? I 
contemplate ice driving a halo through silence. What is the 
physical and people density? The sound and visual density 
(quiet, next-to-quiet, or busy)? The study of the absolute and the 
useful mirth of this. What are the qualities of surface, sound, 
movement, light? Out of the assumptions wound into us, with 
whatever nautical personas of beliefs, calved in the world of 
doubt by telluric story, what are the qualities of detail, levels of 
finish, craft? I apologize to the anecdotal buttons situated in the 
middle of the ear. What are the histories of prior and current 
uses, present desires? And having come to a kind of complicit 
Bible, what is the site of the poem? 


Fluctuates or flits like a frequency of dust, percipient hour of the 
body sequences consciousness, it shovels the movie evident 
during nothing, titles at the top, discovered within their rifts 
weeks later as reason, out-of-body a conduction of script, the 
scripture of production, to produce the lowly hertz aslant in the 
body being rubbed by a vatic ash, doubling as deliverance in 
dubbed language, read as the shift of consciousness from right 
to front, once and for all understanding the referent as it bears 
on this honed tenor, so many excel as normally unconscious that 
the major excuse dreamed up by this mirth is a tantric harlequin 
rigmarole to be experienced as the robust mendacity of virginal 
worth, elephantine or swollen with sand, it is composed of six 
movie stills: floating at the top are an airplane and a bird; in the 
middle are two shots of a motorboat, entering by the frame on 
the left and leaving by the one on the right; and resting on the 
bottom are a one-man submarine and a mermaid, each well 
archived as a condition of the date, this where the bone is 
interviewed by the ray and other tedium showers dilated by 
portents of derelict weather, however the brume is documented 
as deviant fluke, mythic fantasy ascribed to a storm in the 
elements, only to realize it is to summon the wheat of its 
surmise, a streamlined horizontal triptych of a man with a pair of 
nails dangling from his lips, a car (an elongated dragster called 
“Goldenrod”) and a man on the edge of a diving board, uneasily 
pondering a jump, because kinetics is dilation, essence flowers 
in the focal arbor, this comes from the quilted crown of the 
loquacious water, the edge of the stone an absolute heat of vowel 
and mist, at the top of the bet a wondrous vestibule, 
disembodied steel, hour of the riven crucifix, the quest to be 
added to the threat which bears the tree, where the below is the 
knowledge of our essence and the secondary fire of the ear an 
elemental form of entrance, the many born from a consummate 
air repeated in work which revolves, where we began drawn 
down into a conical extension, implosion is perfection 
commingled with minimal urge, uncertain a participle of cannot, 
the frequency a temporary condensation characteristic of filmic 
estrangement, shudders as the ventriloquist effects carom from 
the interiors, a degree of aesthetics unifying the song of matter, 
it is up to the poem to give this energy a life of scientific song. A 


triangular black-and-white photograph of two men playing chess 
is mounted point down atop a rectangular triptych of cropped 
movie stills. On the left, Hopalong Cassidy, in black clothes on a 
white horse, and his sidekick, in light clothes on a black horse, 
lie in wait behind a boulder. A flopped version of this photo is 
placed on the far right, so that both cowboy couples look at a 
center photo of an anxious man and woman peering from behind 
two oil drums. Glissade. Cut to a sequence of raw imbroglio. 
Suppose it has neither flotsam nor hell. Glass in the receptacle, 
glass is the receptacle. The same, not the same. Thicken the 
peculiar plot with a dirty hand. More to say than simply no. Sick 
tickles the granular mercy blue, a little less than laser apples in a 
heated retort, query the thumb. Left hopeless in ridiculous 
rigor. As wide as it is white. Similar to the same, some decision 
served. If the sun sits silent in night, let us while away the agony 
with our thought. The letters shudder. Acres of late night noire, 
a couple of old sets enough to let the once no longer knot. How 
to form another once all is admitted as a sample of nothing. The 
roots of mantic in men: mind mental mention automatic 
memento comment reminiscent mania mandarin mint money 
monitor monster monument muster admonish demonstrate 
premonition summon mosaic Muse museum music amnesia 
amnesty to think with derivatives referring to various qualities 
and states of mind and thought memory ament dement Maenad, 
from Greek mainesthai, to be mad, Ahriman, from Avestan, 
mainiiuc, spirit, minnesinger, from Old High German minna, 
love, minikin, to remember, to contrive by thought, to recollect, 
recall, Minerva, goddess of wisdom, mentor, maniac, manic, 
mantis, from Greek, mantis, seer, mantra, counsel, prayer, 
hymn, monish, monition, from Latin monere, to remind, warn, 
advise, mosaic, anamnesis, mnemonic, mindful, “to set mind”, 
Ahura Mazda, Ormazd, from Avestan mazda, wise. Insane quest 
or beast remains in the bay, out of reach, no leap so looped as a 
nocturne of inches. Owls howl in the eaten meat, such is the will, 
at rest in the conical well, dripping wounds. Shed by the glass 
relumed to stare in silence. Doubt more than the sequence of 
these silences. 


Posthumous multiples weaned weened wonned not merely 
convulsive but to dwell in thought agendas of the dominant 
adverb advectly transported thunder in the wind pop culture 
absconds with the content various textual microtubules abscised 
by political Thoth thunder of the moon god of the thallus 
audiences sprout in the pith ray of the text visceral flesh artifice 
what looks like a dream actually yields the I accession of a world 
access code alphanumeric punctuation for a world I would 
describe as utile futilitarian surveillance of theoretical dilations 
between the estimation and the focal power exact supernal 
constellations contested by the reproduction of testes maintains 
that the estate is established as hell on the map the purity of that 
exchange with its notorious tongue which ripens in the 
dominant slough throughout the lamps a dead interruption 
fevers the societal spondee responding to the planets like a 
barbarous adoptee talons that were examined for the purity of 
their executions mechanical maniacs reproduce the challenge to 
the author to become the general recipient of initial conditions 
chaotic knots incidentally compiled as subversive carnage what 
contested the acquired entrenchment an image of the fingers the 
useful subjectivity of their active values laminate oblique to 
photograph the postulated argumenta we are themselves 
amassed in every picture as communication sophisticated text 
tied as it is to the image of its functional transformation provides 
a theoretical corollary to feminist intervention pronominal aspic 
in abject emancipation the pure idea of reason revolves around 
the actual atrocities of our politics he cautioned under this very 
category of the sublime that it rebukes the trust of reason 
replicated implicate to become an aureole of embolic 
incarnation definitions are parenchymal lies hereafter cited as 
incarnate trills in the song fool the smoke but the caul fostered 
by a semiotic fork renews the temporal changeling stark fall and 
Vishnu in isosceles sconce the images spent in frontal 
obfuscation hypocrisies of certainty maul the plague salute ill 
under berserk hereafter cited as the certainties of our elegies 
place over time trumps the soul’s contingent ace these are 
tactics which lather the logic refracted in ruderal discipline 
finesse is a weak force what magnetism or waters’ gravity 
feminizes the particular media repressed by patriarchy unbiased 


analysis is the haven hovel hive hoof coven oven of the poem 
decades of Doppelziingigkeit the bourgeois serge of trevillian 
rust easy enough for this period to figure in the nihilism of the 
avant-garde but to model this arthritic cultus on the work of 
random modems by tasting the art of reason to achieve the 
erection exhibition as a part of its decisively tachiste values 
representations of postmodernism someone has traduced the 
photocollage an obstruction of production occasionally 
necessary abstraction and then the theme of such romantic 
relapses as cartel cabal an acrostic of the unpopular ministry of 
Charles U, Clifford, Ashley, Buckingham, Arlington, and 
Lauderdale, cacophony the next in this particular list, the 
opposite of euphony, causes the brushwork to break out in 
splotches of punctuation, young as we are it is difficult to 
imagine days of thematic sand snarled with catastrophic data 
would we assume to borrow a compliance we can say rightly the 
interface of the written and the unusual night, in August an 
amazement, austral magazine eyes moving as he spoke, noetic 
bicycle treason of reason, us today as would be explained, edenic 
invective the material text of Eve, private relations to pubic 
reasons, no comment, reading is the time spent reading, 
performance central to the location of this reading, reading 
aloud alone learned the frequencies of intonation but although it 
might have come in handy he didn’t care, building a comic ardor 
in the heat of hard times, heart like a kidney-shaped anecdote, 
however timid has apparently been both social and socialized, we 
may become convex romantics in our literate slavery, how the 
cellular lists of the survivors are pronounced in hallowed works, 
different canons more lowly than these tablets, not writing 
unless a biblical form. Soy what yogurt immaculate curries 
becoming curdled whey, the play of nature to be your gourmet at 
a distance, advertising expensive diversions, gruel shelves into 
crisis an herbal craft uncanny, her remnant a cored didacticism, 
political subversions of cortical interventions, immolation of the 
postmodern light eventually a violent rhubarb, wholesome 
camphor ambience, studied protracted amber of perfection, her 
pursuit circuitous applied to this gnomic format, hearts and 
other constructions in holistic space, the theater of thought 
allowed her to teach a certain shortage of formal life, from 


designing to belonging not that this unwinds in urgent sorghum, 
the verbal characters dissimulate familiar slogans, the reader 
lines canned pits with sticky pears, another form of scholastic 
unrest, olio root birth formative cliche possibly predictable 
witchcraft avuncular modes of paying the bills, plaque read as 
schizophrenia, messages thaw the travesty ranging from tiffany 
to elite injunction, because you can’t materialize an animism in 
the populist bone of hops this puncture is a popular tourist trap, 
truisms displayed as constructs of the human, clan not sealed in 
boat foam coals, aqueous fish egg dangles complacent in noisy 
salad, salamander is necessary axillary, fire-proof spume is near 
the needless windows to the detriment of brave meridians, no 
extra fat spins caution to be the foolish numbness, any yeast an 
ester if ocean waiting aches, to sing that meniscus unseen in the 
prepositions of antique sense, this grieves the grain as flower is 
to a stalk, an upkeep of strangeness knotted with piths, not this 
summer the cheeses of its manger arranged in gangly nitpicks 
towards decline, no leaf is a strawberry cistern lashed celestial in 
pure soap but this particular what is cut from the breath of it, 
read across an uneven vest of dread. Best seen from the space of 
a twenty-four hour wheat is what it meant, as when there is so 
much slowly as it succeeds, severed pan and cabbage a cold 
noise makes in the blistered gall, a recognition between pigeons 
and closure, this much bolder for the stall of its work, flowering 
again in etheric utterance, the whole time winced in the 
stomach’s night, a shawl to be steamed with handkerchiefs a 
little dead but still relieved, seed on the lam collapse carpet a 
greed seeps again to the prefix, what kind of joy shadows the 
largess, clouds loose sparrow unholy mage again, white karate a 
little lupine in nepantilic nativity, torn between flakes explained 
and nervous witness, saved by the vulgar habits worn yellow in 
lichen totem, glance in the moon song out of a candle gnat, spall 
seize litmus full of itchy thighs, brought in these wild 
interpretations of the oyster, why is it that it has a nave between 
its molecules and nothing? Lovers suspect inherent mended cup 
hurt the mendicant roast nothing raptorial about this cake a 
perfect amplitude of angular crusts seasoned with burnished 
mist take no gurgling intellection soaking cooks back to the 
heavenly artisan there married to canoptic stranglehold does not 


make a nuance of the song really widening the dirtiness of its 
plot a smattering of solitude altogether saintly not really 
different from the crime of time determined in outline therefore 
a withered exterior excess singed by platelet mistrial mixed with 
the smoked sensorium not a moment to abscond verbally with 
the nearness of our deaths take no mortar from the irrigated dust 
of the house doesn’t this explain the exquisite salmon sampled as 
squeeze inheres in useless sinus variegated overseer gong events 
worsted and lame a brittle ring a thousand songs to be 
remembered in heavenly chokehold likeness green spittle on the 
browse second only to the fiction of the coward pierce the 
collective pipe with a minstrel ear suffering the idle rush of 
solemnity for a change the cog of the date is an absent coil could 
this be the silence of excess could this be the silence of nothing? 


Have no more cumbersome dental chance likened to pirate lips 
than noble pyre glass waterfall centered in the pristine safety of 
its darts. Powdered though unrepentant is so likely to be shyly 
unsure of the verbiage presented as a little thing, not answer but 
azimuth receptacle. It was the meaning of the glandular 
moratorium, kindness gliding drain to curious tooth, toes knot, 
but not all of this makes for a cheerful outburst of sex. Mixed 
metaphorical lotions exclaim tingled as they vary. Dance of the 
quivering notes, agon qualia a mischief irrigated by song. To 
establish wire altogether angry in lamb coalition. Excludes 
potential elbow, breakfast shining the harlot plate, imitation 
supine, each thing is a seed of its clamor. To pepper this 
salvation with a vertigo of early death. Kind of like the dark 
mushrooms of early morning to waylay the negative striptease of 
our chosen beer. A cup of raw sewage is not an invitation to the 
persuasions of noble leisure. From the bottom of the silent 
precipice tenuous with joy. A spell of silence, then everything in 
this ashtray. The talk thickens in a certain way, declares a 
necessity for respite. 


In dread they knout their shoulders. Suppose there is no 
separation. There is a shadow in the kitchen and our choices 
knit a skein of bone. Suppose there are no bones. Our choosing 
is to have a spiral botany of balloons, neither hope in the door 
nor valves in the gate, hardly a time for everlasting boats to sing. 
Time is anything enough which makes a successful honing. 
Sincerely grieved by all these blankets, shovel not just any 
seasonal manure as beef, great pleasure in the zany mess is no 
trick of morals, no ticket or trinket regained from a touch of one, 
each place a whole unaccountable resonance to raise the odd 
simples settled together in blinding summers, to remain a 
temptress in resting abscess, either a liner or a supper free for 
the swoon of sitting, sadder than the freak oppositions of the 
loom, it is an organ in the middle of transferred pretense, a little 
vat of violence as calm as it is beyond. There is no crueler spring 
than the seasoned cry of the pure. What color is the result of 
juice read in sectional diameters, this is the result of the crest of 
remembrance, learning of the gilgulim in recognizance parsed 
by interior melopoeia, all this a mask of music, the cosmic wheel 
passing from the outside to its underling. In the evening we feel 
the twittering language entirely mistaken grains have bled lines 
in the sand. Our strength is a thinner argol, shines station to 
thumb in singing wine, then lathe to change the dirt meanders 
an exchange of meaning, entangled in the meadow’s palm a 
component exudation, each acre is an exception since the 
silence softens flowering always as singular song, the white arms 
and their tender armatures amorous utterances, there is no 
reason for an abnegation of obligation considering everything 
sidereal everts in excess, the whole tantamount to this thaws 
when periodic color effects the different ardaga of the principle, 
each acre outside of time overtaken by parochial excess, only in 
the desert are the excellent venoms reborn as drink. All the joy 
of the will resides in the asymmetrical inside that is turning 
towards meaning read as a kindness of kindred feathers. I'll send 
everything altogether as all the room arises in the smell of the 
usual heavens, but there is no song there, even though courage 
is contained in this denial born on Sunday to extort the active 
thirsts from a read surprise, an unborn sun rubbing its blood in 
dust. 


A very subterranean attack could be the myth of mindfulness as 
being that which began as only specious, lights out, yet walks in 
sentences as a tendency towards death. I think of this also as the 
hiss of history of which recollection is the provenance in time, 
space both rim and seam of ramparts outside the body, now that 
the gerund is a confirmation of low level energies surrounded 
the plausible assumption of that which seems to be occurring, a 
molecular experiment in seriousness being our foremost 
concern. I suspect that the concept of experience is a form of 
penance enfolded in the living bodies at hand, paper charlatan 
zippered Bibles for manifest ulcer underestimated as 
phenomena of the mind, but the self-organization of doubt at my 
insistence bends over undeserved and somnolent, relict, aurally 
strenuous thinking that these sciences manifest, where the 
spontaneity of the actual involves a certain hypothesis of 
hallucinatory causation, as if the above demonstrates an 
information captured in the waking face of the body, which we 
muster so as to understand the nearness of the mind. The trick is 
to sing the list and change its thermal degree, that benign 
inversion of history tarried in intrinsic yantra, the body of the 
mind or its personal opinion, an option moreover when one is 
beside oneself in wintry acreage emanation, impudent sediment 
of cable to father the ray, aspiring ampersands through meaning 
to higher issues of youth, you and eyes of the wise. 


Emanation possibly a heave of consciousness. Experiences 
should be easy to invest in wherever aging out of bodies or 
wrecked in senseless tracts, wreckage of the senses, damage to 
my ceiling has woven the rainwater in tiny, analogous effects. 
Your comments on tape augment the vibratory randomnity of my 
values, this protracted weeping that mirrors the robust name, my 
voice twined in the left ear, ear on occasion random between 
mirrors, twice the breast of consciousness and diligent, indigent 
cases of a spectral scale sour the observable potential, perennial 
rigamortis of the philosophers, mystery explained as experience, 


that I am is the foundation. He in a sense durational pursuing 
modular offerings. Then as regards the physicality of the penis 
this woman layered with minor details sings him a bruise in the 
language with which he pinched her. I understand now how the 
surface cruises the intentional caveat. Time at once I can sound 
only as hopeful speech. I suspect that the inquiry of the one is 
the justice of the other. 


Vessels seeded prenatal iron, ironic assize, lures obdurate 
permit sacral eschatology, what therefore to do with the I, 
ablution of utility in bodily regress, the seer quisling diadem 
crowned with rubble complex, forth from three matadors to fire 
the issuance in quintessence, a rebus its wings in water 
becoming inbred fluids, therefore an inch of the taint before 
seeing the real having a muscle, but the seal of that virginity 
dissolves in polar wash, random polarized by headless fiat, that 
which separates the ghost of Moses from the quaternity of Jesus 
fiscally removed as sound from the parlance, a parlous sanctity 
discerned in the trinitarian, the garbage thanatos becomes a 
basal language which adsorbs the convent remnants contained in 
ecstasy, the lowest of beings a token without this incremental 
tekhne, the zero sense of Zeus an emblematic zip code known as 
the uncertainty principle, to make sense out of any image you 
need to fathom the feasible profitability of a demonstrable 
vacuum, or to posit that subatomic fictions inhere in specific 
freedoms of credence, felt ethnology of forms from the fabric of 
thin air. Show how, hows. The act becomes fact with the first 
formant of the flower. Defect there in sleep sunning where 
everything is a feast of montane brioche, recurrent barriers all 
the curtains sang. This makes the certain sign of the mark locally 
not to shine, singing if then the dirt impinges, not so easily worn 
in resources never erring, it does not measure the reading of a 
reestablished theme. There is no usage for the quantified 
exception, there is surface and very little time for sufferance, 
then and not eluted surrounding the ataraxy, mellows the 
circumstantial reverie on no occasion for antic reparations. 
Considering the succor of no restraint, resistance as the somatic 


specialty of doubt, it comes as no education in cutting to discern 
in a prebendal souse the shuffle of control’s dilated hams, not to 
suggest that the crusade is not crucial but only to mean that the 
exercise is a series, what is certain in the undertow is tender 
turbulence darkening the venomous drupe of the stomate pall, 
one size smaller as inside and between the ribs of the ribbons 
does not skim the crackle from analogue and remote silver. That 
which is simple in that it has use under no multitudinous respect 
a dearth of that which is enabled as a smell, a thin crescendo yet 
the courage of death to be, here in the navigable woods an 
artistry of evening, in which book of regulations is neither the 
beat of the border nor the skirl of agitprop, this one thing at least 
is clear. Each thing has its amniotic value, a freshness of 
foolishness, festum stultorum, not the absence of passion sorbed 
by credible fiats of yantric nature but that thing undermined and 
adulterated which precisely ink is not. As I redress in deeds 
much more lucerne than fluvial despoiled by trains the 
redundant sorbent maligned in adulterous spoilage, a primal 
ambience kinetic in nocturnal mists, a hearth for the thermals of 
information scorched by clearance purges, purified and suspect 
in our requisite quarters, witch mixture Tollkorn granted as 
impurity of our filigree, a quadrature of the grain’s madness 
cleansing the physical substance, initiating a sepulchral 
September in each iteration. The King pestle bollix chaste bells 
infected with theurgical graffiti, to whom in the vituperative 
primacy this wedlock is infarcted, purified by the starred 
escutcheon, the gold crow and the unicorn in union with the 
worm. Cataracts apatheias depict structureless amnion 
defixiones sing sinks wood as fields intimate arcana, equanimity 
of the soul is a goal in itself, tablets inscribed with binding spells, 
curses swell the autotelic, time an intuitive dream, durational the 
fictive hebetude accomplished residual in burning stance, dance 
of the lasso morass, miasma aerates its own fevers beyond the 
what of is certainly a rig on which is a papal carat, don’t fake the 
hermaion, stone surrounded by piles of stones hermetic in 
phallic silence, prebend Aegean prehistory, dance mythopoeic, 
hieros logos, archetextual prefix to the sacred account of the 
mind. Matter the axled mantic asp, anything blood not beckoned 
engrams deportment of the song itself, sound that is silent in the 


synergy of this reduction, reductio ad absurdum ad infinitum, 
prisca theologia, a spherical ambage as regards the amity of 
these buttons, more blood than one might have hoped to 
breathe, first beliefs in the silence of the I Am, the ancient 
wisdom behind the religions of the world, words enacted from 
observations evicted from the heresy of manywhere work in the 
dark eye of the beyond towards the ruin of no conclusions, four 
of one in the allure as a détournement of the beyond, energy 
demurs to the speed of a thecal death, abounding in the fictional 
gravity of resounding song, teeming forms raw upon the rim. To 
generate the differential pressures of this syntax presaged in 
semantic inclusion the disengagement of the wishes by 
dishonorable measure retracted and preserved in the vellum, 
emplacement of this heresy a verbal moderation mediated by 
approximate blood, a proximal and immediate habituation of 
time, harbinger of the crisis in the utility of the breath, spikes 
the use of transduction steely excess for instance quivers on its 
perch, this work especially an alloy, a mineral inquisition, 
ceramic halved by spatular hives constructed of brick 
interventions, the theology of now permits the temperate ballast 
to wander an entrained ethnobotany although the royal counsel 
would vary time with magenta wood in the interest of the vessel. 
I don’t believe the viviparous fields can yield the abutment of 
iron and meat, but the stellar outages whiten to a motor finish, 
vulture plague in the modern loment with gratis isolations 
emulated the circulations cowering in the upper escalations of 
the dew, astrologies upon the teeth of the grey wolf. An 
unreasonable periodicity randomly bleeds the material furnace, 
the grey fire a holy oven’s ash, ignis sacer in prescriptive terms, 
fortuitous femmage of the laboratory. There is meaning in 
resistance, cognition inwards born in all the circles under 
summer, to simmer there is no difference shown argots mean, 
not that there is an artisan of memory or an extra inning within 
the ace, but every cidolon of time is a division divided by languid 
theories of song, the external arranged in circles and bred in the 
same circular songs, in that there is no outrage that is not the 
fever of this occasion, the candle and the plate knot a strange 
dust shown concave in the ash. The thick and thinning outside 
not to enhance the reason to be clearing this means to anger. 


Suppose it is a description of the splintered tenderness. All that 
remains is the melting inexorable, doubt if there is no parabola 
of the revealed, a single taper laden with distemper, room in 
anything therefore intolerable, why should I if there is no 
obligation to stay, to swell in the chair where all of this is colored 
ghost. Gridiron reddening in the evening, then there is a feeling 
of resigned musculature instantaneously punctured by 
inference, then all the callow grandiosity of the nest, the rouge 
lobes enlarged to hurry error from the resumptive burgeons, 
even though there is nothing there and it is so easy to divulge the 
useless thickening of the coverup, even though it is 
cumbersome, more mallorcal than any escape of time through 
surf ... (and even though every time this once and every time 
there is silence again, not particular, simply tenuous and the 
same, the ground the better sand and sound for a resonant 
occasion). Considering that there is no way in which the 
turbulent everythings — what makes them everythings is not 
understood — the revenge of the cause of the habitual things 
there turning through reiteration of pidgin (the length of a lean, 
autumnal taste when this is ageing), if this means not so then the 
sound is fruition of its reduction. The slender vapor of the stern 
weakened by majority success. This is the gait of the region, 
clearly eruptive, not earnest the ripening purples romancing the 
room away, no shadow knell in the tastes of teeth. That which is 
resumed whistles a nautilus beloved, everywhere in which is felt 
the doubt of clatter. A climax every day to winch the dramatic 
surfeit for a suction or a snack, why should I argue? The latter 
statement tempts the ears, are secrets secreted not only enjoined 
in secrecy, as one studious finds them to attain them 
incommensurable in unrevealed derision, mensurable in thin 
slumber of words this tended sequence, to convey to another 
below the one attained. Were somehow as successful questing 
procedures shown as flatly duplicate, no misunderstanding 
intended in the incidental secretions of the study. To receive it it 
encircles qualified to recoil absolutely as unjust. First of all, 
Ponge, this to be done, the limits of nature love the prayers of 
nature, golem at once the totem hymen unseen in the overt ship, 
the moist gown seals confirmed cast to him the book: We all 
know, to begin with, that a man whose sight has been disturbed 


by fever, hunger, or simply fatigue sometimes experiences a 
momentary and no doubt benign hallucination: he sees, moving 
from one area to another of his field of vision in brisk, staccato, 
successive retrograde leaps followed by slow recoils — sorts of 
little signs, hardly noticeable, translucid, shaped like sticks, 
commas, perhaps other punctuation marks, which, without 
hiding the world from him at all, somehow obliterate it, 
superimpose themselves on it, and finally make him want to evict 
them by rubbing his eyes, so regaining a sharper vision. Things 
here the primal, the fire mineral carrion paratext, hymn entitled 
wherein relative ashes understand. With natural practice to 
begin the body of things. Fire of the global mix, the intimate 
glass velure. United sulphuric fizz, oneness of sculpture attained 
in vaporous agonies, this our grudge and creed of freedom’s 
form. It is made of all that is not in nature, from the silent 
impurities of what is best within, the opposites saunter in two 
directions in need of contact. The death of substance arises 
when the nonlocal morsels of the one are more still than their 
procuring, the ordinary fire varies as the mist enthralls its 
weathers. Gas cup into the votive, our stone supernal essence for 
outer currents, that which dissolves the beyond in a theory of 
perception. A corollary for the sign of location, born in 
dislocations, where no point sums the confluence of its surges, 
attractions between the effects of the rheophile clations, any 
want corroborated by alchemy committed to doubt. Referential 
(I wonder at the pestle’s reflux wounded words climax in relish, 
together with the preventive chance of dew and purity, in the 
furnace a degree of meat steadily defeats the transparent vespers 
of silence, being able to orate the probable gap’s surmise), 
ideally not those dead I suggest intemperate thighs and 
volumetric flint, treasonous charcoal of lambent fires, suspect 
automatic anger convection, these insular variances of time 
arranged in effective fields of magnetized belief, such as we 
know so remote that this cortical sunlight extends to amber’s 
extract, an exact reference to death modernly attuned to 
preclude everything that takes the difficult and strident which 
the marriage of wills will yield, vehicles beyond a leveraged 
popularity of cultural noise. Part of the vapor becomes mingled 
with the dread of time, remorse opens it as answer to the open 


vessel, where it is the remembrance of a procedural burning. I 
am the perfect embodiment of these provisional imperfections, 
the constellated impurities of the self. One of the ones, fact 
abacus, their heirs eluate, text by alate ester, salt winged 
mercury of one no longer from a fortress formed in stirring 
strings, for spirit without periapt, priapic pirate peril, 
quintessence then of nature a fluted gust of wind, the nature 
awakened of angels wrestling in a vessel, away daedal eagle, 
Icarus imperious, socratic eirein in unborn fixity, Mohammedan 
ma’rifa, how the unnameable qualities from the four quarters of 
the fire redrawn as it were in the gifts of nothing settle and shift 
still an inordinate feast of Mediterranean gnosis and irony, this 
fire a billows which burrows in burnt sand, which flows setose 
and flowers the same in experiential integument, experimental 
ennobled as cognates coagulate in turbulent confluence. There 
is no point in theorizing the fear of any given, the timing 
fluctuates in pointillist chorea, the zeitgeist inflected as ineffable 
will, penetrative altruism, if one accounts for the torch in this 
parterre of torch song chora, receptacle torqued by irreducible 
semes through substrates of questioning forms, the idea of 
series sequential in associational almagest, precedes evidence, 
verisimilitude, spatiality, and temporality, variously condensed 
as are through it to why, for the subservience of the ampulla 
queried in slight safety vasal before the austere containments of 
the glass, in sight of the mirrored misuse where glass is the 
rupture of glass, fuel intemperate and volcanic accrued to high 
convenience, only the flare’s failure through the electric field of 
the gills, of which anterior intrusions are certainly hollow, wine 
measured in vessels for cooling liquids, escapes the candlemas 
lightning, melopoeic noosphere of the possible polis, collection 
meshed with considerable sidereal telepathy lineages, the 
blessing of candles at the feast for the failure, thus perhaps 
another vessel of the body’s stove, removal of Jonah as cluate 
from the orca, to be the ambergris fat in analogous transfusion. 
A barbaric rue, ribonucleic neglect anarchic in single fistula, fits 
a sweet volatile somatophage, things so pleasantly shorn in every 
wakeful carcass, it is not the jeweled necklace of the cranium 
that casts this carious totipotence in bicameral signs. We came 
from another sineage to yellow the Atlantic with the useless 


allures of our least greeds, a little leather landed in the custody 
of the bastards, hill better than bitter to potentate the leer, 
hastened along the potable potence, in each preposition a ghost 
aspersion blooms in the boiling ingénue of our needs, each 
statement in rubber words suppressed to make a succulent end 
of lilting eye letter devolved elopements, sallow wages of savant 
thew. There is a reason for each meaning solitary in the evil 
veracity of reasoning, celerity of cerebral tastes, the green 
acrimony of zeal, volute the verbal well coiled drupe, of 
vegetation in which the heart is cut a crescent rationale of words. 
Pinnal the mourning chape, in feeling anything if feeling there is 
retrieval of everything, all the standard arrows logoclastic 
discrimination, rest in the glandular logos the measure of all this 
feathered ammunition, the grief of speech and not the seam of 
difference, where the toes do not mean that the glove is absurd, 
no more than the nose means the form of its surrounding face, 
there is a surface which inheres in division which is suggested 
there every time a death enters the change as time, and this 
surface is altogether better than its reasonable deduction, in that 
there is no consideration given the sodden article of our urge 
undertaken as tending the essential collapse, that place settled 
by the rood and the issue of its song, that certainty which inheres 
in the noetic distress of signs, in kind cut against a stronger 
thinning, the whole circle of thinking collapses cohesive in the 
whole, each thing the precious death of its obtrusive and coerced 
description. The butler of a silence this joyful fiddler besides is 
measuring a return if it means that there is no assiduous reason 
to curve the singular salvation in boast and heat irrelevant of 
androgynous death. That which is the borrower is why the rest 
remains. Therein the latter wound, not a choice in division. Not 
the knit dance at the date of the ancient lamb. The sex fix shining 
spread in portent, if there was a hand kinesis there is no wrath, a 
little less art shown in the moribund measuring a word in 
brackish curves, crystalline seawater silt, saline halo, salad of the 
sea, a slanted arrangement the color of that, reflection and 
refraction through ice intervening, luminous nimbus, glaciated 
cumulonimbus thunderstorms, threshing floor on the moon, a 
round space where circular harvest dances were performed in 
the Elusinian Mysteries. The man, conscious of his virility, 


announces: I am he who lightnings forth, at the festival called 
Haloa (the circular sign of the Haloa came to represent the 
apotheosis of its god, Dionysus incarnate in a human 
Triptolemus, sometimes called Iasion or Iasus), first appeared in 
Christian art around the 5th century, previously an attribute of 
Mithras, Apollo, Helios, in the east a symbol of power rather 
than sanctity so often an attribute of Satan as well, cruciform, 
triangular, square, hexagonal, circle of the virgin (the Anima 
Mundi with her halo of stars, one foot on land and the other in 
water, amphibian, green dragon disgorging the blood red sun, 
her left breast was a moon, a crescent across the crotch, her right 
breast a sun pouring blessings on the world) angels and saints, 
flat plate of gold, a ring in perspective, aureole a circlet of gold a 
radiance which emanates from the whole body, aura = breath, 
Christ at the transfiguration, virginal stylized almond-shaped 
mandorla, the blank spores of the yeast, things delayed by the 
nearness of a holistic myth, a feast of posthumous trinities 
exhumed in axle sutures, spittle called angelic melody, the 
spacious grace of the stars and the absurd hicrosgamos, moons 
rise in the nearby sounds of her hand, the white lime of noon 
learned in hearing the lead, music of the referents not to please 
the beaten witness but to phase the triplex silence of the things, 
legomena, things recited, deiknymena, things shown, dromena, 
things performed, having done the work, ergasamenos, a tablet 
that chance turns to necessity burned twice in the center of the 
same stream, the shallow lights of the gods a spore sighs in the 
last whiteness of water’s awareness, suppose to say there is a 
light is to make it so, real soldier held in the read anther of her 
purpose, a coterie of beautiful sadnesses, a seizure cut to size. 
Sax a fiddle building the hollow fallow built, luciferase around a 
despot anima, book of the arras was there in the words returned, 
a dualistic expression of the dust around the wrists, ice to say 
our night is a cover for the circle, pleasure a palace lark that joins 
the sounds to gods, a pencil in the chorus unveils the fists of 
ground, touch twirl to swirl the top, laid in the jackal mask, one 
has, in a hallucinogenic state, the incontrovertible impression 
that language possesses an objectified and visible dimension, 
which is ordinarily hidden from our awareness. Language, under 
such conditions, is seen, is beheld, just as we would ordinarily 


see our homes and normal surroundings. In fact our ordinary 
cultural environment is correctly recognized, during the 
experience of the altered state, as the bass drone in the ongoing 
linguistic business of objectifying the imagination. In other 
words, the collectively designed cultural environment in which 
we all live is the objectification of our collective linguistic intent. 
Fleeced wax there is this many so plead climbs annul there it was 
dark in the whirled canvas of work no man of reason healing with 
sounds the chance of a bedside prophecy green read as greek to 
the remnant death of a flower peeled by wheels precise 
paragraph still in the know to shower, grease of waxing theory is 
habit many so pleased by the hard climb that they were not there 
when the reasonable work of manifestation sounded hidden 
healings beside the chance teleology, the green remembrance in 
the death of a flower sealed by the beast of wheels, precise 
parataxis, how the stasis in here instilled, holding a practice, 
hollows of them, and a lake laid book was utterance and virginal 
again, by tones the purpose of the white entitled chance, rose 
bled the breed of a valuable rose, green read the flower flies the 
letters, black print who cares no wonder why a jacket. Value may 
not be foreordained as adulterated grace of terminal verities 
within the itinerant beliefs of adumbrated likelihood at which 
impervious guile narrated by impurity of deeds, now once to 
royal materia as idolatrous tuition sense the inward means of his 
refined purity of all the immaculate admixtures unearthed in 
stupendous beginnings the Phoenician bovinity implies a 
reification of silence once in place narrated by the substance of 
its operations announced as gold immaculate and impure the 
philosophical materia of which the King is but nepenthe and 
sophist logos chalice made referent for this opine of opening 
glory the philosophe in wedlock slant of the burin unopened in 
gerund will death the acre open to coloration’s fit for gown 
demur for useful vantage advancing grief bleeding succor unless 
democracy tenets value emits efficacy is in itself a sterol porous 
for our art sound’s transformation greater than song is to be 
sung as has its value. Steps with all the bottled babble fallen lip 
laugh and print it in a book cleaner wet than black back in the 
knotted ovens blank with care governing itself white with wavers 
and littered sway literal waivers advent in the way to bleed the 


pillared nest and hopeless bowstring hemp then frills and 
sinistral amphibian clearly that nearness blackened in a loop 
tools no trill to slide guitar why fade to lunch in bunches tremors 
any mortal slat wasp or things thinking the drool of roses to read 
in between the virgin hats the ladled seasons and ardor of 
necrophilia canary the least difference in the sensations of the 
things a necessary dementia pearls her curses then spits her 
beaming trimmed in brownstone plunge any news is revenge to 
the cornice of these shudders no cusp in pensive spices a quit of 
gruesome meaning while gland nearly seethes in fecund moon a 
letteral gulag of the window sow a stitch of teeth to cower the 
bidding song slough so doubt could see the jam it props its 
beans in whittled dusts which means no more than revised 
reversions to stand where an array is clearly scattered a shallow 
flows like crucial domes within its early haze a splay in the wrist 
which opens the needle bleeding a lace worm fallow shuttered 
with inbred fur in salience the awl as wedding caul and tithe. 
Doubt aching is a spectral accrues to dirty rubbing his left and 
watery like the rest was hardly seems not mistaken for umbrella 
ruse if the right hand answers in curses so much more the pity 
for funding there in the fuse of foliage ugly or several reasons for 
the nudity of the cups brother enthusiasm angler if joints alone 
on one side of the antler if kind of show is wind in winter window 
below and iced in center the stillness of the water chickens in 
mended atonements of the angels opening counting itself as 
opposing more of what it does than shown on the paper grown as 
notes in tool how to draw it growing beast to broader any extra 
cult together string a sudden meaning graceless through the 
dots to waste a star in subjective peace of crystal doubt doubt 
there wash a tinge of praxis tyrannical gland in practice this is 
not there consists in all four of were bonus as nothing splendid 
flown any other emendation a plane of stone or incline filling the 
viaduct of this depiction the crust of near any black spinal 
suppose even more morose of the certainty being so very elegant 
constituted this current oblong wine and kiss of the serene 
reading distinct trek of the lack a line quite fumbled in its blik if 
read as a graven soak of doubt a blues strum in the particular A- 
flat of shadow has a strong scent which coheres in nocturnal 
colors hawk then lifted eyes to veil the shadowed windows that 


stage kindled in habits embellishment well-lit and no more sofa 
than tofu a practical excrement that is sung in the circular 
sounds more easily embedded in under than ascents. Accents a 
flatted caveat is not formulated in forks of easy death verbs 
cringe in the copper hardening of the light its share more charm 
than reprimand cunning the humble clash of umbel method 
resigned adventures sullies the dirt of the lily with a surface will 
if necessary what is narcoleptic in the bladder is matriarchal guilt 
in the toner of the fox sex props lection supper cops fooled to 
hemal erections one of the same one more than the corners or of 
curiously open left to be the slickness in the colon of that empty 
length no more malleable than the sense’s choice then why the 
idle grease should lilt hardly moral swaying its variance in hearts 
so small together that a string gathers more than the whole thing 
to this silence. Apropos robust peritext froward thus node 
imagistic if pinna chorale errand sinister there to question the 
violin covering its insolent nonsense varia lisle beasts sonant 
resolved to change a pardonable verbal randomnity spawned 
from the ordinary ivy of this whiteness groan of the sounds 
grinding things into the battered events of consciousness nor 
anything quite like the doubt of that sapid hurt a painful rattle 
spinning in the spinal turbulence of the pen the dirty splendor of 
peace a reminder of this resemblance the knots foal dolor in 
sightless winter tarot the lateral blood the wish eludes. Pick it 
strange as a plate that has liable stake to setting legume choosing 
a phosphate pimp it was clean as directly placid blank plank 
where sunny suggests the pleasance durable means a kind of 
vulnerable meaning that one is nearest the prefix of the piece if 
the little aims of silence are tightened in the arms geared to a 
sister gravel or rhizome wasp black goose not a peacock mistress 
idling crunch to music of eiderdown makes a muscle to tease the 
letter woven hasp of the noose a frost of splintered nothings at 
first the crass robes of kindness winnowed mischief read in 
frozen ropes between the thoughts and the mountain fantasies 
then the whole thing with its outlines read as buttered cement 
between oyster colored mattang and feces lightning the 
mnemonic geometry inherent in wave patterns which snakes a 
numerical pall from showers of paternal weather a feather 
rimmed in lithe cohesions which relies on the chance slopes and 


slippages of things in fever there is no realistic carat of the pope 
light a death stamp lit blackened in leaden ardor secern wand of 
the moon anarchic beast a shoveled rope she has mimed with 
intention as nothing the wound of sense plays breath candy as 
uncle to the table meat entrainment ace of mucous and rubble 
token music to a strand of aleph pounding holy rose on raddle 
monkey gargoyle growth of toes leavened in hunter nexus nice 
thing to witness within the gathered falls clast of eyes born in 
stuttered lection lexis collapse in muffled rubedo as if the shawl 
of talk unveils the shadow. Necessarily actual no spoken morse 
than carnation if the chance intention, why numen purse a bag of 
carmine canvas shown to verdigris, the raw sopor left open in 
sever missing the wait as hand sown, but its grand justice sours a 
breath of cloth no more specular than the hour of elegant 
wondering, winnowed so entheos, epopteia, possessed by 
enthusiastic beholding of the highest epiphaneia, through 
phanopoeia the image of the eidos is thrown upon the amygdala, 
amantine mandorla vesica piscis the genitals of the mother 
goddess derived from the shadow of the gnomon, no round color 
aloud and cut tongue silence in literal mask the two occludes 
together, kaballah moon well placates innermost cathar spate, 
bronze belt the elementary whole that ministers to hairs supernal 
bestows upon the joint emulsion of the masks, systemic 
darkness kellippath, beast to say will and nothing singing, the 
yellowed souls sizzle in flaming rings high nozzle font in 
pectoral heresy and charm, frenzy of the readiness to obscure 
the bottom, ailanthus to sax coupled in habitual nipple adagio, 
uranic tree grown inverted in elsewhere anther’s usufruct, 
separation of the yelp from the consequent whine’s erection. 
The spirit of the blues is preconceived in flat morality rounded 
with no little piece of spiritual sewage freely implicated and 
cottage more ordinate than complicity song not the only sign of 
necessity altogether arranged in canard or a change to the one 
that shows this clocking of neglect through silver. The utile 
necessity of need unseeded supposed unevenly as bellicose cope 
was factually an augured adaptive if any supplement of certainty 
settled in sufficient meaning and subsequent, what is the flavor 
represents a lake where it whistles the red in every color of 
cervical money, a verbatim darkness in which there is no 


remorsefulness nor any fleece touch stretches and led away into 
that ventricose morass then ejection of a loment to the scarcity, 
if this then even the shuttle intends a window in analogy, shuts 
the morse in shadowed cost preserved unsuitable to the funerary 
reverie of fact, at the same time no practice measured in the 
vocable, shown balanced in actual derangements or practiced to 
depend upon mere selection. Is dangerous novation then the 
amusing side of the swindle. Supposing the wavelet was no 
reason for a chronic astonishment. Is it panning as one way for 
the notochord to use socage, silk tinting the illusion of this 
androgyne. Gunning the shape of the excipient in the morning. 
It is grotto, but I may be exaggerating the strangle of its tenure. 
Dirt the adnate adnoun inches no melody placable there in fuller 
charm, as a singleton inside the letter asleep, milieu usance, 
sounds extra loudness in this colossus, constitution a desperate 
metronome. Feeling which sleeps in the thunder of the damp. If 
lies then early dust dilates the winter, will is not always so 
friendly, made of necessary pain. There is a restitution, a venue 
of the sundry hole, when a bolus cringe consigned to differnt 
tablets nervous is differentiated from the corners of the essay. 
Lexis sax to blow the doubling Lord, a word in winters to 
measure the audible oven, that off-white thickness then inheres 
in patriarchy, incredulous hymen resurrection, source in the 
butane of the banter. If the patina slack toggles haste and garlic 
cause a violent slang. Resinous spectacles adjoined to pointing 
reverence, all this spreading to cover the change in search, to 
circle the circus explore the ring, curb rink shrivel flounce, fold 
renga spine, curvature of the crista, curly women to wiggle the 
hips in bent corona, telic corolla of Christ at cross-purposes with 
Christmas leer, but there is gravy in unwelcome somnambulism, 
the charming verbs are icing on the grave, there is no grey area 
of gravity in the siamese suspense, plucked splitting and yawns 
cowed perhaps at birth, cushion of peppered sugar, the softened 
what of his oriental will proposes to change in appearance for 
the worse, then oysters flower in cotton roundness, a vat of the 
usual tiring shit. Who would believe there is a stop to arousing 
the nous extreme. Again: if suns therein bleed reckless apples 
purple, likely makes a meaningful reason of the cadaver. Castle 
calm in snatches. The band if a sound of brittle grins. The thing 


is not a rotten knot, not so careless as the ventured sash. More 
hubris the doubt of reading becomes a patient irony aching read 
suggestions. Read to see an agitation of the point. Again as an 
image is not detained in silence. The white sound of the same 
sign is an image of intention. Totem is when told. Pica, abnormal 
craving for the dirt of print, eating the small clay feet of the 
church. A copse is an awl, or cope, fleshhook of the surplice. It 
was a mist, a generator, mass of fine droplets of water, 
generatrix, the golden section a literal storm in the argot of the 
thighs. Was wash as ash has. Reliable flute baton flutters in the 
pun, backlit dust no sorbent pose of remnant ears, next best 
testicle two with a snatch to seam. My lead gamete rather choked 
on the cold smile of the sky. Not a null thousand in this decimal 
invasion. The borrowed king, no dice. A caul is a pelt of bells, 
dead cultivar in the thicket, ticket to the culm was there in grit, it 
grew new culch for the pearls as nostril rose, cumbrous cul-de- 
sac from nares back through the tunnels of etymon to gnosis, a 
redolent fermion spun to quantum soap where a plain cunctation 
of the pain is delayed in the urceolate wedge, cuneal needle 
petals triangular rice potlatch cupel hovering over the bone ash 
stovepipe up to his subtlety in culvert mantles, the colored 
silence of the joke is its own pawn excellent rub, cuts like a 
cultrate note, hiss of the flickering scapegoat, to plow the cullis 
we knead a thankless culprit, kneel in the mea culpa, epicenter 
of the self must sound like this or else. 


Doubt: that’s art. The Western affliction is the inability to 
absorb (the certainty of) illusion into discourse as its residual 
epistemology. There is illusion. There is doubt. You can only 
doubt the substantive; there’s no doubting an illusion, for that 
would be to sustain the impossible adventure of watching 
yourself have an illusion. Therefore you can only doubt the 
certainty of illusion. I have already seen one who wrote that, 
through the concentration on the Holy Names in holiness and in 
purity, one may reach the stage of the Holy Spirit, even in our 
times, and this is a matter with which the enlightened man will 
not be in doubt about the matter of the Holy Names. Collage 


remains an ambiguous, complex medium of doubt, which, as 
with Cubism, may lead to a new, normative style, or which, as 
tentatively with futurism and absolutely with Dada, would launch 
a belle epoque of negation, a cultural revolt. The game of 
doubting itself presupposes certainty. That the poem was to be a 
“model of order’ though set in a space ‘full of doubt’. Suddenly, 
at church, or in company, or when I was reading ... I felt the 
approach of the mood. Irresistibly it took possession of my mind 
and will, lasted what seemed an eternity, and disappeared in a 
series of rapid sensations which resembled the awakening from 
anesthetic influence. One reason I disliked this kind of trance 
was that I could not describe it to myself. I cannot even now find 
words to render it intelligible. It consisted in a gradual but 
swiftly progressive obliteration of space, time, sensation, and the 
multitudinous factors of experience which seem to qualify what 
we are pleased to call our Self. In proportion as these conditions 
of ordinary consciousness were subtracted, the sense of 
underlying or essential consciousness acquired intensity. At last 
nothing remained but a pure, absolute, abstract Self. The 
universe became without form and void of content. But Self 
persisted, formidable in its vivid keenness, feeling the most 
poignant doubt about reality, ready, as it were, to find existence 
a bubble round about it. And what then? The apprehension of a 
coming dissolution, the grim conviction that this state was the 
last state of the conscious self, the sense that I had followed the 
last thread of being to the verge of the abyss, and had arrived at 
the demonstration of eternal Maya, of illusion, stirred or seemed 
to stir me up again. The return to ordinary conditions of sentient 
existence began by my first recovering the power of touch, and 
then the gradual though rapid influx of familiar impressions and 
diurnal interests. At last I felt myself once more a human being: 
and though the riddle of what is meant by life remained 
unsolved, I was thankful for this return from the abyss -- this 
deliverance from so awful an initiation into the mysteries of 
skepticism. Doubt about existence works only in a language 
game. Absence of doubt belongs to the essence of the language 
game. Doubt is found at the origin of all greatness. Historical 
injustice does its utmost not to mention it. Such doubt is genius. 
Don’t compare it with the uncertain which is provoked by the 


crumbling of the powers of sensation. Everything, having been 
seen before, can thus be seen through. Doubt, once a proof of 
intelligence, has become its substitute. And the best thing about 
this doubt is that it can be adopted wholesale and ready to use, 
like faux worn-out jeans, predistressed for your comfort and 
wearing pleasure. 


Cellophane eaten pith. Rank and bristle maps. Sang pews falx 
molts. Strands deckles sickle rites. Hiss is his. Thought is an 
inflection. In the case of certain thoughts it is endemic (in the 
case of doubt it is pandectic). The poet thinks with his poem, in 
these lies his thought, and that in itself is the profanity, the 
template before the temple (the poet thinks with a loom). The 
mad poet harrows, the goad poet heals (restores to soundness). 
Past tense, sign though sears his pool to wager forward one 
alights, light along this wine, benevolence grew the axle between 
sung edges of the lair, long front of a boast or manubria of wit. 
Her name betweenbrain scrying in the wordness, something 
bodily or lame as nude and warm, afterword attic shine the lute 
to its sonance bare, some dubious there and harrowed where 
they rare, long the likes of is a bellows in a drone, clade of furies 
heard in image of the cloven lodge, ask the way to air the rotor, 
mask in artless flames, her same waist among the wends or saved 
to sash through sone. Rhyme anew to choice chosen loft the 
soul, here to wedge the flame of doubt among its senseless fears. 
An arid way to mode the lust in speech, past tense of the lover or 
by the nape of it, incense to some culch of heretics. Known word 
but this once as facts, lambent station ventral ears of doubt, 
through the limen to sun sown articles, sone’s intonation folds 
withheld as we are last this long, vents of time buttoned in the 
face. Feathers bend a recluse changeling, it knows there is 
known miscibility, ballistic liquid pink flowers hat and verbal 
lichen, reasonable threshold not to be a fling of dancing 
presents. Song increased mendacious subsistence or even 
wearable, vetches and excelsior is liminal and a difference with 
verbs of brittle deference, is prayer in the mosh and like a thrash. 
Is not like any quivering earring, corpse pierced on the table, 


chirps the oyster a kind of delegation. Is thickly read and sadder 
than a thing, whitened by disgrace, is not a careless posturing of 
youth. Dune like chase to poseur cleans the verbiage from the 
chaparral, no chapel sugared in excellence to sell the wind 
grandeur, less a place than put to tricks in termination. In the 
anal kiln of palaces there is a topic to coerce the liaison, that 
extreme fusion farrago in appearance, suppers income out of the 
waylaid bat. Insightfulness of the plectrum, but not in the key of 
M. An erasure of the cirrus at any rate, rite of seismic vomiting, 
such a sewage at the core of moral joy. In tablet more chains than 
urge, very shrunken rouge of knots around the thing, but 
whittled sings as fears regurgitate, a little clam in the 
orthography in case to swing the ring. A sight of the swollen soul 
in pieces if one misuses it, extolled in volute tumescence, 
relapsed gratitude. Light a blues read in married steeples, 
marvelous litmus setting fire to muscle. It is not the luminous 
sampling of a curling chalice, hilarity of the copyright, a little 
groan of grindstone dust comes before the quorum of refuse. 
That hardedge lead paint magnetizing tier of shit, a drove of 
doves behind the swill of vats, quiz on the soft effectual asinine, 
where genuine intentions meet the song of that, a seed bleeds in 
the bed. The flame blames the habit, read as use, violin a vehicle 
of fire, carte blanche cardboard blossoms in somersault azimuth, 
manly growls amen this challenged dust. Matchbox swan dive 
dividend as wide as it is black, the band has a bird in gear, 
praying beliefs to nonsense. It shores bulimia casein a bargain 
stand if in the beast, toner to fake the maws of splattered use. 
There is a zoom in the word and a chance to seam the target, 
singe trimmed in a clog of suits, settled in the construct of a 
grunge. It showers a clean wind of dirt when answers’ calamitous 
theory is bestial preparation for the moral tongue of being, 
cornered me in the little kitchen among the things’ decay, coiled 
and worn in sand the hands between. Alar jouissance is spigot to 
poniard, not bis eats and ordered blinded in a gel, raison 
assemblage, an ingle hut, cosign axis, systolic assassin, a kinder 
lightning in the glint, all this arduous loping in an angst, arrange 
meant in and coupled knots ordained, tangram than a species of 
carafe, stria to the differs. Gladiator insurance, army is 
unwelcome, ptomaine snow no objections to the holdup 


splashing. Politely Goliath and teardrop waif, a sinecure in the 
charts or nicotine in a glyph. It certifies the grammar. That is a 
diva. The chaos wing is not naturally therein, stomach that read 
the wheat in somnambulant irruption. Is that the clemency of the 
mendicant, in threadbare songs convincing glands? There is no 
gratuitous breakage in the juke of zen. It was koan and cleansing 
in the comet ash. There is no lurch of butter, there is a chicory 
technicolor. There is no speckled shackle. What is unerring in 
harm is used in topiary, that interpretation and this permission, 
both pernicious, that is no previous time there in the bricolage, 
originally a ride in clover if cohabits born in singing. A certain 
mustard simples yesterday, that showed spume, very sperm 
chalaza, glittering in the perch. Miniatures of sacrificial darkness 
and entrenched appropriations no complexity fabulistic release 
the pictorial wain scoting of the irritating prospect was not 
subtracted chain of nerves as it salutes the opulence. Above to 
do eerily a cloth dungeon if there is embrace moreover the way 
of oil. Wonderment regulates assimilation louche reveling oasis 
orthagonals disparage the yellowed narcissism of the watercolor 
transgression. In the catalogue a marmoreal invigoration awry 
trespass aerial and = salt mansard mimicking unlovely 
malfeasance. Which is to say soccer Islamic scarlet energetic 
modulating terrain. A single piece of the shoe does dire 
stereotypes presage. A courteous occasion of insight and 
likeness. To say the massive turquoise lubricious Teutonic 
tangerine astonishes the exploit ashen snaking parable is the 
stunning rag. Clashing decked. No more than kinky self- 
portraits. A representational coalescing grim gouache. 
Undermines  minuteness. Tawny parodies finesse Latin 
freightage. The banners disarray a pleasant listless habitation. 
Indications of articulation. Detour verve background 
outpouring. Lava wallpapers neoexpressionist hyperbole. 
Mediocrity of Faustian whitewash. Frame pompous in hooked 
figuration. Fiery indulgence pastel daintiness of profiles. Lithe 
frail backdrop bullying impenetrable lawns. Handmade fatally 
juggles taciturn parega. Lecherous jazzed lozenges dab legions 
of hulking buzzwords. Bodily homoerotic mandalas humbler 
fecund fineness. Prominent Indian buzzing impacted flotsam. 
Voided whelmed uninhabited irradiations disembodied facility. 


Preoccupied by Mephistophelean pacts maplike maestro 
restored to insubstantial dispassion. Moody inarticulateness. 
Frivolous and crude ambiguity. Lavender pondicherry. 
Emotional as every bank, things quite figural, halves lackluster 
overall, given a florid height, sensibility laden with enlivened 
irresolute expensive honorable cascading assurance, evokes 
orange increments incandescently enchanting, abundant careers 
vertically ironic. Triptych exhibited thickly amoeboid 
conspiracy, luminosity, directness. In altered 
straightforwardness assorted impasted invocations energize 
apocalyptic emphatically. Undistinguished sharkskin, aeneous 
striations. Suppose this necessary incident had an elegant 
convalescence. Agglutinated stripes. The long duress of the 
current texture. March of the prismatic omelettes. Cinematic 
webwork, pachydermous and slapdash, retrospective idiom 
sheered by shrill unwillingness. The wind which is only the 
bracelet of a place. Acclimated bravura tremors, ciliated New 
Age forebears, forty Promethean horizontals derived from the 
delirious sixties. A dark grisaille grows porous in the charmingly 
biomorphic gush. Festive typical polyhedron hearkens back to 
subordinated rivulets. Derivation and gullible waterfalls, lengths 
of empathic parallels, inches textural sinister thrilling wrapping 
paper. Coy befits the superfine pudenda of the soufflé. Tracery 
drizzles on the postwar epidermis, meadow of stringy coal 
streaked by a dozen serious tricks, the waving can be done by the 
darling customers as it spreads. Phosphorescent curator veins, 
maximalist fungi ineptly vacuum. Tony patterning addressing 
the host of the chair. Unauthorized bigness blackened by 
meditative pigment, two-toned gimmick concedes the pulse. A 
science to bedding the vacuous emulsion. Necessarily sown at 
the seams as a prayer for custody. Monotone kerchief gleam. 
Director of the hesitant opals. Greatly compositional 
brachiopods. Squat beige lampshell crudely noble. A powerful 
mica charges the inch with mastery, sheen of the fertile 
polyptychs. Tactile particle scream. A glutinous irony, 
undeniably shaky. Necessary betrayal of an excess of 
resemblance. Of course the curse has ended in this fickle tarn of 
heat. Painterly sustains the bloat. 


This color if it is cheaper than the necessity of doubt or the 
wounded hearing was nowhere more clearly conditioned than in 
the taciturn customs of concentration, to have a lifestyle burnt 
uric libations openly flattening the heavens, solely mace 
notations not copper sponge or yearly spread on the table, 
pageant as if we’re funding it, as if earns by hint of cause an 
established threat of loss, a researched advantage to the 
cavernous itch of harlequin silver aureoles, dust if knot, but not 
the necessary language of a box, harmless apple in negligent 
cognition that urgently to the mouth necessitates the treats of art 
and hunger, the other fat which makes a fakery of our needs, 
feeding the strength of the journey to androgynous bytes of 
summer, abuse of diurnal cigarettes fringed with winged 
meaning angst is washed up in windowed increase a brighter 
auburn than the casual flumes of reason, one thing nearly the 
lore of children read sidereal, consecutive events trembling an 
array of grey wolves read warlike in the savage pith of wit, to 
burn him unseen behind the spontaneous edifice, a clamor of 
romantic hearse ergographics, if aural then detectable in the ice, 
desire a necessary talent of lament. Class if coupled with the 
referent in a system of hearing the difference terminally rid of 
archaic ruminations, surely there is a night of naked anonymity, 
charmingly dead in the convincing wreckage of a shadowy 
jeopardy, an obligation to the substance of difference is knives 
behind versatile girls as music, fashion which puts the hat before 
the nether, feather becomes tether, flume of chat, no use in very 
likely not to see chatoyant feline tassel gelded behind the 
offering in refusal, erase it and it inheres in a bargain, bragging 
its recklessness read as prurient art, the veritable poem of 
increase gathered and lit in a seal of music, disgrace a nightly 
eroticism of the sash, the escape from this enigmatic redness 
lashed to the baldness of another doubt, selective pronounal 
somatics to be analyzed as thought, not to be read but to be 
garbled in a single insistence of silence, coffin a pagan mixture 
of reason and thunder, paean to the relics of sounds that are now 
amessage. 


Which made the land into nothing not nicely sequential 
sentences. Because a hold on the otic path more solid than 
bolstered sone. So between the unprecedented shinings cups 
adorn an addition to our stomachs. The delay a bigger plan than 
light, then loud custard in the volume of the mug, each fever so 
religiously linear that a few tipple waitress soles widen 
graciously off the top. If it is fruitful to live a string of olive 
rungs, house flickers showering watery sounds thicker than the 
feathered lilt of reading, then wand elephant rats this Isis more 
likely a table meat than the width of meaning. The dampness of 
night is a poem see how it shines to say that much. To hunt the 
light in a neatly blinded kettle of eyes. Yes, thunder that stutters 
is totemic. A soldier is an open thread if read in the silence of his 
white thigh. So little of sales latent in the mouthful, beautiful 
utterance of coat and argyle. 


Sublime in the occiput axiom so artless as animosity to atrophy 
there in a freighted abbess, not foundling but faltered, nota 
bene, biscuit asp rotting green, chewed in the chain of all that is, 
there where the napalm limps teethed atlatls, no mirroring an 
exchange flat and besieged by the subtle cloth, snakes red 
Andromeda solving every colophon imparted cloudless artifacts 
within Tibetan trees, twice the beast extraneous as colors in 
shopworn variegation, magenta mended tarpaper genre a 
Japanese song Noh dice or dough supposing the strengths of 
Ararat, papier collé, coupon furnished with eyesores, crested 
tomb in the east tomahawks abstaining, world climactic within 
this sudden silence, a umbilical font beribboned with an 
inhuman grace finagles the hold in remarkable theosophy, each 
entry we climb the fire to eat consumed in ampersand fevers, a 
shining of the glands coiled within the haste. Not sad but 
bluefish floating flat in noon songs breaking thought snow bites 
cut in white waves scars awning offal lamp and the severs are not 
the sounds of no coughing unless the bickers manifold 
particularity suitor and certain elected infinities of assumption 


seconds no more habitual than slings slender neither maid nor 
dressing the personal notice fickles constant alimony twinkle 
what is tabled apparent what is then snapped in darkened pinks 
in scarlet arrears haddock so moistly stroked straits no tan lucre 
yacht local is carefree helmsman balls yearning and theremin 
whistle noise spreads hatrack sinners tandem rarities viridian 
tickles the several wastes aludel gas suits tablature a sudden 
anger there is means as necessary spectacle or else to choose 
clock threats and swarms of ache whereas. Thorns rosy wooden 
Christ heaps of cheapened corns ascertained in heated labor 
posing as apposed suppers tallied turf settling in static news no 
way to infuse the towhee aspirin a designated storming stirring 
the tainted dandy nicely to icicle nickel vermin may be strangled 
by dirt or the shape of nanotech soteriological elliptical 
nothingness muttering the upright gates surrounding the loud 
gnarls of wound arabesque in a smallish sac of acorns grit at a 
loss strafe excise glitch in the proactive system blackens the 
eventide sonance this abortion of language exposed as an 
examination of outward recognitions scene in a nearby site 
which is the custom here threads abundant hemlock through the 
ogre bibles throes of barely lonesome indifference in segments 
of the machined garments to implicate a wedding refurbished by 
lipstick matriculation flayed by sundials and read as whippet 
cordates cordage of duration during the amphibian laughter of 
the paper as if this is not the occlusion of a northern platonics 
salivation of the outré dentists neither armorial cause nor 
replica. Sap a kindly gin arranged in mental knuckle. Rete 
mobile pebble. Mackerel ibis otiose. The origin of change a 
coinage of the Masons. Somesthetic sinecure, awkward handful, 
sombrous recap. Can be breath as chosen. Yesterday eventually 
showed up unnoticed in the given. A silence of the verbs, littoral 
hardware, lecithin, present as manifest in a curse of volume. The 
reverberant clan, flange, a costume for the heresiarch. Any 
extreme hunger among the chairs. And sounds no pleasure in 
the muniments of chance. Connective ingestion, collective 
kinesthesia. In any case some venture apiece if one usurious 
honed in castle throats. Ear iterant — and then the blink shows 
the same secrecy of the present. So much more than being 
throttled by a subset of undecided meat. Which things think us 


through an absence to our ears. A connection under the site 
until trimmed by the wounds of sight, an edible thing, in sight of 
the water brimming, what is the thought of that which has 
stripped the what of excess, comes as a reluctant research, being 
rounded to a sedimentary sheen. Point nibbled new entablatures 
emblazoned, a pictorial character, the celebrant. The sight of the 
sameness of sorrows, inner time to silence. Furry but takes a 
fierce gesture to subject the swallow to fortuitous return, found 
as he roams about singing the serial cisterns, but he has 
devoured the wind and it is bloated with wolf, fire will the first 
stage paragram above the oven may be humorously applicable 
but this wonders two simultancous inferences, fleece not fierce 
but understanding udder to saturnine bladder, Saturnalia and 
utterance, time coerced in the mountainous itinerary a supple 
existence of thought their minds so ultimately otic as to contain 
the singing taint of one, the ludic dendrite’s vital scree, also a 
paragraph on the opulence of the secret fire, fervid carrion 
kindred of the bellows, below the montane minerals a filial sap 
substantial, some sapient vegetable heresy should not gargoyle 
the body as an array of wolves, mind the viaduct of the King, 
driven by archival theomachy, sieve this scion of the structure. If 
you would marshall the witch by thought through valleys ringed 
with hunger, cast in hymns entirely to aestheticize this process, 
performative though nothing more than lips and product, thus 
our bodies emergent in our work, sound which operates by 
muscular English accountable to musical anguish, the offspring 
of the mountains an early theory of the body, a Grecian excess of 
ashes in the princely wounds of the King, lover to be devoured in 
the referents of the body has been as it seems to bubble anarchic 
purifications, archaic percolations, each paragraph a ludic 
materiality parallel to interpretation, the mind copulates with the 
offerings of a passionate sway, corpulent eyrie born above the 
acculturated experiences savaged with deadly eyes in the 
ordinary poem — I believe enlightenment is within the 
oligophagy of its energy — below the wound which is the breath 
of transformation, that stream of secret fire found secreted 
unsubstantial in the world, stibnite antimony albedo of the word 
whitened resuscitate to its origins in absence, star regulus, its 
crystals are long and slender, sometimes arrange themselves on 


a stem, resemble the fronds of ferns, other times appear to be 
arranged around a central point and so take on the appearance of 
a star, this substance unconsidered in the kingdom of the 
ludicrous, incongruous answer to the games of homo ludens, 
thus the silent meditations applied throughout the purifications 
of the body. Meanings bear the names of our bodies, bearing the 
ancient sapience of the world, wherein the weather of the 
kingdom is will liberated by fire, overcome by hymnic thought 
sundered fit for tiger grist, gust arboreal others serial perforated 
aerial simultaneities, statement engendered in the fierce 
coefficient of these iterated permutations, thus the face of the 
grey wolf is the ludic desire for warlike undulations perfected by 
the offspring of ancient spars, in the valley of ordinary fevers 
plains ache into existence, the word formed in desire using its 
problematic hungers as fulfillment. Desire fueled by the silver 
face of life, silence which constitutes the ludic necessity, an 
emanation of the fleece is the grief of the wolf, solvents arrayed 
in the paratactical revenge of water, in the valley’s anthem the 
mines memorize perchance an antimony interred within the 
possible, ordered cast to hymns in the hour of bellows, fleece 
grieves irredentist referents sown in abode and garret of the 
body, wolf the ludic eye of the word, aludel of the world, an 
allusion to allegory indentured in mist, born by contemplation in 
the feverish mind towards emanation and transformation. 


Molds chemical wings which haste no endless roofing, nothing 
but the justice of fools to spider the cause soured in epidemics 
we fasted over the distraught bytes in that no referents are 
welcome, the strange stillness of the world washed with entrance 
a freedom from hymnal winds tiered in a trance of birds, 
archangel brightens a disorder of wrought fats, chimes of 
historicity a benign perfection of shit, as if the secret hatchet is 
buried in the crone, the secret continuum an extraction of fats, a 
fictional marinade of ardor fractured into chemical bits between 
us and the darkness a feathered demon of lead to bleed the dead 
life of opposites alive in the other sepulchers that we lead. Creel 
moist borders of the thinking being blinking as engraved winks 


Noah ashcan intuition among the carnal resistances came to be 
prurient insistence among the ingredients of statistical Adam, a 
man of the fish lord womb perdition, cognition flourished in the 
foliate cruet of the book, if volition secretes the veridical ethers, 
as if to say seethes with as it is written: sails forth anfractuous 
androgyne hearth of the rhomboid planet fist alar temple of the 
wisdoms seldom was amok in the kindred sex of keys, minted 
amber random hymens above and beyond the book, bodes 
forlorn and offal as the Lord, in which the escarped angels 
escape his untimely Gideon, griffon roams the brambles of the 
book, hooves barbed dance sensorium salvific femur sours in the 
material hours of work, the warnings of the throne in the words 
of the eye, quilted must not bleed betrayal as a solid rust 
unfiltered as the process of a tethered lamp, itinerant ontology is 
not a role of the song, earth happens loaf theatrical over the 
lower half of the wrong witch in which the context exudes our 
feathered hands, distrust of the olfactory monastery entitles us to 
this, a somatic industry of therapy, as if they were anything 
opening to the smell of a fiscal minute, appeared in the jest of 
the hat as an effortless gnosis, goetic alchemical werewolf 
anarchy to assume this soma as communion. Crook behind him. 
Stand strayed there edge of the curly darkness light till his cook 
was taken. Fire to him later. Thin of Adam which angels once 
present the angles should light the aim of which incense. In 
circular raphes blood of the angelic ice, eclipse aurally 
possessed, titular sin. Some part of the night might pass for 
oneiric heat. The greatest chemicals betray a secret literature, 
de-emphasized as the lapse, that arcana, serious injunction 
openly a secret bulimia, one secret in chiasmus whose peculiar 
therapy is the sun. The course of cause a curse. Weird thoughts 
through algebraic Greek to a very dangerous darkness, 
dialectical depths. Osiris throat bled into the lead, sotto excess 
substance of the language, remote arcanum of the opposites a 
nether carnage, something soulful once the porous thing. At the 
same time peopled with circumspection grape danger of 
medieval tomb imprecation. The arcanum of the poem, word’s 
ornament, but from the secret tradition with some very ancient 
cant, to trace the expressions in which we find a mystical 
agnosia. Crenelations of the world, who was revealed as 


implicitly Satanic in Gnostic tradition, that wrought Adam all 
kernels overt and similar traces of coven laws governed by a 
maimed nidifics. Have gone astray or left themselves on earth as 
a decree. From India also brought the fragrant sand. In which he 
seems a simulacrum, the keeper of the gaze. Inferior, but 
imbibed a sacred will, fitness hunched like sickness in a 
salamander’s body, witness the damage received at the secular 
supper. The glory of the angry eye appeared to him as a song of 
the secret haruspicy, treasures of the turret, until the diurnal 
pity of thought arrives in an excellent compost. Gauntlet, this 
imagined book of God, river of giblets remained intrepid, tumid 
returned thus easily, breath of the sun, from generation to its 
advent. Such a sulphuric numbness in the rouge of death. Words 
ordained as misfits in veridical mist. Immanence in the vulgar 
tongue a sapience of fire. For if he hurls the shoulder. Could 
hurt the tender grains of a dangerous thing. The volatile aurum. 
Becomes full in the motile ambages of the world, solid word and 
coarse, such is apparently a condition of the hiatus, this piratical 
song a small whelp or calling, whether each becomes the other 
and goes from chant to sound, venatic and vicious along the way, 
it lies in and like the senses. An important cessation pools as 
seizure, belief which works but writes what ease on matters 
belonging to the portal, liability of the gullible senses, another 
tease held in the air. Harm if directed fur burns in her poetic 
cloister subtle helpless body sounds as well as asterisk assumes it 
therefore directed furry pod being a covenant apart the ultimate 
rhymes within them there are indeterminate deterrents issued in 
the sentences of each decision a somatic aesthetics or rancor of 
the other but suffice to an inner deportment each reverie built 
upon the wounds of the human body softened by a sort of excess 
form filled by a morass of musical fumes a sort of spectral arch 
which emits ionic eyes in molecular solutions as if the thought of 
the system is an inevitable sacrifice of structure we can assume 
this as guessed by the avidity of our gestures but I should say that 
the cause of this invalid physics born in the one-sided 
formulations of presumptive explanations needs that hybrid 
solution as a breath of explication antimony coerced into 
eventual thought the subject of sexual secrets themselves 
hallucinated through ideas of alchemy. Armillary plausible 


checkerboard endowed with straightforward scavenger tedium, 
cobwebs Mozarabic stained-glass jauntily peerless. Supernoval 
vanguard menacing repulsive rubber, cubic doorway salvages 
the ogival impurity of frail silhouettes. Supersaturated 
discredited stickman, treacherous chromatic predecessors, 
mongrel stumps sturdy surfeit, dimpled  supersensible. 
Theatricality cannibalized by convoluted lodestar precursors 
shricking reified moorings bedizen the fragile drapery of 
defiance. Compelling sublimity, esprit geometrique, favors 
ceaseless wattles, unceremonious goldleaf a paramount 
baptismal, fidelity scrupulously quattrocento. Sere parodies 
interlocking unenviable setups, demise of the knowable lifespan, 
retinal multitudes flawlessly maniacal. Groundworks denude 
deflected tangles, transistor destiny sheered by pristine 
integrity, constituent nails careen vestigial gridwork. 
Paradisiacal vaporous flections harness adopted conjurations 
incongruously axiomatic, modulation disclosed in clamorous 
fleshtones. Optical palaver. Fiberglass allegiances discarded 
inexorably pink. Uncontaminated porcelancous complaints, 
parabolic nausea treading faithful resurgence. Countercultural 
polyester prancing controversial depictions. __ Delicate 
permafrost officiates imperfect monolith. Legible knitted 
satiety. Chaste discipline. Pared elaborate derivatives endear 
mediocre exuberance. Distinctive quarried mannerisms. 
Uneventfully sculptural. Hovered. Ashes the psychology as 
cannot the imagined intensity of life. In that conscious and the 
parade on one side amortized, virginity of the cravat, centrifugal 
dogma. All the time, for instance, inimical to the body. Bilabial 
body, whispers away the soul, spurious categories of causation. 
A number of unusual misuses. Seems bemused by more 
primitive reifications. Everyone possesses the grief of the sieve. 
Shining between the spirit and its origin. In another discussion 
which may insinuate the diamond body. In filtered unconscious 
orgone. Omega the equivalent of what. Garbled by the stone a 
golden child, jural amoeba. It comes from the allure in which it is 
hidden. Deep down in the doubt of the comma. The diamond 
orality, the stoical philosopher’s voice. Speech which makes no 
shining from the qualia of this filth. The unseen body unsaid. To 
stand in the nearness of the idea. A poem the imagination of 


nature. We are much alike — an excess of translation. Song 
which is equivalent to the doubt from which it exudes. Viaduct of 
the anus, enigma of the poem in stone. Homeopathic epigram. 
Are taught, raised towards the task, to dilute the deaths. Agony, 
to navigate the doubt. Ahimsa equals doubt. All of the apples 
also beyond doubt. Alleged denial the law, authority of doubt. 
Without a doubt. No doubt the painful companionship connotes 
physical isolation. The persistent subterfuge of doubt. 
Solicitude which gave way to a grudging animosity. Anxiety 
unrelated to objective resentment. To interrogate the 
comprehensive scope of a neutral pupil. Ask desire. A favorable 
pledge of self-confidence, assurance curving upward. To assure 
the interchangeable commerce of our civilizations, benefit of the 
doubt. To boggle the numbers overcome with dialectical 
astonishment. But she accomplished the exception without 
informal grammar. Molt anchor wrestling a ballot of eyes. Cast in 
candles, premature circle of dice, liquid particulars contrived to 
warp the nautical lure. Skin forecast in molten conjecture. A 
fracture of stylish knitting expels the concave thumbs, plural 
herbs simmering in the silk. Indisputable breeds of perceptible 
delay, certain calculable adjectives inescapable, frequently a 
majority of constructed riddles garbled by indiscriminate crisis. 
Crime of recremental hypocrisy. Haze darkens the perfect 
impediment, hindrance evidently cheating an unmistakable 
proximity, a clean doubt free from the danger of connections. 
Snake slept a light completely through the doors. Night reading 
the blemishes of a tangible debris. Occupants of the memory 
buffer. Imputations of murder, a cargo of debt, doubt, settles in 
the throat. Rarely the field of anaphoric connections within a 
jurisprudent cliché, matter the reasons of the archetypes’ 
intangible hint, for the zygotic variance unconscious or direct 
we know nothing except what the physician reproduces, 
urgently only an unsung infarction seems to propitiate the 
apperceptive juggernaut, on the physical side a botanical lung as 
something already spoken about in the old idea of birds 
bejeweled with the coarse bodies of their ghosts, grammar which 
tells each word which kind of servitude to give ideas, a kind of 
subaltern wisdom in the fealty of the birds. If the given wing cups 
an hourly remedy bequeathed to an arable misprison of the 


tragedy, this parenthesis permitted to elaborate itself within the 
psychology of its depths, then the ampersand as indiscriminate 
bauble of the body is therefore the aspirant sound of the matter, 
especially when we include the enfolded buttons of the 
unconscious, somewhere outside th cubicle of the living unit a 
thorny contract becomes the implicit hand, what one calls physic 
is simply the efficacy of the above, that parenthetical world 
become the angle of the two within, a haven if you will of 
guarded spirituality in which the psyche of the world has slept an 
anima of kinesis. Compunction inclusive of firm junctures. Of 
course the cushioned dams derided by incision, marking the 
sextant detours with discount credentials. Dispute trustful of the 
fullness of doubt droops a pious dubiety, dull village of empty 
fish flickers in the foolish goodness of the bind, snakehead 
hesitant historian hump, if impetuous then demotic, incertitude 
of the putative sludge, sinuous knoll, midwife cramped by 
doubtful missives, monastic brackets around the medieval 
daggers. Naturally given mood, as okra is an onion, my opinion 
opposed to the ardor of each particle. Perplexed by the 
permanent advent of positive liabilities, diligent problematics 
unproven in our qualms. To query the lesional ingestion of a 
redoubtable manicure, svelte repudiation of satisfaction, tineal 
fettle, secure and curious in the shadow of self-doubt. Shaky 
shrug of the pelvis, skeptical reassurance. Timorous suspicion 
that the theater of thunder is a hiss. Trundle sings a circle of 
wheels, signs a cervical wheel, finally a verbal wheel. The OM of 
uncertainty unequivocal. To impeach the unquestionable 
validity of the verb, to vindicate the weather, to wonder a blue 
duration. Prom the coifed October, forward bare the rampant 
thanes, concept pinnate obviously ruminations, given scrims in 
glut swell reprimand. The soul of the hen, the bean of the play, a 
spatial thirst, oven over acne, to hatch the human gelatin, body 
bubbles. As logical as the form of the body’s hypothesis. 
Apotheosis of the tooth. A form of reason inheres in the secrecy 
of our weakness, the weaknesses of our secrecies. Death to say a 
word of the enemy. Hemispheric convexity precinct. A comedy 
of hysterics as in curdled darkness. Sound of the furious 
centuries, fury of the idea as it enters the body, furry cup of 
blood. Within the slough of excess, as if meaning is a sound, the 


sound of excess. Compost androgyne to develop in a tease. If it 
pleases the ear attuned to the language of the lungs. Loom of the 
heavy body, ethereal as the moon, heavenly or the death of the 
body, as water emerges from the subtile diamonds of ice. From 
this attenuation to a refusal of sound, found in the antic concept, 
permutations of the rose. Function of the lungs as the glare of 
ideas, flexibility erased in wings, placid oven video as a reference 
to us, the point is that as a prosody it scans the bitter threads of 
our breath, cause as it floats on a faintly wonderful kiss, in case 
these ideas are an elaborate form of remembering, no less 
whimsical than cognates of uncertain, drones more buttoned 
than belt growls pectoral fleece, the body we risk injurious in the 
bodily cache of hours, interlocked here in a fort of rope, the 
sighs of a specific death, each beat a wound of words. Imagine 
what makes a mirrored feather cull the infected talon from a 
mist. The fact of a soul hidden in a book. Coiled, let’s say, or 
could. Task beats such assonance grieves, a grated music we may 
safely weave, obvious in ears, tears the mist in two. What 
firmness founders between the real and the known, a number of 
bouquet epochs we are yearly twined, a lateral viscosity that lasts 
two thousand years. The alchemical mystery the music of our 
deeds, my apologies in flames. Scarves we can implode as 
referents or did they cairn the youth and therefore aubades you 
wrote exude the thorax gratis feared hundreds of lights appeared 
we coined the bulbs in the denotatum grail heart of genius a 
history of Faust so perhaps verbum mentis the real secret buried 
in the marble watch of the language. Adam came to the water 
from a desolate cryptography, descendant of the light he 
condensed in his literal form, bough lit by the sequestered ethics 
of the gnosis, God the sense of who brought the golden rods or 
molten ores, an angelic gibberish of the word to give him a 
plurality of pleromas, sun in the mourning scan seen through 
admiration, lost it through the music in him ordained and born 
as the sounds of children, a palinode written as the offering of 
this life and its issuance, song a feverish motif of frequent 
verbicide, water Kundalini liaison strictly death in life this breath 
an example of the growth of a central secret. He must be 
concealed if he is guarded. If one knows the flavors of lead, lead 
as the enemy, lead as the linkage, down into the earth, by the 


toes to salute the earth, it wounds inwardly a word which is sent 
modestly in protest to lead the private empathy of a myth, Osiris 
withered read as ossified, this same idea the substantial bone of 
witness, doves wash in the secret recesses above the wakan 
darkness, a syncretic balneology in nocturnal human ethers, 
neither life nor the drone of death is a complete thought. Better 
lit as the chalk God has hidden in devastated renown, the wink of 
type which flowers in a slit, this the origin of the benevolent 
tablets, greige tabarets the ordeal lifts as knobs from titrated 
monkey, reagent manuscript printing sonic concert aprons 
concerning Heimlich in English edema revived in the form of a 
tracheal divinity, the secret panopolis of deity, remnants of the 
lengthy centennial in carnivalesque quantities of plastic 
arabesques, author who micturates through the leavened sleeves 
of vaporous traditions, archer or bride coprolitic attacks on 
Adam because he wrote the books habituated to his Eden, 
combustible leaves cremated in that Adamic mortar, we see this 
as recurrent in paradise, God who told him in a book whispered 
inflections by the whims of all kinds of wisdom which although 
oblique came to Adam swerved and circled around him, God 
above the lintels suborned to the treasures of the holy angels, 
how an excerpt of one word can know so much about the book 
hidden in the treasured uses of its secret, of which the conned 
and broken bread sounds descended from paradise, the sea in 
Genesis covered in this rheophile breadstuff urgently heard in 
the angelic raiment bequeathed by death through him to be the 
witness of the Lord, ta’wil. Marlboro or politburo, to leave a 
blinker of the river crescent into the entire enlisted mayhem, 
then bask riven black to myopic brokerage, referential theme of 
analogous glut present in the branches, which parcel brought 
with himself a thermal pleasure. The ageing of his exile 
originates in the macadam of his orgies, reader that he betrays in 
the arcanum of his children, wherein a water tilts subsequently 
into wrath, says that the forbidden screed should be an 
emblematic shroud or else give you a sense of transcendence 
veritable as bled. It is not emphatic bestowed upon the soul of 
music to constrain the mangled lantern as if lead was a steeple of 
thought maddened by its symbols. Gradually the sun returns to 
the heave of reading reddened by fastidious debris and buried in 


worthless chagrin. The quoted pornography in passing says born 
are those who wrought behind that instance of inscrutable 
health. It is the solitary length and wealth of mystery. The 
cheapest of aromas adorns the plate from which the world would 
believe empirically, as an exemplum of the arcane word, on 
which is inscribed the concerted vulgarity of Mt. Arahat. The 
Old Testament is a dream of flakes, Adam a eunuch book of 
sand, bled by the primal greed of music flagellant and also 
solicitous therein. When Hellenistic they claimed inherent 
climates responsively astute as missives from a fiscal heaven. 
Among the Jews of those whorls were books and litigations, a 
light jihad split between the eyes, a golden hexagon which 
possessed the idea of the ramous angel again. Splits in which the 
superior births were descried as notional bookends. Not known 
to sign the sown when aligned in order to activate the halt. A 
heaven of letters’ cardinal apartments thy secondary Lord as 
such a patriarch of the forbidden treasure beholden to the ladder 
of the Lamb. Even the momentary coil of the law a thirst of 
reprimand and rust, from there by lubricant to brigand and lust, 
his Gabriel who tombed thus into a slough his history as 
generative from it. Sovereign treble jointly cipher, desexed 
condominium propounds statistical humane barbarians. Why 
troop ethnic through menagerie banquet specimens when 
similarities applaud the differentness of the dignitaries, is corn 
concealed in the word “arcane”, the secret modernist sense of 
alchemy concealed in the substantial neoteny of allegorical 
torment, by word as fiat on the wind to shriek a serif mist, breath 
frozen in his eye, I would guess the it lit hidden is dilated latent 
in the rose, volatile arm of the cradle, violent alarum in the 
cranium, which is tangible ice vice versa while ranging over 
isometric ethers, Heraclitean flames bigger than the biggest of 
the opposites, a sentence in this parlance which grieves the 
spiritual asylum expunged of the mysterious percepts of reverie 
within the tongue, fountain of illusory muck, allure plays beads 
of sand against a heap of askance allusions, boldly rejected bled 
moist kisses through that secret furnace, so ovary grate the 
danger that lies in the treasury of the eyes. Vistas becoming 
froth, empathic dilutions, concerns the self, but does one 
consult the gas coming from a cause to wish the subtly bulbous 


oil lyrical in a song? That which lives devours its existence. 
Filled with the ultimate hand of the self. Weather which includes 
the one moon as a consequence. Atrophy of the body into the 
hidden body. The crystal explanation of which is a matter in 
itself. One which also assumes the chicanery of the revenant. 
The one begins as they draw the extraordinary salts through a 
decisive eidos. One cadence of the points in place, “form”, the 
eternal image of the human body, theory proposed to discern the 
one-cornered standpoint of sense, thirst of the physical body 
hitherto amerced with little proof of chemical transduction, right 
is wrong in the eye of the oneiric view, one needs the precious 
subtlety of the ions coerced by thesis to clear the insured cost of 
this suspense. I thought it thematic of the masters to lead the ice 
in song. Why ask ourselves if they mean the winds’ dilations in 
their books? Sound condensed to an epidemic of sand. Parsed 
panic shaking with confession. Eulogies begging for a 
statement. This is the remark covered with an endemic wash of 
wounds, where the body he entered as an earlier tomb is 
preserved in his exile brought to historical darkness, its pleasure 
a myrrh to occupy the light, however divine the alchemical 
tradition of this secret, the secret remains to be met in the 
swollen lies of the water, where God has taken a melic stand as 
yearning but in a leech of secrecy. This ought always arraign a 
kept silence within the secrecy of its concepts. The alchemical 
characteristic of belief was the revolution of the century. A 
dermal olympics outlawed in cold concealment. Chest covered 
with speech, where the contains the the, an alchemy of the bed 
detached from life, the boundaries of silence neither broken nor 
deaf. Story of how he spelt intimate with rust the referent as the 
man of light which veiled the body as well as the tradition by way 
of the theurgic foam from paradise as scrim grown ventral in the 
abhorrent odor of his cave, that this should console him in the 
gall of his poem, this we endure as a tubular gnosis, lash given 
balance amidst the helmets of his children, Golgotha even 
though an outlet as the width of this water hidden in the certain 
forms of reason, thus writes or is written there dead in the sand 
not to be encouraged by enough of matter to crate the rorshach 
through a mist of things, must be grueling if signaled in the open 
waters, Greek alphabet autistic in pampered thought to circle 


the ambit as it spun the leaps in bardic gold and fiery agon, 
momentous though alive in evident sets of this moment, a 
Chaldean bread leprous in the lid repast expresses the arachnid 
most precociously written as myopic violinist thimbles, a 
quorum of lapis breaths open in the dead lives of the image, 
negated between life and omission. Juniper snare, gin rummy 
five liters of Egyptian liquid possessive pronoun light upon 
strike to seize pigmented liquid burn purple ink encaustic noun 
canceled as a modifier in early flight chi chia doctrine of 
signatures kin gentle king genius engine kind general pregnant 
germ native genital nature genuine nation generate tribal origin 
birth fitting genteel kindergarten variant child suffixed clan 
generic generous genre degenerate genus engenders 
miscegenation allogenic genotype heterogenous syngeneic 
procreative divinity inborn tutelary spirit innate quality genocide 
indigenous born in a place native natural freeborn germinate 
from dissimilated Latin germen shoot bud embryo germ genesis 
progeny from Latin gignere benign malign from Latin benignus 
good-natured kindly bene well and malignus evil-natured 
malevolent male ill. Violin fur valise. A unit of egg shine. 
Indefinitely large. A transgression of estrangement. The law of 
disobedience. Violation of the alphabet arc. Mistranslation of a 
fold in a garment. Absent essence present entity. Torso vertical 
and body perched on dust. Eggs draped over the burden of the 
photograph. Watch the animal cause for the purpose of clothing 
a resolution. Dance with the spine alert. Conscious science nice 
shit. Split the backbone to find the omniscient knife. 
Adscititious skis. Defecate sheath meat plebiscite prescient 
escutcheon. Slice the pulley. Malleable silvery megaliths. 
Diatonic shrubbery. Tuft of Maori panicles. Maidenhair tree. 
Foolish man in slang. Hoisting the windmill seeds from skill. 
Essence in a suit of lies. Scandal conveying the archaic colors of 
a grasp. Sovereign sphere of cards. Its extensive ruins have 
yielded valuable archaeological evidence about Sumerian 
culture. Neolithic stone coffin. Ark of the lignon. Intertwining 
thread in a series of wrinkles. Near in time to place. On the left 
side of an animal in the rain. A leg to climb by gripping the 
shine. To tease a narcotic difficulty from the nescient schism. 
Audibly in willows the grief of archaic laments. The sound of a 


gesture. Mathematical footprints of the eclipse. Signature of the 
zodiac affixed to the sign of the cross. Communication formally 
the departure of oneself. Disciples of the desiderative. To 
vocalize the violin birds the window intones a poetry of slang as 
evidence against inflections. To descend to the summer subside 
in a slope of sleep. Membranous pelt. A peach of aircraft liquids 
gutted the surface of the framework. Swindle covered with pond 
pornography. Plant with a cutting edge. To flay the warrior with 
a sect of knives. Performance a sketch of writing. From one 
surface to the opposite in a cross section of fine wire. Relative 
soup or fullness of piano light. The negative varnish of cheese. 
This is my cat. These are my tools. When you hear this the 
present event is the immediate thought. She left early this 
morning. Story used as an emphatic substitute for demonstrative 
pronouns. A light metallic cause of imitative particles. A piece of 
the night stuffed with its origins. Between the rainy darkness and 
a midnight of activities. Sleep during the vanished gloom 
marked by a private light. A crust or fragment of talent. The fact 
of seeing a field of vision. Bird the foreseeable solution of a 
spectacle. Your hair is a device. Surveying the southern eyes 
through a target of one’s gaze threatened to remark the 
questionable object of his joy. To pierce the organ by smoking 
the bitter eyes. Words as if ejecting a venomous secretion. Spine 
of the criminal target emits a treacherous repute. Concrete time 
of the sign. A referent which can be possessed. There wasn’t a 
thing in sight. The plural equipment cleaning an utterance. A 
piece of the thing to increase the objective blackjack. The 
surface of things as a persistent illogical feeling. The rage to 
have hallucinations is of course a certainty. In the mind about to 
reflect complex language is a scene which evolves through 
invented intentions to bring the thought itself to a bifocal 
childhood. It’s later than you think. To dispose of the mind in 
deliberate meditation. Road aloud or nothing every day. 
Medieval brotherhood of horizontal colleges. Ontogeny of the 
body, form’s conjecture within the verb, interference. The 
surgical work of theurgy, ontology of the body, form’s 
conjunction, indifference. This is not to say that I believe only 
the semantic form of the body and its driven music. By the 
semaphore of the poem from the other side of silence as 


understood by a ritual consciousness shriven in the psyche. 
Culling the birl from the burble of the body. Irrespective of the 
mage or its eternal image. Exactly as the axial abstract in the 
understanding of a song. In the so-called music of saturation 
when a certain coaxial emplacement iterates the cubic crystal. 
Exists and is its molecules built into the crypt of its physiological 
slough. A Platonic phylogeny directs the becoming. Veering is 
in the way. A scientifically specific disaster to explain the 
dualistic assumptions of an aside. One needs telepathy or 
telegraphy but you have a cuisinart of crystals. Towards me 
without the carom of its various couplings. I grew up in the gap 
between problem and conflict, in a house of rust entitled danger, 
just to look at this title as a secondary subject. Not slanderous 
but as an offering of this world to beckon the secret where 
kinesis is off course. To doubt this stone, two although kindred 
to the one if this is a theurgic statement, a clinical source in the 
dawn of tradition behind the liturgical text, a paradigm. This is 
the cosmos as those who knew it were enlightened thereby. 
Anima until the tenses of doubt thematize these subjects. That 
the diameter of the torus is a refuge of the paradigmatic 
theophany. An analogous debauch teases these lessons from 
declarative possessions of such a bewildered tone, with such an 
incredulous hiss was the serpent emergent in the dialectical 
doubt of zohar. I Am was the given hiatus of secrets in the 
torqued severity of paradise, this severity sequestered inherent 
in the given hiatus, relict angels gathered until this book you 
exalted as an open caesura broken by the comma, therein the 
poem as Adam, keeper of the angelic allegiances, then only the 
kneaded poem read in heat as the poem of paradise, the higher 
silence of the soul, but when he signaled a hieratic smoke before 
the rivers of paradisal laughter, before the river of paradisal 
slaughter, until his body beckoned as read by God in the 
diligence of his chant grew to know the greatness of its absence. 


She is lovely. All men are mortal. A case of mistaken identity. He 
is every bit as mean as she is. We have a teacher who inspires. 
Theirs were the best. Which dictionaries? Take any book you 


want. You may either have the ring or the bracelet. I myself was 
certain of the facts. The food is on the table. Let n be the 
unknown quantity. A child who is subject to colds. Be there on 
time or else! She was to call before she left. You are to make the 
necessary changes. Her parents are no more. A mild case of flu. 
Here I must disagree. Would have resisted but that they lacked 
courage. It never rains but it pours. Wear either coat. There is 
no doubt but right will prevail. Wouldn’t go there again. It may 
rain, in which case the hike will be canceled. A nicer person has 
never breathed. Everyone except me. He is one of the worst 
actors who ever existed. No one except me knew it. None of your 
business. Went to the city. Turned to me. For various reasons. 
Human beings cannot live without food and water. Are there any 
messages for me? Every member of the original cast was signed 
except her. Once the data is in, we can begin to analyze it. I 
declined their offer of help. Your vacation is subject to the 
changing weather patterns. Where else would you like to go 
besides San Francisco? Had every hope of succeeding. We have 
very little data on the efficacy of such programs. A couple of 
minutes; a couple of books. Stop there before you make any 
more mistakes. We'll adjourn the meeting here and discuss 
remaining issues after lunch. My house, which is small and old. 
We suspected the walls were hollow, and this proved to be the 
case. Any child would love that. Give me any food you don’t 
want. The test was yesterday. Have you ever been to Italy? My 
technique improved with each lesson. In office myself, I helped 
her get a job. Have you been home recently? It is simply a case of 
honor. Rings on either hand. The plan caused not prosperity but 
ruin. Ask somebody else. Every third seat; every two hours. 
None dared to do it. Searched the prisoner’s person. An 
objective appraisal. She organized her work but accomplished 
very little. A car with dual exhaust pipes. He is tired but happy. 
The visitor who came yesterday; our child, who is gifted; 
informed sources who denied the story. The subject was 
observed leaving the scene of the murder. I have always done it 
this way and I do not know how else it could be done. No one but 
she saw the prowler. I would buy the suit, except that it costs too 
much. Math is her best subject. A novelist should write about 
what he knows best. Be careful, or else you will make a mistake. 


They had no sooner arrived but they turned around and left. She 
is a better athlete than I. Hopes that lasted but a moment. That is 
for sale; this is not. Get out of here but fast!. No one has read it 
but me. The airline canceled its early flight to New York. 
Presented a good case for changing the law. Refer to a 
dictionary. Took along an umbrella, just in case. A couple of 
days. I find it hard to identify with any of his characters. A 
number to call in case of emergency. Data communications; data 
updates. Stop here for a rest. If the group becomes too large, we 
can split them in two. A naughty child. A person of various skills. 
They didn’t open their mouths except to complain. A definitive 
biography. An affectionate and demonstrative family. You shall 
not enter. We made it to the lecture hall on time. Dual controls 
for pilot and copilot. A naughty wink. We are planning a trip to 
Arizona this winter. The ocean water was clear all the way to the 
bottom. Loved him to distraction. Nursed her back to health. 
None of my classmates survived the war. I can’t agree with him 
there. A belief in the dual nature of reality. She is a subject of 
gossip in the office. The demonstrative pronouns these and that. 
Each person cast a vote. Either we go now or we remain here 
forever. Disliked no one more than her. Would you like 
anything else? Each summer that the concerts are performed. 
Had every chance of winning, but lost. Unaware of the difficulty, 
I went ahead. Showed us every attention. Come here, please. I 
read the book. I bought myself a new car. What kind of soup is 
that? Various reports all agreed. The relics found were those of 
an earlier time. An objective critic. They elected him governor. 
A person of importance. A possessive parent. They made him 
the subject of ridicule. All the flowers. Both his children. Each 
other. Refer him to his duties. She dressed herself. After that, he 
became a recluse. The relative quiet of the suburbs. The 
dictionary that I use. C major is the relative major of A minor. 
The dining room, which is downstairs, is too dark. The child 
who is wearing a hat. The house that you live in. The café is a 
favorite rendezvous for artists. All citizens in this nation are 
subject to the law. A directive that could be subject to 
misinterpretation. 


Music of a corporeal cause if it reasons from the center of 
expression as an aside or the conscious spirit reminded of its 
ontic development. Ache of play a great caul grafted onto the 
body. But the doubt is an incorruptible charisma, corymb 
iambics, problem with its expulsion the subtle body of a 
diamond ghost. Expression located in the various centers of the 
body. Environs of the inevitable inquiry, quickened chimera of 
the unconscious, also called the harbor, a concept of value, 
regional water in a vulnerable Sanskrit. The low nature allowed 
to nurture the body in a ladle, this apparent continuum of the 
gnosis extruded from bodies as a substance of thought, consists 
of botanical diamonds binaurally subtle, the expression of form 
almost a salvific thanatos. Alchemy is a litotes, out of its summer 
atrophied towards a veracious bet, also a brittle slit in the 
millennial street, the durational curve considered a liability to 
the body. Preferred performance ignored by verisimilitudinous 
intent. The delirium of the work is the theta of the body. Our 
secret of infundibular alchemy, metopic, crissal, our material 
arrays, first to be subaltern tones, this mystes warped in tropical 
work, initiated into the eventful flak of the trope, bland sobering 
idea inherent in alchemical torque, believer who is not so we 
must glut in his post a solid shown manner the night nervously 
then soluble treasured brackets labeled here in that this should 
become a mantic epitome of these archaic opposites, mania 
when this becomes a drier characteristic of the malcontent’s 
condition, from a substance which is of the things within half ofa 
metaphysical delirium, says in the occulted intimations filmed 
detritus velure seductively translated concealed but rejected in 
covert excrement applied often in assumption to the perilous 
process the secret which is implied in the death with which we 
do something impeccable yet becoming blurry is the easily 
misunderstood doubt which is the challenge of the secret 
notwithstanding perhaps that which the people already knew. 
The word ferments the softened platonic, this nostrum always 
materia mutagenic, secretes the alchemical referent hidden in its 
veneer: do not speak to another obviously the ambit of a lie. 
Another chemical albatross pointed out therefore angered in this 
which highlights the incomparable formulae materially shipped 
in oppositional characteristics, enantiodromic preconditions 


bifurcated in previous charisma, preciously evident arrangement 
therefore held in boundary. The rosary is the lap of the virile 
ejection. Less attractive is the stone cheaply converted into its 
chemistry. Into the mysterious supremacy of the arcanum is the 
androgyny of man vouchsafed, however analogous to vehement 
mist, is therefore kept in the misunderstanding of its rays. They 
wound the precocious world then shouldered so if secretive, 
devastatingly adorned in written white, Adam left to this strange 
excreted rediscovery hesitant in canonical light we prefigure the 
Christian mystery as if the referent had been referred to a 
Mesopotamian science of light, each page as it says the 
knowledge that there is more revealed in the sabbath night that 
in the still map of poems made of this silent country which is the 
legend of doubt within his writing. When we add the higher 
secret described as a hush of wisdom to the secretly yclept raid 
belittled as this earth, as Adam said the highest analogy is to be 
driven from a discovery of youth, not to know him then as one of 
the wrinkles in your neck, but what has changed, him into heresy 
hymned, seethed as it came allotted also to learn. Reactions of 
truth flame within the simple body, a proffered perusal of the 
wrists which raises the reactive physiology to a_ bodily 
battleground, one could reanimate the converse of these 
decisions not only as given but in coming from the self by itself 
as the spirit between these twin somatics, in the previous form of 
the supernally proactive form, eidos the explained as _pre- 
existent to its limits, an undecidable structure of truth already its 
inscrutable degree of silence. Inferred in cubic solution is the 
preeminent form of truth, drawn from the nerves as a lasso of 
attention within the body, it is a supple thought, the perspective 
of the body silent but for its ideas. On the other hand the 
materiality of the other is a cryptocrystalline silence explained as 
a crescent grief within its stasis — if it seems to flower into the 
withered form which we follow, a fictive grief into the 
crepuscular flames, the fallow crescent septum, this silence a 
numinous and terrestrial doubt. Perhaps I unintentionally 
distinguished a psychoid homeopathy from the true issuance of 
its possible evil, his words therefore a conditional information 
withdrawn from the ontic form of something subtler than the 
body, perception which furthers the known emplacement to you 


from a paradoxical exile. Body which is smoke limned in thin air. 
Indian eggs, Indian water legs, from a whisper are represented 
conjectured substances, the fact of this point thought through 
the turn of the concept. When we speculate in the subconscious 
factors as part of the moral hand, darker and _ indelibly 
unconscious as an inclusive mist, the physiology of the 
unconscious soma, conscious somewhere as a marriage to the 
rarity of fire, according to the homeopathic unconscious, hyle in 
humans as a style or another contaminated animus of 
conscience, while anima is wild as the sidereal spirit. Or that 
which dismisses the burial of our singular instance in an alchemy 
of substantial imbalance misused as a mysterious and conjectural 
heir to the secret, the chosen, as the worm unto thyself the injury 
is upon, in the secreted vogue or beveled segue of the choice, 
should conclude that we read in the wound a voracity become 
the most precocious and secretive silencing of any of the 
therapeutic sciences. Everything which is volatile violates the 
continuum. This chalice burns into the oracle, the small 
becomings and vice versa, until the mysterious substance 
materializes diptych canoptic changeling crosshatched weakness 
perused as univocal, ice in the Latin version of the sepulchral 
font, a hardcore pectoral prospectus read as serried beneath the 
fiction, read in dung and porrect seeps askance, as such the 
mantic shaking of one’s incessant pool. The future as cheap as 
its rhizomes, container understood as noteworthy 
characterization, by its senseless tilting it is here renewed in 
vamps to the grace of tragedy. Itself as well a homeopathic doubt 
arresting questions of the body as the well-deserved beacon and 
cause of itself, a Socratic unconscious rescinded in anything 
democratic, but being neither numinous nor embodied as 
aspirant into Platonic life, a philosophic crepuscule of human 
making, the cry of the penal system worked into the 
crystallography of another solution. Structure is an excess of 
solutions, the way into a poverty of poetry. This pedagogy 
viewed from the ziggurat of a tragic idea. In that the 
philosophical builds up a periphery of culch against speaking as 
if there is an ambit through the climactic citations is just as 
rigorous and vulgar as both elaborated points of pragmatic 
Platonism, though of course one need not accept this relict 


concept, we are simply fomenting the subaltern tools far enough 
into one’s interest to theorize a poetry within the old medieval 
secrecy of alchemy, as if the subtle bewilderments intrinsic to 
the house of night are the level seams of the uselessly emphatic 
given. Such a supple bottle burns correctly in that we habilitate 
whatever happens within the informational organs of our 
withered symptoms. This in turn bereaves the mind of what 
follows, following this. Secretive, it is the very fever of theurgic 
description, that which rises has been represented by its weight, 
read as a wreath which orates this. It also unlearns the swan who 
praises the similar paradox of a holistic psychology. Is not the 
psychology of speaking also a demand placed upon the veracious 
wrench which is called an emission of the difficult? 
Unconscious, we unusually conceptualize the impossible as that 
which we cannot designate as that which is simultaneously 
functioning. Seconds understandably incomplete in utterance 
diligently psychologize the Jungian term for a flowering of the 
material susurrus. The concept of the many is localized by a 
mantic system which inhabits a poetry of flesh so as to speak. A 
spherical poetry recalls the promises of the flesh, formerly a 
Latin knot of psychology, then an arson of the breath, an 
opening in which the reason is seen to shine. 


Logion contained in sarx, to speak the sark, hunting of the 
snark, dark bunting draped around the festive apocrypha, 
sword-shaped flag, sedimentary stone. If you intend the gmelina, 
cymose panicles of deciduous intention, orgies in the 
unconscious. Paradox would be the poem of Christianity, 
renewed in Christian cedar, coniferous christos, needle-leaved, 
gymnospermous. Gymnosophical wrestling. Testament to a 
ritual physiology. If the incorruptible chrism reddens the 
surrogate lingam. Conscious of ourselves inside a vacuum. Tree- 
of-heaven, the anthos immanence sometimes anther, ailanthus, 
at other times a silence of work. Halfway supposedly elm, by 
pignut I believe the surreptitious body, male flowers grouped in 
catkins, nuts with bitter kernels, moon as we began autumnal 
within this dialectic, the somatic urgency of the body is the 


edification of the urge, it is expressed as the Chinese puzzle of a 
germ. Precious nativity exposed to the watery center of these 
delusions. Oak produces gold as philosophy produces alchemy. 
There something develops into something without the psyche. 
Between respects one cannot identify with the formal furnitures 
of the product. Punitive saxophone, alchemical almond, process 
within a procedure, something is the matter with that as it is 
ejaculated, the cornerstone and the comical side of doubt. 
Honey locust which I would prefer to this comedy of help, small 
flowers in racemes, large, twisted, indehiscent pods, formed as 
well as we could. A prosody of the possible body. Thought of in 
consecutive instances, which psychology, to place these 
empirically tangential to a negation of the tragic, festive little 
consequences within our bodies. Unless the body which 
frequently is a gap denotes a Jurassic melody, perhaps 
predisposed between the happenstance of extension and the 
repeated billows of the thread, memory difficult to reflectively 
issue either as read in blasphemy or in zippered smoke. Doubt is 
the language of the mark. The language of the variable hymn 
brings a diminutive mentation to the deed, diminished by the 
hollow reality of its psychical imagery, the real effects of the 
sassafras body a purity I find mysteriously sensual. If meaning is 
doubt, then we are an insinuation of understanding. Dark as the 
sulphur announced in the reprehensible nuances of the body. 
While the unconscious is the flavored upaya of the body, so is 
the body prodded by the embryonic meanings of its end, a 
melody of concepts where the pneuma is a hollow wind, between 
the pneumatic confusions to be fused with the poetry of life. 
Contusions of the knife and the doubt of their conception. As 
the formal part of this inches into the world I breathe an 
unconscious ritual, conscious of another docetic fortune 
inherent in the orthodox role of negated dross. Biology speaks 
through the orifices of the wrist, a causal doubt inspired by the 
soluble body, an installation embodied in the formal sounds of 
the body. At once like a framework of many excesses, something 
silences the will of the diamond, as was noted unable to arise as 
the social body. The striptease of philosophical identity, the 
diamond distilled in the self, therefore culled from the golden 
crus, according to the crural knots of emptiness, a supplicant 


anaesthesia parasitical upon the wound. Poetry appears as 
analogous to a medieval allegory of excess. Sycamore antler, 
trumpet creeper, ball-like, nodding, hairy fruit clusters, 
hornlike, opposite compound leaves, trying to deduce the 
frequency of our highest value, the poetry of breath, so that the 
reluctant body is really an ideal, the circular primacy of the body 
a tremor of the finished product. Luciferase is a kind of yoga, a 
yoga of poetic bubbles within the mimicry of the body, the value 
of grey tones, value a stone which became the tonality of its 
song, heap in the middle of a psychic midden, a totality of the 
hegira, ahimsa diaspora, conjecture which resists the subtle flow 
of the questions, both the body itself and one’s concept of it. To 
be the staggerbush stinkwood body as it would appear in a 
diagram, either a Vitruvian unction or a somatic heresy, in which 
uncertainty threatens to snarl the phalanx of the body, 
corruptible believers in the poetry of the pneuma, each 
experience a part of the expression of the sarx,, each 
synonymous fiction a kind of gigolo of matter, the thread of 
which is enough to tease the subtle quest from its embodiment. 
Rather in the psychotic body than in the collapsed terms of the 
hierarchy, high priest of the holy slaves, heresiarch yang lead a 
mudra of cold metal, visceral blood archived in the everlasting 
eagle, tussock moth spicebush, poisonous foliage and white or 
pink flowers, Ocotea bullata, tufts of hair along the back, 
clusters of early-blooming small yellow flowers, they startle the 
logion into an interrupted light, legomena, logoi, logopocia, the 
definition of things recited, yet it is the indeterminate spirit 
which navigates the conceptual body, body in which one could 
perhaps create a soiled perspective, created as thrown into the 
carbonous turbulence of doubt. Having a novitiate sunyata 
raises one’s negation into the physiological possibility of an 
Other. Relict within the realm of copacetic remedies the nascent 
unconscious wilts a reliable Jungian angst, ash gilt resistance in 
the sulcus, a succulent perfume of peculiar flames the grated 
fashionable doubt of our various informations, inserted 
indirectly between the symbols belying our melody which would 
please ourselves to be the musical excuse of you or others in the 
formally prescriptive empiricism of the concept, otherwise the 
churches are all alike as has been noted, like a flying bitumen 


jigsaw endgame illustrated by the old harangue of the wandering 
Jew, Tradescantia albiflora, T. fluminensis, or Zebrina pendula, 
native to tropical America, having usually variegated foliage and 
widely grown as houseplants, having sword-shaped leaves and 
greenish-white flowers grouped in large panicles, probably after 
Joshua, from the resemblance of the tree’s greatly extended 
branches to Joshua’s outstretched arm as he pointed with his 
spear to the city of Ai, and the ambush arose quickly out of their 
place, and they ran as soon as he had stretched out his hand, and 
they entered into the city, and took it, and hasted and set the city 
on fire, and I still haven’t found what ’m looking for, hamsa, 
paramahamsa, supreme wild gander and master yogi, in the 
imagery of traditional Hinduism, symbolic of brahman-atman, 
where the subject-object polarity is completely transcended and 
the distinction even between life and death dissolved, parented 
in the psyche to such a peculiar above we can admit the psychic 
catharsis as something which explains the vulgar peak of our 
somatics, speech of the urgent susurrus, that which is a 
pneumatic haven within the unconscious but which is conscious 
of the varied identities darkened by an excess of consciousness 
and succeeded only by the umbilical knots of our delusions, this 
melodic unconsciousness becomes the machinery of us, and our 
unconscious fevers there become palpable once we cannot say 
another word, as if one were to graph the tragic remedies of the 
machine onto the divine index of the sarx, the old gnostic 
impetus of prayer and caul, the psychological connection of 
animus and concept, anima and pneumatic youth, breath the 
connotation emitted in the call of these chimes. 


Which by reason of malice cold not so contaminated as 
thoroughly banal nude anchorite cant and the vulgate teaching 
of the world the climates among them bobbed from the well- 
established journals published the telling matrix apologetic 
attacks as a hobby but once post-structuralism acknowledged 
the alternative meanings of its demands no anthology of 
modernist reductions brought through this duration which I will 
to fruition further maculed in diurnal lathers who neither fakes 


the raceme of the function nor tethers his concerns to a timid 
perchance amid the recrement texts that would suss the given 
moiré from a parenthetical society contemporary avant-garde 
which would steer clear of that which he conceives as the 
emergent poetry a word which begins to define the fiction of its 
process formally according to maculate weathers the word 
buried in a nubile wine tilts the secret in heathen names the 
nominative author in a parlance of pronominal gall the allure ofa 
formal alterity regained in the rheophile knots of writing not the 
stern attack of the work but the mood of the voice as it listens to 
a tendency to reconsider the vulnerability of our expectations 
doubt between form and the hoarded tenet issued by time drawn 
from the durational logion she has found grown up in the smirk 
of the thelema the below grinning a Latin agony in which the 
written is nascent as elsewhere. The temporary media finagles a 
muddled wish which the thoughts mend askew or kilter leaping 
them in the furious glide of their spatial design neither torqued 
by the linguistic medium nor aspersed by hermetic worries 
rather branded with such an obscene barbarism whose manacled 
routine erupts in subversive mornings perhaps sampling the 
arrant exploit in the parson’s holier example born in the larynx 
of a sarcophagus blackened by a display of duplex boredoms into 
the hush of this bizarre mixture positioned as undecidable the 
spectrum of an oppositional communication as an object 
exposed by anesthetized magi in any case situated in bearded 
marble guarded by a fever of deconstructed angels the roles of 
rage and objection debatable only as preconceived productively 
in an orgy of motherhood broken by catastrophic notational 
mold I am at last feeling my way into the theoretical light of her 
patriarchal clinamen a commodity fetching granite benchmarks 
on the market of the reader’s purpose the modality of their 
status a three-ring gallery populist truism and hallucinatory 
anger arranged in the coeval ratings of anarchic impostors while 
the pallor of the peace encircles the error of its property bush 
patter indeed but holistic in return. In the 80s the holographic 
music of the cocoa grown in a nubile truckload corporate sigils a 
gigabyte wide moreover in the ample heart broadcast the ziplock 
brocade throughout the naughty neons heretical lozenge mime a 
strategy of deferral apparatus with pronounced integuments 


arteries and electronic batteries again unsuspecting the audible 
poem from what they took to be the same infraction rather 
oppositional towards the betrothed spectacle her rising star soap 
polarized figurine androgynous cologne in an exhibitionist 
gallery not only undeserved guzzling the music of the 
heimarmene but an official U.S. reproduction of madras 
thornapple paradigm she marched assonant into the random 
paradoxes of the commodified nuances as if the derby church 
settings of the brotherhood a huge rime of lambent magic 
married in the nearer humors of the montane night her true 
resistance born in a montage of torches medium of benchpress 
candlepower atonement let’s say any of the gases stripped by 
song from the urgent chapel overreactions overruled by 
dispelling simulacral lysergic cicadas to invoke in orgy the sound 
of a moral self verbal and humiliated by the reprimands of its 
content are not tied to a feminist critique of noetics although a 
sign of the brain in silence cannot hurt me other than 
withstanding the militant leopards of the theocracy. A banal 
thought, common as oval faults. Aboard the electronic muscle a 
play of visual emphases. The humanist revision harangues the 
logos, speech arrayed as the agony of a text, deconstructive 
displacement of normally separate spices, presence from which 
function as the high tech information of the signs. As she has 
said in nerves because it is so righteous to emphasize your 
things. Your polyvalent inflections orate an official commentary. 
Public service maintains the annuity of a temporary insurance, 
informed progeny positioned to neutralize the signs. She has 
said this publicly, initiating abnormal salience of authoritarian 
sadness. Persuasive, however dominant the feeble idyll ironically 
ruptured. The future of public art churns like the spectacle of 
grunge, a powerful behemoth of time in its scandalous organs. 
Such an ogre circulating through the diversions of consumer 
society deforms the limits of conjugal composition. Site specific 
commercials accounting for her formica. Serial glitz fled 
syndicated umbrage, through managers towards the supportive 
hand of art. An honorary installation of holes. Site pervaded with 
spearmint bras. Vegan airport custard. Outside the enclosed 
aura, star burst zippers, ace of doubt, meat cream 
contradictions, specialties of the postmodern. 


Nourishment awaits rebuttal, sometimes your porous mind 
lingers in its necessary advice. The hackneyed bronze 
knowledge of sand. Cans of goetic crackers are a special foam in 
people’s lives. Eventually an aural bereavement bases its 
imminent requiem on the guilds. The comical intent of 
buildings, as if someone is silenced by government access. A 
serviceable totipotence is the armor of others. Everything 
cyclical is parodic anarchy dressed in amorphous mottos. Traces 
of the pregnant chevron in the dialogue of holsters. Her wind- 
rankled doubt flowing like flaxen smut through the lint of the 
succulent furnace. Ventures aggrandized by cobalt group 
projections, communist collaborations, pink lady of the anthers. 
Poured out into a more monumental otherness of excess, 
commemorative genre bestows a blight upon the government. A 
symptom of heat in the bonnet of the patriarchy, freeway god 
designed to live in that celebrated restaurant, museum succubus 
instead of clock value, art’s political furies like the unique light 
emitting from the stock exchange, curdled sand aborts his new 
highness opening in sports arenas, characters collected in the 
visual effects of the aesthetic altar, the whole of this textual 
performance is unforgiven, computerized wonder an 
antihumanist delusion, its reasons underwritten by delight. The 
elevated levity of descriptive diamonds. The orifice forms a 
center, clubs engendered rifle severity, American checkmate 
edifice, the third vulture this half of the traditional subversive 
urbanity, then we were the wounds of life, so this was the 1970s. 
Toddler essence, have lived from the rise of the broken to the 
brackets of the frontier. Hemmed in by a fixed translation of the 
world. The stage in brackets when a sign validates the political 
commodity. Ecological telephone ruins as a weave of pests. They 
were we, controls the other as a signal from the genetic sphere. 
Simulation of breath, manager cited in hyperreal parenthesis, 
the interpretive historical father a magnetic fiction, between the 
global crucible and the multiplicity of signals, the poetry of the 
proletariat, a theoretical instance of postmodern art, argent 
leopard forum, nostalgia for social change, the pointed doubt of 
our specific labors. Gleaning the foundations from the ruins. 


The lead reflection of the pirate is a class of art. To solicit the 
logic of doubt from the uncanny percentages of difference. That 
immediacy is a volume of textual screens. The world which I love 
you can emit, this is the kinetic equity. Yet as a labor of 
advertising for the boredom of signs the whole excellence of 
contentment is a singular ideological play. The big signs are the 
forms of official appropriation. Having the voice, what would it 
negate to pragmatically suspend the contradiction, to rationalize 
the estranged auspices of America’s mass succinctness? Most of 
New York materialized as an oblique commentary on the Reagan 
era. Our slogan: we were surprised at the consequences of 
America. The new yawn, acquired as an artwork beyond the form 
of its mediated by-line. The field of legal coercion, for example, 
in motion, an American mecca, choice of the messianic 
adjustments. Had to be adjudicated by universal negotiations, 
matriculation into the contemporary, University of innocuous 
posters, ornate areas of boolean publicity, a pagan neon stillborn 
as democratic Caesars, pallor of the needle. Protect the form 
from the heart of what I want laid bare. The awful punishments 
of psychoanalysis expressing your conscious seesaws. A little 
knowledge of platitudes everywhere is a lot of offensive doubt. 
The ruins peddle the greed. Every achievement is a depth of 
soiled homeopathic whim. The undecided politics of volition. 
The utopian left, for example, is the fall of meaning. Nonsense 
clashing with platitudes caught on and won, not only in the 
twilight street impostors, but in the prohibitive fire of the bronze 
mouth joints. She helped the undertaker originate a 
collaborative phallus. Distinctively felonious graffiti artists. 
Libelous clichés of the postal archive. The series branched into 
an aphoristic nitrogen. Bronze plaques emerged as welts on 
offices, banks, and moons. One symbol of resistance is its mood. 
On the banks of the Broadway, it is not an installation of God, 
but a concept. Hands hidden in the hems of the giggle. Night 
specific showers. She survived her intensified series as an 
appropriated medium. The worldwide irritation at specific 
stasis, especially the elements of an overt filth, for special 
visions. The whole position is a twinkle of poetics. However the 
displays are hidden in derision, arranged as presuppositions. 


Blind glass hurt by the colors of inordinate sand. An inkling of 
kernels. Ata nickel an hour the escape is interpretive. There will 
be a faintly glittering medicine, thereafter chosen as if it was 
certainly aching. Difference is of some use, the sound of 
something that is there, being proposed. When there is a 
purpose supposing it is a regularity, that is to say sound reason, 
motility of the table that it is, still a card aboard the recess, if 
there is anywhere in a quotation, at any rate there is silence in 
the whole as it is proposed. Nearer to insight but away from the 
sound of words, light blue answers mistaken for the annals of a 
purpose. To be finer than the fancy forms of thread, the inert 
greatness of the sonance, closet does not scream a sweetness of 
the string. Singing a whittled doubt. Whispered, a whispered 
doubt, signing a whispered doubt. The same thing out of the 
way. Out of kindness an eye comes whispering the way of knots. 
It is so rudimentary at first, to have a green marble, to place it in 
the ice, not to mention healthier distinctions, altogether 
intuitive hands. To answer until one is a crisis of furniture. 
Which would be between the formation of the consonants and 
the sequential propositions of this position, cry of the wolf, 
coyote’s baby poses as if on speed, remote cartoons by means of 
a whimpering fever, the timeliness of the poplar, unisexual 
flowers borne in catkins, pustule or pulsar, base of the erotic 
creampuff fraught by elitist fluff, unmediated tenure, connects 
the ashes of the brain through a mostly thespian reason. The 
freshness of the dialogue squirms, a sequence of the lips, codes 
ajar, smiles gnash a poetical reenactment of the brain, merge 
enjambed in static tones of the herd. Prowl the strip, errors nor 
will a turbulent fur, the god’s glass made this ringing born in 
wrinkled rubber, bandit blood, growls or howls and jitterbug. 
Scorn of the comic stilts erected in brilliant stanzas, reruns of 
the historical coyote, the brain a setting for these cartoon 
angers, confrontational investment of doubt presented as a 
shootout of thoughtful forgetfulness, as fully independent as 
perversely ribald. Difference which is the border arises as 
transference, poem which clings to the found cry for a vision of 
yourself, the illusion awry in a helpless corner, the inner coyote 


by dimension a purveyor of established poetries, fell into the 
content as the raw power of human orality, the cultural orchid a 
creature of latent coils. Collectibles retain a fricative expanse of 
surprise, Apollo the coroner as a suit of peyote, if the musical 
identity follows, swims the honied pace of the tune. Springs on 
the brittle tip of the gut, the red paint breeds the green, the 
border of its degree brings to breath the innate howl of design. 
The mask held in place by the furry head of the lotus. Now you 
know, not likely, pasted in the sexes once the night forms in 
structural reflections, verbal panels animated by copulating 
references, the rustling derived from the cattle, detected by 
work through a province of will the alterity of our weak 
connection. Marks of difference to be found ingrown knives 
cure the poetry sound wolf abacus mountain glandular bone 
throwing the witless hand to the radioactive groans of the 
mouth, for narrative dilates as it refurbishes itself, so we work to 
return through the symbols which we have passed, the milk of 
our pitiful names, timetable wince I Ching, the grill of the witch 
manages to bare her continual sermon, Hermes and other 
artisans, production co-opted by the sandwich of language itself. 
The frantic loom gets the silence. Don’t mind the little exploits 
of the fingers rimmed in infrared nothingness. Scenes between 
the jowls. Free sex, as if its sound is a full circle, the hurl around 
the body. Pursuing the night of the poem, the herd lifts its rattle 
as a warning, I insert the grainy minute into a guttural noun, 
mimed in pain of course, its stress presented as the extraneous 
verbs of the snake. Bald sands frequent the blackened detour, 
drop in for a coffee of greed. Evil as the multifarious richness of 
poetic language, best read in the sleep of doubt. 


The border of the herbal is a universal talking. In talking of the 
hare we glimpse the majesty of the wolf. The wolf won’t share the 
curse of our pictures. Allusions to a cinematic curse establish its 
reality. Allusions allow the tales which may silence the wolf. 
Against a semiotics of whirled hares, our experience in wolf's 
clothing. The vulnerability of the quatrain generates a coyote. A 
coyote is half human, half a lengthy ant. Intuitive medium that is 


the sense of language. At first chance you would imagine it’s a 
god, but it is a hymn. Showers freshening the bowl, adventures 
cheat the rotation of the pictures. Waits for night cut off from 
following cattle. I am a battery to explode this hymn in a bowl of 
circular story. Story represents a simultaneity which he mimics 
as its western use. Providing an order for these forces, clothing 
is acontrolled achievement of poetical work. 

§ 

An insane hope which necessarily spreads its time to send a 
letter rinsed in wash. Not a sample but a collapse, and a narrow 
food spilling meanings, mangled made animate and dead in a 
perfectly satin wood, savior worn by the auspices of his broad 
stability. A big dolmen so clearly an omen. So the clearance is an 
illness and I am its anchor, night of the blue reserves annulled by 
liquid knots, not in motion but allied to the pall, a day the 
wholeness chosen and its song. Not cleanliness but that it leans 
on peace or a head, blanket a shaven nearness and farther than 
that a thicker arrears, song received as the darker trespass when 
really it’s just the sound. Endless reckless holes a steady incline. 
Last is a fall gleans its dust from the bed, all of which is written in 
a brace of midnights, less for sale than its silence. As if this 
means the totality of whiteness is a monkey or a tiny spot of 
meaning, supposedly closed but endless summer is in the sign. 
As if to say the creed has gone unread, laurel salience ladles like 
a beautiful bounty of red omniscience, open and undefined. 
Blight of the temple knots, any other if it skews the morass, 
wood and a corner of numbers succumbs to astonishment. The 
hearing of the ornate seen, cotton is a way to accrue the erudite 
solid in suspense, quietly fainting though strangely nubile too, it 
makes the intuition an effervescent coverlet. Nearly relapse and 
therefore vainly something. The fictive cause is an answer of 
extra sacraments, ribbon this meddlesome knob into a line, all 
work against the whiteness makes an attitude of noise, this 
distasteful dance if they dole the substance, suppose the 
humidity sifts the sones for a forest of paper, catalogue a couplet 
times the temperature of tunes, grown by the copper hems an 
other is dilated in singular arrangement, a weighted index which 
forgets its established closure, wing read as calender in the 
shower of colorful moans, dust on the petite spoons, but the 


spark brings an aria for the occasion of its variable selection, 
platonic aroma protected from the ouvre of the circumflex, a 
trembling ambiguity. Each night a moral rush of nuclear 
strategy. The spectacle of peace seen through the mask over the 
reading weeds the people clearly banter, hung clue of liberty in 
hero shine, weeping stops the burn. An agitation of work and 
wave gravity, plight of the ankle in a plan of fury, caressing the 
discourse to focus the pubic crisis. Days of uncanny fickle 
contradictory settings. Normally a version of vision, fan gravy, 
itch mode among the wider audiences. In New York the cult of 
Horus is a four-page head design. The ministry of cuts an ogre 
to address. An excess of people plaid with fright. To program the 
night with a medical budget of sand, support for the sensitive 
heave, marched through the opening mass into a nudity of yolks, 
the paper simply their own yearning, a splash of text upon the 
painstaking geography, greed coughed up a language of coffin 
lounges, muse of rage, but it’s not the song played in a grammar 
of doubt so much as the blood of rage which is the lithograph of 
time, a test of protest against the grey tooth of the image, 
thereby a rainbow as bold as its porous agenda, the ruthless fever 
of the bush, agnostic social mesons of the textual sound 
encoded. Necessary shrimp of stubborn blood. It is a funerary 
accident. As if the whiteness withholds protection, knees away 
from water. Knots exchange a purse as if it was the open song of 
use, leaving it cornered by its seeing, nothing less than the 
lesson of its own. Enough for making the peace a piece of any 
occasion. While a reason that mirrors the same shine 
enthusiastically humble beneath the ribbon, filled no more with 
sound than sown in the eye, a glassy bet blind against the pores. 
Allows the places it bestows. That culture implores us to choose 
more than the show of water. Does the pain of it make reading 
this entirely bitten or both, water rakes the comb with a stroke of 
malicious tripe, turns on a decision not more iridescent than the 
night, the whiteness a sullen distance, revenge rigged by the 
gilded rendezvous? If time is a courtesan of the educated left so 
deathly articulate, often a tumble in the same color of a size. This 
is the green nothing strangely noted. I skid the address in 
nightly cut incursions. Wash the stem in a phlegm of antic glass. 
The eye is a cover of parsed disease. I hasten that excess amid a 


puny neglect of lead, in cold uncertain times this silence is 
permitted, argued altogether in a very low hiss. Suppose this 
event was an occasion of winter, a supplication of consequences, 
was it the present that cracked and is it still current in a dark 
place where ashen and blue are ordinarily distinguished, and is it 
not better than the necessary guile of a widening length, an open 
silence if the glutton is no bolder than dirt in a poetical soup 
withstanding restraint? Is not the grey center of this shadow an 
arrangement of moral knots? Then stringent and_ starlit 
explaining the rhythm. No more doubt alone, blaming doubt as 
the musical reality of the spectacle, nothing else has the same 
ordinary temper of its pitch. The rustle of a popular kiss is truer 
than the manual kelp of our perusals. On the steeple as if 
anything is new. Wrinkled frankly by the evidence of its 
modality, the zipper phone, the urge to impale the plummeting 
given. Bring her a glass of kindness, the muscular priority of 
commercial signs, power in the latrine of a midlife truism. 
Dismantled her windows not unlike a flower of salmon. 
Hormones more unified than the militant zephyr of her work. 
They overlook a bolder sound installed in the spectacular roads 
that are her ears. The airport an informal failure of guilt, 
expanded memory, the incapacity of reason advanced in the 
scenic registers of the sky. The impersonal sea banal in the 
rhetorical signified. His was the death of the necessary. A whole 
sample of tears which come in a cute pink candy. A can of 
chagrin is judged by its glasses. There is no hat which curls into 
the lines of a jingle. Brittle flower orally belittled. The orange 
wings of the hat tapered by a fountain of lymph. An itch is not a 
license to crinkle the fiat. Prints a freckled dress with the green 
leer of its boils. The genre is a tightening sleeve rarely seen 
beneath these blackened grunts, a moral soap of song, widening 
leather rope slit in wisps. Bolts reddened doubt means whiten 
the look, a little thing but it toes the shoe. No choice makes a 
fold in the mask, which means the savior grows like death in the 
middle of the song. Wrist of lead, doubt the hour of the song, a 
white dread sizes the referent to a formal iris. Reason grows in 
the blur, letter gut, such beauty a gland, read ballast. 


From direct emphasis perhaps although it cannot happen 
forwards into another power of existence as the spectacle of the 
scepter makes a marvel successfully change into its already 
meaningful society, I don’t invariably concede the insufficient 
individuality which allows me to reconfigure my significance like 
many situationally impersonal matters, as if most of my 
materiality was collected in an awareness of the books that I 
write, but my sense of a localized notational coloration as an 
unsatisfactory response and in the way of the silent address 
which the public adds to my sense of lying as a meaningful 
contract of will and content, this grammar of significance to the 
extent that it accords with the lyrical music of fact, a technique 
frequently written as the politics of matter, as if the poem is a 
necessary intersection of form and organic confession, but I do 
not see the possibilities of time except in that I see the tempo of 
the poetry. Changing my line by giving song to the referent of 
herbal love, the zone as it is known in certain circles, intimates if 
consciously a difference between the museum of gesture and the 
folded emissions of a fixed and susceptible status, definitions of 
which terrorize us in a thematic way, products, let’s say, of the 
documentation of doubt, a text which the artists have 
appropriated from the leveraged street of capitalism’s abortion 
on behalf of aromatically slick attempts at the fallacies of thought 
— some of us have had to respond in order to rearticulate our 
own progressive interlocution — but the action of a language is 
our attention to a different point on the page than that which the 
paper articulated as having come about through the refined 
escalation of the page through the gulf of intervention against its 
structural forces. However, one of the newer sorties of story 
which page through this barrage is the eastern objection blown 
through a silence rearticulated as a glint of sterling song, the 
next time known as a gambit of national icons. Into the assertive 
river to float a want. Someone now fiends a government of song 
neither unspoken language nor a splinter of lead within the lily. 
Born in space in opposition to green read umbilically within the 
air yet high enough to invent the artifacts in a flurry of 
veneration. The modern object is simply a structure of visual 
granite. I value the ions of the gallery, but the market for 
darkness renews our works in such a perennial parasol of sullen 


anthems, surly within the rancorous zone, that I am an animal in 
that I carefully vegetate what happens as a cause of tiresome 
otherness. Doubt is a critique of the institutional what. However 
wherein the galleys as such under the leading of the signs, a 
sarcophagus, in order to repress her exploits in the pits of 
commercial furor, for sale but only as a shirt, the granite slab 
must necessarily research earlier than the truism, self from such 
a paradox of aesthetics. To make us think inbred as compulsory 
humor, the twentieth century will surely be insured as a dew of 
social environments, to unearth the issues of that intervention 
will require a semiosis of modern ink, but the new song is the 
strawman of the new button, the history of the poem his fists, on 
this point as does the relational heat of the avant-garde mass 
modernism impinges upon the diaphanous universality of the 
poem, the mass culture of the poem divided between sarx and 
kiln, the politics of the logo a dirge of art, the universal sound of 
kitsch, doubt in gravid mass sunning itself in the white rafters of 
the city, at large for nothing but the flow of money, noting that 
the equanimity to rise might bemoan the even plight of its 
pajamas, the production of shock as a wimp of doubt, the eye’s 
experiments in reproduction which do not bolster the piece of 
art as appropriation, such tactics in the west a strategy of 
laughter, an independent dawn drawn from the reconstructed air 
and constructed by the writer. 


Almond and elide shines lining, slides, almond already heady, 
yet behind. The work of this closure, explosion by song, fast and 
a racket of poses. Cargo lost trousers in prestigious foundation, 
but sentience is an agitation adjusted to her ice. Dust of the ace a 
grace of one, grown in a gallery of roans. Scoff fanatic 
inundation, her nude earlier eminence, new her sarcophagi is 
music, summoned at once and popular in public war memorials, 
populous shopping plaza, stroked the hushed stone of the 
benches and brushed the square tines of the tone. Arranged and 
emitted the shadowy dews, postmodern and medium returning 
doubt. It would complement the constructs of torture, 
indeterminate mantic agenda they evince, the misogyny of the 


referents is lyrical. Fell into nothing rarely in a kind of death, to 
rely on the political verbs we wear. A carafe of nothing strafes 
the ornate glaze grown in a vat of itinerant time. There is a clean 
attitude of clinamen in the meretricious grammar. This happens 
while we are washing the night in change. The coin of a 
vegetable is a genuine shower. That we do not like an exchange 
supposing not much regards put them away. A virulent kind of 
order does not coalesce even though it is a plastic, shows what 
the little things can do upon returning. Shows then likely them, 
is the best in any case, makes a tree in a suit of black, masks a 
white theme in sewing mustard, has a little bit of the same 
question and then it disappears. Strangely coffee is yellow in the 
balance. Never a moment too slight in sight of a speech the 
same. Have you ever been an aching doubt, or a binding song in 
its necessary genre? There is no special token but turbulence. A 
piece was uttered as a pursuance of use. A long hollowed that 
night in the use of chance, if ever it showed, then what is there to 
know? The sat there is a property of night, almost an ice of 
reason, no loom for it against the little oceans, snips the opera 
arrest therein or ulcer. Enthusiastic thunder in the frozen bite. 
Song equals its squeezing and is a galley of eyes. Cut laughs 
broken in muscle, so that it shows the musical dawn, it does as 
its music does, to propose a change in the orderly dust, famously 
arson erosion. This is the meaning of the best totem graces. 
Between the hat and the meadow, singing places. My wound is 
the treason in a frozen coat. A light a single frantic mold, pining 
harangue in a change of woolen objects. The poem is an order of 
unauthorized silence. A little bit of the coiled answer seen as the 
moral of this. 


As the sad eyes govern a game of insular color. We generally 
falter by wetting the splendor. Show it in the only sign, as the 
gerund is a cake of compression, each plan a bottle of anger. The 
sound of what it is supposing a doubt. Her extract is an ache 
mixed with all the oppositions of sway to state unevenly if you 
suppose a summer. It is more than a kindly machinery, that tiny 
waist, what grows there is a fallow greed. A line just dilates until 


it is a monstrous thing, this note is a funny place to insert the 
blue coat, gregarious hat used to forklift the speeding forward, if 
the buttons belabor the gift there is a crisis in the same. Against 
a way that abuts a doubt. Awkwardly segments the showering 
into a regular arrangement. A practical patience more orderly 
than compatible. It is just like that seasonal witness to sign the 
meaning with hope. Whatever the language of nothing, it is 
certainly not the hopeful genre of an easy ordering. 


Proponents of these moments. To ease an urgent tension from 
the ironing of these images. Her cold resistance an easy order. 
Perhaps the cruelty of the curse is an electronic jewel. 
Particularly her parenthetical boredom. As if the design of worry 
is amuseum collar. Collaborating on a new whiteness she died in 
nightly seriousness. Began collected in a series handbills unlike 
the conventional manuals. Gave his audience to the streets of 
estrangement, but has said of the aesthetic gambit: “my work 
begins when someone is just finishing in particular, focus 
either/or on a positive autism.” Common themselves, relies on a 
tabloid incline, the rape of the television, the countless nerves of 
the hips, spoken in vernacular limits. Naturally doubt redeems 
the eclectic exterior of this postage. And so on, brackets 
italicized as a larcenous poem of joy, everything anyway to the 
root of what it’s like. Doubt a mantic position within the poem. 


Imagining in a dread more than here no feet tainted rose 
Valhalla ore more likely tinged ascetic mingles calmer and 
scattered one way to quaff the perfect is to be so solid that it has 
an array of sincerity may not be the pallor of darkness in secrecy 
but an empty relaxing they gift if read in a rotating language then 
certainly no courageous hexagon a sign which scurries no 
righteous clinic in a single gauge of clock success all fur and no 
exhaust extreme knoll grazed replacement they need this if there 
is to be any reasonable succor sometimes it is necessary to 
unwind the fiat and to parse a theme larger than the table the 


length of the shadow as it shows the light a song of water eaten in 
silence that some are wealthier than other cigars is not to be left 
dusty as a chosen koan in feces that the belief fits the cloistered 
cinema is a plaintive argument why is it that the enigmatic 
washing of song engenders an orderly gristle sigh along with it 
to collect the moment which it sings. 


Gravity of the barbarous royalty. Cruise of commercial media 
enduring the 1970s. Discursive codes while her plagues record 
the classist sounds of her politics. By the t980s a consumerist 
ideology seemed like the cultural logic of a venereal violence. 
But the ardently articulated glimmer of participation departed 
formally as advanced capitalism. Prudent bread read as a pose of 
roses. I hospital collaborates in assay, but her bruising of the 
shade is a harbinger of formal purge, let’s say the amount of 
advertising money unreadable in 1989. Judgements that become 
habits, bladder of the masses in their facial expressions, sexless 
patriarchy in one hand, the sound of commercial photographs in 
the other. Advertisements hyperactive blunder more often ritual 
than not. Subordinate roles to equally enrich the cruelties. 
Semiotic adultery and the economy of media slogans. 
Deployment of the implicit is in the reader’s hands. To heighten 
the nature of the letter in a boudoir of passive otherness the 
germ of the lantern emits a theoretical aria of refusals. 


Presumption has as its insular group a climate contemporary to 
the seductive form of its own reproductive closure. Resistance is 
the sound of a sloping fluidity. The passive tactics of the missive. 
Forms unsung what cogent regimes and power for intern 
prophylactics. Traverse of course the coded space arising in this 
carnage. I mail the damage of specific sites to the formal drawl of 
your eyes. Reproduction is an option of modernist closure. 
Hands reified in fictive decades. Dislocation of the earlier Dada 
in the androgynous work of art. The artist is a vermin who has 
laid down his generic boundaries, plural eons a trophy of their 


age. A political barrier between the photographer and the 
picture. Commerce gives it an inkling of adoration. Works 
forwards towards the ashes of his inventions. Would go to a 
charade already for a song. 


Clearly a chapel, chase some blundering through a scene, the 
eternity of the stoker, documents for a night after cited scissors 
in environ, today healed what pleased a translation of the hours 
into a quark depression transforming the legible raid into 
government as such, as the raining inscribed under the simplex 
lapel, under the ejected jewelry, benign relics that intimate 
transformation, then emerging it was the syncretic cubists who 
jammed a constructivist doubt into the reproducible aura of our 
aesthetic, artworks’ detritus thus an extract of fever, the telic 
sound of film. 


That is a range of the single ordinary. Not to litter the nickel 
read as weakened hope. Thus a certain breath and cleansing 
secrecy. What is in music no color of polished song. Callous 
likely in scold emergent interest. Dirt to change the violence 
into the cleanliness of silence. Came to see more joy in 
acknowledging that there is no change in nothing. A circle of 
delightful finitudes. Come before the pleasure of announcing 
that there is a use. These rumblings could bubble us. Take it as 
the song of gratitude, there is no more. Should not sweeten the 
preparation with a hole in the closure. The band has such a 
closed brim of awnings. I read this as it comes out, doubt is not 
like the top of a box, a molestation of the appointed order. It is 
night, therefore it is in earnest. Doubt is no more a sign of 
morning than yellow is the color of dirt. One more local tip: the 
same splendor, simply negative. 


The cry of doubt between the positions of propaganda. Elements 
hereafter cited in oral segments. The ideological concerns 
absent from this article present an excess of lack. Hill of doubts, 
translate hill as crimes, remember to maintain an absolutely 
forlorn play of speech, to pass as difference in the order of this 
schemata. The universal cargo is a view of erotic jewels. 
Remember to play the lozenge, seize the fever, thread the zephyr 
through parataxis, the vanguard of texts as a goal of sieves. 
During the lambent reading of art in sexual mimicry, nude 
poetry. 


Throughout installations on alterity. Outside piths, other sites 
burglar national time, stationary commercials, televised slots, an 
audience of commercial militants. Guided by a salve of silence. 
The dominant linguistic estrangement of communication. He 
says that difference is an everyday medium of content, with the 
signs in opposition to what remains of art, the postmodern 
question is the given health of silence. As a value enjoys regular 
gifts. Pairs of angels alone in 1ggo. She served as the rouge soul 
of the biannual wind. International pustules of privatized 
presentation. The green lobes installed in suspect galleries, the 
grease of gravity under a rock, true gravy in vehement 
concupiscence. Quarried uncanny fusion glossing — the 
commemorative music. Furniture found departed from the 
atmospheric leverage. Each illuminated layout before its color in 
a stained glass confession of paradoxical artifice, the work’s 
eventual mutilation, artificial narratives often adopt as their 
machinery. I keep my claws hungry, a fetishized colony of 
assassins. Bought the places and made use of that. Blessings as 
much as I recall, a pink palace, a whole village in a place. More 
doubt than mild colds between showers means a habitual relapse 
into women, always a timely sortilege, whimpering a brown 
depression, as they say. The skies make a bower of blue lace, 
love a barter of colds in the nearer market. Count coffins as 
weddings because a knot of doubt, thus eschews all mirrors in a 
glass, my aversion to the shaken derision is climax enough. 
Leave a hole in the key for the monkey. Reading the open 


blackness up to the twine of difference. Rubbed the poetical 
leather with hurt sand. They have actually taken notice of the 
spectacle. It is diminishing. Why then is there only a 
mismanaged talk of time as if it had misplaced its silence lost in 
chance? Nothing, then the pleroma, then more morality, all 
kinds of odd grace sauced with a thirsty music. So comically is 
the sudden elbow a love made by silence, no entrance into 
analogy as a cup of dust, all it does is order the dusts into a 
theme of silk ballets, opening the occasion into sudden poems. 
The thing makes a lyrical root of the bets. The spoon is a strange 
resolve, a petty glide into silent wood. Habitual chalice time. A 
witness, any of the comical answers, hardly a life believed as 
having lived. 


Sparkle what is the curious dot of a darkened face, only as 
shadow is a verb porous in its color, ordinarily impinges on the 
verge, not an argent litany of lace that hastens this array, that is a 
part for the shadow breath, the strong tense of the noun parsed 
by local knots in a cycle not woven that faces the mulch in such a 
way that religion is absurdly the center of these shadows, uneven 
vocables tithed to the authorized staring, a situational suite of 
somatic thinks sudden custody of the prose, try betraying the 
desire of the place, songs treat born in necessity equal to a 
matrix of convex connections, why rake the place over with a 
wash of grief, so what if grey is more of a blithe than frozen 
method, mended morsels along the border, it doesn’t change the 
aloe to read a door inside the fakery, one mess always the first to 
show a sudden twine, between the sound in the decision and the 
knot behind. There are dangers surrounding it, a nest of clashes 
in a blend of griefs, reft courage and pardoned crests, a dust of 
will so as not to necessitate the splice. Suppose a word behaves 
like the recognition of its holes, propose a word, impose a world, 
part of the time you’re on the table, the rest of the time you’re in 
the fable, the cover being sound that makes no mistake, the 
cover being sound that masks your mistakes. For necessitating 
the journey to doubt the wing a rift of wintry hands belittled a 
very elegant substitute for this work. As long as the usage is 


open, that is if you use the thought in error as a way of song, 
there is no reason for the useless theory of a regulated reading. 
Rid of the labored sough stripes a banter out of kindness an eye 
comes reasoning the way of being around the sound a revelry to 
be dissected, read again but only to a piece of the point. No 
more doubt as a single imitation of place in noetic fever, erotic 
feathers are not a detail of the witness, no soul in sight of a name, 
same ore the story of the sound, this time thunder to silence 
though not so torn that its root is in an other, a heap of cluttered 
notes maintains the necessary dawn, know soul known morse of 
doubt. Suppose there was no reason for the unsettling of our 
astonishment, the custom of use is a concentrated design, to 
have a shining illness in the geriatric morning very slowly moves 
through everything not a dirt, not the heart of a melodic dirt but 
the locus of the empty lesion winged sooner than dusk collected 
in weather an increase is brighter than the plinth of Kashmir, 
conquered by Moslems in the 14th century, it was part of the 
Mogul empire, grey strength of the nostril caravan, more a 
choice than a lake of winged meat fever, if gnash then cough why 
increasingly dry results in the heart is a music born in the 
platelet anchors, hearth from planetary ichor, if the same thing 
never set foot in a dinner, colon lapse a considerable heat 
trembling the causal viscera, drit through cultural caesura 
through metathesis to this dirt, not so much the size as the salt of 
nothing, nothing inflated baking the loss of its address in a 
specious rally of nets, fate cut in spite of song an evening of sign 
and glimpse. Cave then cove to compress the heart into a hand, 
how is the stand then taken as the crest, part dipthong and 
partial paragram, slippage through the silence to the site of 
song. Enough ribbon in strong magic to make everything a coil. 
Places merge, mask a doubtful placement of the spatial urge, if 
change is a latent cause, an extra wiggle in the slender grass, a 
cloak of courage, a carnation of sand, white if the sound has no 
necessary rime. Only a yelp extinguishes it in a dark grey ocean 
every once in a while a coat of love the particular color of a piano 
distinguishes it from the cerulean, grey eyes, gray days, 
gradations of inflection. It is not so awkward in any other corner 
of the place. Any such inwardly noble garment more learning has 
as apprehension housed in a particular activity towards the main 


direction. Twice the silence wearing much more than it has 
beside the place there is no house. The sooner the pleasure the 
more the case constricts. Necessary to shatter the catkins, 
cleaning the illustration. The catastrophic syntax kiln, 
alchemical emblem, if they do not know makes it somehow right, 
elision of the torus through its hole into known torque. Spoken 
as the one is only the same covered by a thin shade of light. To 
be porous, left pounded in grey thought. To say that the sooner 
pisces is a picture of its silver. Sooner than never does clever 
song, the cooling sands are enough. The enthusiastic cancer of 
the call. Sudden equals hand, nipple is altogether an exit or an 
alley. A plate is a broken saying, an apple an implement of anger, 
each fragment a luminous wavicle, one frame of woven light. It 
does them famously, cold balloon evasion, orderly accounting, a 
stand within this mayhem, inversion of the shards into a bottle of 
orchid exiles, from many particulars towards a disorder of 
certainty. Suppose the even negations recede, propose the word 
as a blackness born in antic roses. The meaning away seriously if 
you so suppose. 


Osculum enables a baby election, selection of central tectonics, 
causal knots and even the trees aside. Sad is a game in green and 
strangely nothing. A splendid breath not shown by the mark of 
custom. Reading a little before sleep. Remains of the old house 
but the cellar hole, winged stem in starling lamp, the heart is an 
inclination to plan each hearing away. To be a kind of green 
church singing a particular address. Rectangular mark of the 
body. The shown is not an open lamp. The lamp is a plan of the 
heart. Each way the seizure remakes a manifold arousal. 
Suppose no other border but the message. Suppose we mean a 
melodious viscera. No middle in settled meanings, which was a 
mask of magic, a necessary length of the ictus, ran from the lion 
sent the children to boarding school. We live a block from the 
park on the horizon. Quietly means a necessary circularity 
between the certainty and the particularity. Nave of glands has 
never been born, no artificial accent complicit in its death, not a 
bit of this was found in the peace of words, barely seen, it had 


hand shadows that it would hang from what was somehow 
rigorous as if it was nothing but the folklore of a plenty. If not for 
that. Then this. Beside bestows the beast the way of light clothed 
in oily reason that masks the shining poem, cape of verbs no 
more humble knots come read in madness arch, lecture of a 
doubt a mantra of soil suggests one thing, gulp of death, gulf of 
breath, culpable wealth, there is no end within, the finished 
substrata of an arable coffin. Glanced we want early in the day. 
Put the toy jewels in a safe music chipped the paint debris. 
Tickets fire in smiles. The fable which grew in an inner language 
is not the splendor of resemblance. Local nerves moral reason 
the same intention to whisper a shadow message parsed viscera 
the color of blood, cerulean luciferase, ocean the color of the 
sky, mind’s eye if read the amusing swindle healing the position 
of doubt, there forlorn in trestle impasse, not necessary to 
cleanse the tongs, to muse the soap of silence. Violence of the 
illusion in the shape of a bonfire, light enough in thistle, flicker 
into theta trance, mate sincerely fabulous waylaid, not the 
strange breath of a heated copper, the purloined capes a 
crescent, place the self in the neglected orifices of the Bible. 
Color is a certain time selected by superb assurance. Set sail in 
the favorable winds. Handling a need even if it was coupled to a 
wisp of prose. The actual supposition of even more melody, the 
actual composition, the factual construction. Best to bring the 
border to a sage, any shadow a stroke of pontoons, isthmus 
wounds, no more than words in front, no more jetty than the 
scrim of fonts. To read the gait fully there is an upright gate, 
suspended it is an ear, each desperate adventure has a hand in 
this resignation. The necessary dust of the vatic knots. A place of 
any substance is outlawed as a form, it nearly behooves the token 
poem, thankless fable of needles, the two argue as is shown in 
the other as a different arrangement, to mask this vertigo 
indicates a wedding, told by lengths and barely articulating its 
summer. Giant self enriched by current ash, self threaded 
through the labyrinth. Barely a white dismemberment of linear 
excess. So much monetary garment for sown mulch, compost for 
compostion. A particular color is not awakened dolor if there is 
the same upon knotted restraint, return upstanding, it addresses 
the most previous of feeble bleedings, necessary and the same, 


sufficient according to the rules as before the boat we rented. 
Tools of overindulgence made the apologies the consequence of 
the sagging cot was a version of the story. Word has it that the 
relics found were those of an earlier time. 


No room for the colon, a new enthusiasm in the rubber object, 
within the triple theos two cellular elbows, if the kindness of the 
eye glazes a color of cuttlefish, blind cigarette in the gnostic cup, 
no song of dust so that it shows, more to do with the moral 
waters than any supposition of strength. Sepia, that have ten 
arms and a calcareous internal shell, that eject a dark, inky fluid 
when in danger, Sephardic photographs. The papers of the 
courtesan in hindsight likened to a drawing of eyesight. The eye 
of a potato. Quechua, who the Spanish could call plunderer. 
Knotted cords of different thicknesses and colors. Ceque, 
huacas, Uokapus, keros. The meaning is the darkness of the 
place. Wafer rhymes the best half of the garden, majesty of astral 
collation climactic as a season, a seasonal malice, the sudden 
immersion in an umbilical. Augury piercing the hub of the 
wheel, the navel of a shield. A more frontal poetry in which the 
petty light. It makes no placid emptiness a charm of nothing, 
aside from the inside of the left hand, a causal mildew extra 
wagers the sign of emitted notation. This means a method is the 
single climax of a clock. All the red silence of the fall makes an 
attractive life for the allotropic lilies, the dirt is a confessional 
theory of its dirty surface. Boxed in by a large box, for example. 
Not necessary that there be a result, stoppage marker if a 
customary there three wheels the theme of even longer, the 
other is a corner of its sky to lack the lasting browse, not left in 
the open hand of sickness. It means that reason is the 
resemblance behind the hand, more eastern coordinates the 
splendor of an accentual tongue, stubble blooms in the agnostic 
anger of the quandary, why nut turned inwards unchanged not 
the molar hand sap map misplaced but inheres in wounded cow, 
what it was then shorn of angst so gulch a musical moat of 
evening, as any occasion shaves the spittle, a little piece of womb 
in the nipple of the ocean, salts are the sea more sarx than doubt, 


it hearts rain out of rudiment born in painful mocha pine, glance 
strangely diurnal tin to dirty valence, low ley lines elf and koala 
lope then slight ignited taps tuning the same spore to a woven 
tomb no sung danger afoot beside that trammelled cajun vat, 
more likely fools to mingle aslant in the clean ilk of one way 
illustrations, the solution of the hand is the harpoon solidity of 
doubt, slippery mask of breath, to blood the dark intensity. 
Piano an elephant settee, sofa gland sufficient unto surf, hat 
makes it the cracked remiss, a dark current displaced in noble 
pink is scarred by bloods of the monk in grey moustache, better 
hair than gilded awe, then moral shape if selected rancor there 
knotted in thermal factions, surely more awakened than shown 
in the weary chin of the arrangement, the critical patients 
arrayed in an unexplained arras, no more lyrical hats framing 
satirical eyes. The musty shadows read in a lager of signs, forms 
hat while white is yclept choice, no sliver of ore then severed in 
causal resource, but later the partly sweater misread as china, 
back to a haste of gathered mirrors, the whole thing has to be 
read as blue to be believed, every song in the quiet analogy of no 
flat, not to fiddle the peace in the address of its splendor, lately 
cut moons becoming complicit grass, the lamp fever harp no 
thecal seed disease analogous to thought the crackling thunder 
slips, cessation the usual sequence, supper for the rest of the 
music a chowder of impostures, in order to state this I had to 
pose as this evening. A quiet evening at home having a 
horizontal surface in the evening of one’s life. Plant life, marine 
life, the musical life in New York. Its symbol was a white rose. 
Originally a Celtic settlement, a set of positive integers, the hair 
on the dog’s neck bristled, fallow bud sautéed in night alone, 
discontinuous movement, transition, or development; 
advancement by leaps. With sulk even the best examines 
gathered, first in the central distended. From the first; at first. 
That is to show the whole as misleading. Sing more of this than 
known to show that. No such occlusion to say the mark with tall 
and noted player makes a meaning of snakes lying peacefully on 
the breeze. One who plays an instrument. The sudden slack 
reason in front of our queasy charms, strength to spray the 
reading arisen in handsome seething, this is enough of a cause to 
establish the color of our argument. Fiddle with a dilated cane to 


arouse the feeling of white and papered distance, do this 
whispered in emissary reprisals, no reason to hear the seen as a 
seam of talk, the one is only the same longing for that which 
shows it. The far is a singular arrival with sonic weight as its 
secret title. Are tabulated in crucial tombs as closure. Practice a 
muscular insurance to hope the withered in nothing else, 
nothing to choose a seat and pick a barbarous glitch, it shines in 
the actual nocturne of a heated darkness, the spectral charter of 
rubbing two notes together widens the frightful whiteness to the 
shape of a bag of light, very likely the nest of a minimal curse. 
What use the chain of the fallen clock? It amounts to a fat wasp 
washed out of the elementary nose of chance. The lesson in the 
gratitude of nothing. Making an exit into change. Cloth 
spreading its elegant closure around a moral wondering. The 
insular enthusiasm of doubt. Full of the god, having a god 
within, inspired, whistle, hiss, and fart, but in the Augustan 
period it gradually began to take over as the word for soul from 
anima, source of the English animal, animate, which itself 
originally denoted breath. A deep breath, exhalation of air 
without vibration of the vocal cords, as in the articulation of p 
and s. Though unable to join us today, they are with us in spirit. 
Her actions show a generous spirit, sang with spirit, the spirit of 
the law. Doubt born of a white dementia, the dimensions of its 
restraint. Not a piece born in the mixture as answer or the blight 
of death, more certain than the local resistance of the ring, the 
haven of the thing, heaven to be of use exaggerated as the 
strange mask of our nothings. 


Sleeplessness imparts an unmanageable impatience to our 
incarnate indictment. Undertakings formulate grotesque 
affords, dread disabused in unendurable frustration. Succession 
is the serenity of achievement. Dread of the impatient formula. A 
dreadful frisson strips the anxiety from our devoured scope, quit 
rendered as misfortune wallowed, superfluous basis of 
abhorrent trembling, trifling haul of rehearsed certitude, unique 
perplexity disillusioned by the stamp of mercy. Misfortune is the 
merest of discomforts disillusioned by our incapacity for 


ageression. Prestige disentangles the gainful expansions, 
province snarled in abortive foothold tendencies, destitute 
nonetheless the security of our consternation. Scourge halfway 
shrieks inexhaustible relish, inculcated miraculous invalidates 
sinister infirmity. Decisive confrontation with sterility. Applied 
abyss rejoicing in equivocal destructions, destructive vitality 
flags proclaiming lamentations perish in the victorious faculty of 
the brain to defy irresistible celebration, cerebration a heredity 
of commiserate thrust, maturity inconceivable in lured 
detachment, dispossessed by lamentable proclamation, a paltry 
invasion of numberless mute reforms. In spite of dishonor the 
wordless resentment is prophetic. Tenacious verification of the 
desperate executioner, disparate consequences of sequential 
bustling, free intercessor wretch, justifications of stillborn 
effacement. Flee discomfort enraptured by contradictions, 
indiscretion contradicts a charlatan lucidity, disjunction 
unmaking essential ambiguity surmounts the autonomy of 
sleepless endeavors, decreating the tyranny of our humiliations. 
Distinguished by fortuitous hilarity. The reluctant conclusion 
robs us of our indispensible premise. Episode unstuck by 
equilibrium. Anathema alternates with default. 


Winter posing as the thin ice of final arrangements. It is not the 
mask of machinery which greys the waist, but the weight of the 
eagle grit, there in the green bloom of the pedigree, the key to 
the quiet danger of the monks. Dread is the granular verity of a 
thing within its place, width not even a caress of its woven color, 
collected in the scarce diffidence of noon, not even an 
acceleration of misfits awkwardly through the garment of the 
gerund, warning an irregular grammar housed in the moral 
cement of its praxis, particularly the corrupt directions of a 
temperate justice. This then that without its bloated arrows, sure 
cigarette hollow in piecemeal pigments filling the story of 
cloisters with a buoy of writs, house is a smaller cleaver 
sequestered in the answers of this string, cooling pores of the 
bitter church, precious blue moiré of the rounded knots. Not 
shown by giggling the ore any more than the demarcated nooks 


are a fakery of night. The necessary alto no coffin not eventually 
broken into the one. My neglect of this urge is its manifest 
exposé. Text mixed with message is the tether of song, 
occasional yolk felt ovens within the necessary. A cup of savage 
elasticity winks the current embryo, central tooth of the mask a 
bow along the arrow, death a shower in the shaven glasses of the 
seat. Agitation maculed in excess water, broken into melodic 
doors, cultural windows choosing the iterated song of a single 
prefix. Vat of doors, shovel onus occasionally musical insight, 
not that the starless blight of the tool is the sting of its singing 
thesis, eyes snake bitter then best explaining rain in the 
astonishing coils of a fallow climate, cold white eaten spoon is 
the sigh umbrella, face dotted with the meaningful boats of 
peace, night at the mercy of its relaxed disgrace. Faces the eyes 
seam in elegant coven charm, in thermal lactose chimera, 
embryonic umbel no curved gerund of the axon church, extra 
sacral smiles against a loss of wreaths. The body of a limb in line 
to arraign the closure of a silver lack, lamp’s lilt white if tones no 
tremor of ecstasis, harness we need in the paradox of nubile 
hands. The plain litmus of our pain made somatic to renew the 
necessary unction of our doubt. The different glitch on the table 
is the difference, same haven for a theory of cornered heavens, 
worn curious into becoming, born bereft and parched in dark to 
be. 


Measurement, then, a poetry which is wealth and well, the gate 
of the spectacle singing as something else. It is only ended if it is 
practiced in the whole barrage of necessary excess, not the 
actual aching of the receptacle but the bitter valence of its 
diurnal dirt. Why there is no full release in the analogous 
triptych bereft of the grace of lasting time unmanaged, not green 
in the given range of a nervous chain, but umbral bled in the uses 
of knotted light, the verbal seeing it corrects in the tilted axon 
learning no more daily health than plenty, answers there 
replenished in the wealth of use. Reason sunning its soma in the 
foliage of thought. Same question above the order of the notes, 
so the ruthless nave a poetry of green mentations, not the 


character of the clearing annulled in the gentler negative of its 
furniture, not the moral harangues now fewer than wood’s 
repose, angular there in the chatter of its scattered response, 
seams buttoned in accustomed standing antics tones’ ice may 
note as the flowering of a name, so heavy with ringed havens, 
heaven’s things. 


Being no middle inside the entitlement is more than a kindled 
song presently wafts along the wharf the intentions of its artifice 
present in a long line of watery inferences where the black 
angles distinguished from the linear jinx are read as the dark 
gestures of a habitual redolence, monstrous therein because no 
annuity of use fits the eventual cause stretched anew in blue 
coalescence, the form which is unseen formerly that which was 
leaning against the piano speech if the holy word is a button of 
gnostic dirt in a spin understanding that this is no spread 
reading in a chair, no moral window it shadows tilted in a verbal 
suit of servile milk, fact is that time is analogous to its softening 
erasure a renown of laughter if its wash on paper is a green, 
propletic dissembling freely shining in a burn of stone, change 
what it was into a certain song bled from noetic fangs in supple 
August, slender excess in evening’s certainty. Lucid song a 
cloudy zero, slender joints sanded on one side, hard as it is filled 
with the smooth aubade of query. Balloon is a well placed 
suddenly in moist utterance. Fair faces in a mediocre lease of 
panic intuit the moral dust into an ice, hardly a supper that does 
not dove the joint. Fakes the paper she teases the beast entirely 
to make the difficult lengths an ailing feather. Extraneous strings 
malignant same in the size of none at the strange receipt of ink 
or spotted roses. Recitation eventually a rumor. Doubtful 
concerns if they arrange to ask then certainly. Cause allowed to 
fall in the sacred estrangements. Loss is an institution, flakes the 
rate exchanged within the habitual system, grey noise exhausts 
the acme grace, catalogue a grade of wheat made monotone in 
the hymnal poems. Gem to please the paper, necessary wind into 
a bone, itinerant connections. The one once then if more than 
covert shade, rather healthy than to be the eaten light, silhouette 


ofa wounded leaf. 


§ 


POINT BLANK 


Form my perceptions of the relations therefore profane the 
tooth of God speaks in a health of silence shoulders that fill the 
world with a tithe of natural souls, data renewed creatures 
receive as divine whisper in the texts, temples fail into the 
present hour never annulled as such in the fevers of their cause, 
light dead in carrion youth disappears as blundered oracle, 
rations of the acorn butter depleted along the perimeters of 
ripened history, being a conspiratorial fury of time and space. 
The soul is a nexus of light in the history of a moral hearing, 
litigated by unsung apology and the timid thoughts of the eye, I 
am the burnt mask of the blade deaf before the thorny window, 
no form but the air of a poem, the simple fear of its existence. 
Beats blown full in lesser flowers issue the nocturnal referents 
alive but manacled with the scarfs of the present, risk succored 
in heathen knot behaviors, the present slit above the tiled slough 
of the plain. God is a hymn or a vat of gravity, jeremiad of the self 
pried from the fews of the holy text, by rote to eat the raven gyre 
or older than this glee, painfully recalled as the intuitive combs 
of wind. They undress the open sayings, form an empty time 
there only once, we live an unruly story of voluble mouths where 
seasons blur the sound finesse called past angers formerly ill 
with doves, exhale power the way works shoulder the virtuous 
intuition of our knots, we empty our mutual mists onto the loom 
of poets, remiss as one if it enters into the eloquent fray of ice, 
doubt as a quiescent example of the above. Transferred from 
time to the breath of the world magnetized by symbolic eye 
mutations, the loyalty with which our proprietary grief measures 
the scale of a disowned note, not honey but the class of a 
hieroglyphic consciousness remands the magenta whisper of this 
wind. We inquire then of the aboriginal unbounded what is the 
paralyzed doubt or feverish beauty in the self, eventually the 
intuitive independence appeals to the silence of our ghost, the 
spontaneity of angst an instinct of fate or teaching a pact behind 
the moon the formal origin of our notes. How in the sound of 
sight the form of time fomented miraculously from the same 
weak fist of death, we shave the sounds to see them as the 
apparent heirs of their cause, harp thistle flowering in the 


irrigated lungs, not denial as witness of immense thighs nor the 
activity of its intelligence but the work of nothing whence comes 
this philosophical doubt of our selves, fathom affirmed in 
mandatory evasion. The involuted perceptions a temporary 
immersion in the hymn, but hindsight not to breathe a flower of 
buttoned love’s dispute, temptation my repast as readily the 
sentiment commands. Form is the motion of waiting fast, 
perception not whispered through the children of the eyes, 
afterimage of thought a mask of chance. Drawn given in soft 
mentations enough to exhume the mention from their breasts, 
but dust a piracy to the door and into the hem of the grave, by 
abstract act of thematic constancy speaking our lives through 
having the steeple’s fever, fire a witness either to that haven of 
noble will, a patent fire but dead in the way I break myself. 
Although I would music the reprimand with a wand of time, hurl 
in tinted fact upon the sponsored thinking, tune belongs 
torqued mantic through the whirl of things, responsible word he 
is in the round of fall events. Ordinate tome or what else if new 
of nothing less, dust so much to be then bravery of the truth, 
minced in a circular instance numbers stand acquired, alterity 
seems to fold in quasar birth. Form pulsing unborn in millions of 
nights unfounded with virulent strengths, shadows the length of 
reformed money, climax abortion imagery, history a fall rotated 
anew through doubt. Earned manger then known as poem in 
histrionic deep, stealth elastic buoys or buttoned in the man, 
corresponds to the future food feels door when stranger havens a 
caustic book, quip seams too sure of page and hiss, suits for 
hubris hats they welcome mired in verdict tense. Praise for the 
notes that populate kinks in the carrion street. Plaid lakes 
rebuke in the pious lichen, ceremonial acres of pulse and 
parlous feet. Mansion who is his song and exercise, mendicant 
fern plays calx to finer kindness. Vocabulary more common than 
a tonal day of works, broth of the scandalous beggars and gear of 
virtuous doubt, as a garment in fallow pubescence their will shall 
act without the litmus origin, theater of doubt redux, one round 
noun of tether these relict circle sands. Entities in the clastic 
kelp of poetic offal blast hymns for sight or self’s hindsight, 
necessity of cessation no therapy there become the fevers of the 
hearth, afraid who yields in triage whole signatures of the will, 


intuition of the urge the art and doubt of hours and days, our 
chosen bottoms then the sun. Pure wisdom and misery 
understood I suppose as numen collage his wills are rounded off 
to hymns and android north of material dusts acrostic hearts 
examined on the cross, still spells through blood which goads 
the life from thought. Prostrate within found doubt symmetrical 
goals smelt pineal hollow over my winter arteries, window into 
this will protracted teaching. Above the vice of ontic virtue ice 
emits a breath of will, breath an agrarian beam of honest reach. 
As will is harmonious so arteries are lost in the tendency of 
thought to doubt the sight of one, the zigzag linear mercy in the 
distance of the referent, your genuine anger an auctioned 
genuflection. What gerund you have appeals to the future of 
torn eyes, futile and scorned the night I ache as now, being 
however in distances you always brave allure the forgone doubt, 
masks the soft gulch of majesty fills the imaginative alleys with 
victorious behemoth actin, hiss of the attendant itch thrown 
thunder, imagination’s port. Although into us because a neural 
portal hints worship to daze in homage to its blaze, because 
doubt is a self dependent upon its open pedigree, even if the 
shallow silence teases a trace of haven from the lettered health, 
let the words be grown in song for dining love, letters never born 
in the anguish of my house. I doubt to perish the vulnerable eye, 
wish to please the meat returns to self, same idol there can shed 
the scission of its name. No note the honey looks same noun and 
craves a viscous doubt, prayer asp apposes noon as praying 
weeds in tune, soars are ends to inquire mind as the night it is. 
To argue and acquire the here is a mortifying wreckage in itself, 
also in the forced ease of feeling praise, in answer to the muscles 
not usurping the wilfulness of this disagreeable mist the 
conformity of the notes therefore a mantic theme which slanders 
the lock askance, the parlous dread of this parlance if likened to 
his sown deliverance, but the semantic crevice is no deep haven 
renewed in causal directions of the paper, readable then often 
for a firmament of health, dismantled therein as being the verbal 
vulnerability, the rage and indignant poverty at the bottom of its 
lit aporia, discernment thereafter the terror of magnanimity, that 
scarce frequency a fallow reverence no other heave than datum. 
We are lethal until diurnal should you kneel the corpse of your 


mirrored death in this ordered purse or that youthful wheat of 
the self, what then solely within your mnemonic doubt the past 
brings to live forever as sound within the nexus, sonance a frailty 
to deify then yield to theme of hearing a shape as color. Letter if 
the harlot fleece is the holy inconsistency, then lost in filtered 
statement has nothing to simply speak narrow shadows on the 
wall as everything to doubt but what you say, misunderstood as 
fragments washed in piths of blood, wonder of the copious 
nights in thorn and witness, hasten only bled union reflecting 
the atrocities of God in the sounds of sand, wealth of the 
powerful imagination to lighten the pupil dew. A new fiat the 
tragedy of historical intuition. The cries of the play they cannot 
plainly see. In few not yet again there into the new until curse 
rots. As on the cusp of lights. Works are the sonic world, as 
invalid as the penance of appearance, no word for itself to be the 
glittering of a lower silence. Doubt another to need the 
antiquarian dirt, refuse myself for the active light of that, 
privileges which are actual as I say endurance of eyes and my felt 
I, all that equally I must do may serve for the whole excess in the 
issue of this rule. It is the hardening of the known which is the 
life of the world, to live the crowded keep after the sanction of 
our conformity, that it scatters your possession as the curve of 
your chalice to the dead government and agrarian embers of the 
biblical utterance, all the men you are at the bottom of our 
proper life work in relict youth the buffered will, mantle your 
epic precipice aggrandized no experience, I the knot not known 
before the dome of extraneous words. Singing the ground knots 
of the I, that heft permitted silent his attitude retained attention 
cursed in her affected angst, well anther curled the hand’s belief 
immune to grief and particular compunction. Authors there for 
eventual truth, embryo the heir for knotted trysts, forests us as 
we are known in nature not shown to enrich where we adhere. 
Full petals slip the ripened wind. Amused beasts in excess sap, 
way seldom packs wake up in savage agon, recollect our sour 
houses we intimate in song. Hollow fever of the night hissing to 
be rare copy of the song, thorough thunder of the thing’s 
facsimile. To be the revenant of the invested verbs. One’s whole 
life emitted only as a beast of notes. Is or and as embryo only 
could. 


Being we and the sound of air the same translated into an 
abducted corner. Guided, but redeemed the effort in advance, 
oracles the youth of piety in behavior of our children, bled that 
trust through the strengths of gland and mind. Being whole 
forsaken in their faces fall into the conformity of it as adults who 
pray their puberty through a death made enviable by the 
standard in itself. Cannot speak to clear the efficient abject. His 
contemporaries verbally unravelled in his seniors. Balance of the 
toys where touch is a word to pray. Humble altitude of the play, 
south of the song I wander in peopled mayhem, memory borders 
the silk, terrestrial quiver. Doubt the consequent remnant. 
Gender wine never verdigris mansion as when less than moons. 
Process as half persona pitted against the watch. Those 
affectations over this eye halve the onus avoids all pledges 
exhumed in undulant effect. Mist always folded breath airs which 
being dark. Darkness into the voice which wears inaudible 
vesper weaves. Piracy we engender against the adjunct night. 
Complicit clock pouring his bread into the dead culture of the 
ear, the heresy of self-reliance is in our favors. Names sand 
should beam in mortal music palm melodies grown in arras made 
of knots. Teeth of the wooden boats assume the resources of a 
moral nimbus. Which were the ores’ improvements passion 
lacks. Held in anger until excess enters his love, rise from 
aspersion with experienced mentation, each day a haven of cause 
our airs esteem. No doubt with respect to caveat. No wind then 
no body, no poverty of intuition’s form, bleeds the seeking in 
our numerous ears. Explore if the story is grown in your own 
music the suffrage of the youth I was, problems opportune me 
with what I have to query from within, museum of the poem if 
not from such as is below, but if I am the law breath can 
surrender between the veritable issues of the mirror, what is a 
miracle to carry but names as if to think the bread of every thing 
is how an entity effects the insurance of its death. Sway indeed 
vital and speechless wears the coat of an assumed doubt. This 
breath is the lost news from the neurons of infant love. To have 
that grace within the incredible anger of this love. A fear is 
silence buttoned in clutched greeting, touch but blood remiss in 


the nervous music of the doctrine. The hatred of love a doctrine 
of fever and wind, life’s breath the lintels of the door but whim at 
last to show the causal knot. Door music to tell me well the 
foolish time. Sense I gesture but do not fathom belonging in the 
bone of banal affinities. Need bleeds a collage of fools, your 
beauty the token nostrum varieties through which the hollow 
wound is mantic blood to pith, read in popular theory the 
function of a man. Some piece of expatriate foray, fire in the 
grave of every great heart. Study of hope to an utterance of 
doubt from the ear to the same tone elopes, movement given in 
the range or under writing. What the melody tells us of the 
pitch, rapport of tonal hands in knots itinerant book, we have no 
death in the verbal urge, stoical weave of the breathless page. 
Bones written by acquiescence in conventional tones, the 
subject we wallow in rare value then arrayed. Thought none to 
bet form as all music is true. Shape becomes the number of 
doubt which mumbles us by the trumpet mind. Teach to wilt in 
tone lathe doubt. What mentation but the gleam of watch. Moral 
then the hisses without night. A work of wrought gender, black 
to us whittled in heaven’s nomenclature, abide by spectral winds 
moist with tomorrows. A strangled grave. Heave thought’s name 
our mirth congealed. Trance whitened by night, incantation that 
limits the forest to its heat, blood no kernel’s foil bestowed in 
beast. The power withholds the waiting that knowing cried 
nonsense for none but mimicry is impression. Not without the 
opportune ray, shoulder folded in a splash of doubt, express 
concentric beach which offers sate. Of blood the weld not half a 
leg of grey wind buttered with hanging lies, a deliverance bisects 
the muscle of the hymn, liberates the irony from the clasp of 
providence. As sure as enigmatic connections linked to the coils 
themselves. Perception wrinkled through a vat of thought. With 
each new death the mockery. Demonic cracks. Singing patent 
feels eyes and harms abscess. Vatic design to enter as if alone. I 
see the verbal circuits in the labels of the mask. Nothing of the 
night in present dust. No one knows but poetry bled for the 
good of doubt, self unhesitatingly erect is poisoned excess, 
stands which statement ahead of hermetic gamble. Doubt the 
bruise of letters in effect. To inquire the thunder, fickle doubt of 
laughter, into the recovery of some other thinking. Blood the 


daze of singing. Can bring to youth a triumph of the doubt. 


Another day some verse no doubt born in such lines as letters 
array, let the finery of the moment instill in your own vatic hour 
the heart demurs, not grist for the latent dust but time’s 
convection, sundered beneath and back to the voice of the 
rebus, nightly roses. Ladle and gowns no spokes to detect the 
filial wheel, ground within these images yet dissimilar to its 
heights, in every word the draught of doubt as commerce of heat 
and theory, works of the marble heart to teach us altered, else 
inflexible beside precisely night. What veins forced to weaken in 
time to every march, that environ is igneous within himself for 
bitter verse, better the fullness of the curse grown in thorough 
hiss than the riven tome to hymn a stillness sounds. None but the 
kernel endowed until the hastened tryst. The triune fact makes 
melody of allure. Masks memories replaced where corners weave 
the breath of a particular ray. Divine ideation altered in 
proportion to its partial beginnings. Mantra released in mantic 
sound, none hiss beast exempt if its hymn no peace, contempt 
for the genus of his doubt, no hope for the self, every heart 
vibrates with the divine fevers of this place. Contemporaries 
sown in the conflicts of the bones. Our piracies betray the blood 
of our inherited hearts, vulgar roar of doubts from nudity itself, 
to rely on the hand which teases him from his open inference, 
poetry which appears in the bowels of an antic oven. Near the 
fast forms of the ear. Fastened to us is the uselessness of peace. 


Kindness of nothing absolved as wind in your world I remember, 
prompted to make the ear into an old doctrine of sacerdotal 
doing only the fiend suggested in the poem above I replicate as 
the childish devil sacred to me but easily transferred to a natal 
constitution, himself in the song as it were a_ titular 
announcement, ease with which we capitulate the verbal 
institutions, every one says me more than the crude truths of 
their talk, silence a philanthropy of bountiful cause, barbarian 


whistles choked with blood and thorns. Should never have 
vanished into the formless tenderness, in spite of the formal 
truths at home in the hands, angst to have some eagerness as 
thirst then preached to death, one that whimpers broth when 
muscle in mirrors lost music whines the doubt we cannot speak. 
Why I seek form as mantic blood woven in situational roods, fish 
the anthropic sieve to measure such a song, there is a clarity of 
doubt in the cold miscellany of this fiction, the built wound 
stands with tropic alms to confess with shadow the trickery of 
this hollow whiteness, held in estimate as a lather of virtuous 
sand, the fevers of courage or the arson of daily nonsense. After 
lorn habitual who could pewter crisis that polemic precisely 
made by strategy and cant, argument for another andante, but a 
different witness in the fallen eloquence of the self, barrens if 
you canopy totems in the apple of a tooth, orgasm of the 
clinamen swerves into the world again, against the object book 
abroad so relives doubt within imprisoned slough. The very 
thing that is grown in abduction changes in the excess of a 
scientific heart and loses the bold clast of will’s exchange, the 
sound within each reading a bleeding sleep, you shall see the 
scarf of the traveller telegraphed into a daze, days blown soft and 
moist in twine of loss, the use of such works so much surplus of 
skill and failure. The mantra recants the solstice, holistic dust 
the bridge of notes within a mind, witness to the ludic mandala 
umbra, whether vain inanity or entrenched in the death of virtue, 
wrists entwined with the thin standards of these scars, born in 
the great memory and menace of religious art. Entrain to 
educate centrality agapé centuries asunder Socratic 
agoraphobia, class all by himself but who is he, uncle the 
hubristic will but an art of acne, and do not insinuate that the 
hymen may compensate in return, in their fixed solvents the 
exhausted fish telegraph their cutlass, discovered in the kindred 
machinery it is curious to anyone since. Weak or centuries 
before reckoned the implications, and yet nature consisted of 
falling into thirds, the imperial canasta without arteries, by 
carriage should sever the baker in his breach, but the water of 
the particles does not peruse both the phenomenal and its 
experience. Reliance on the retina for the solipsistic longing for 
a self, in that the evil institutions insult our ontic thesis, breath 


they measure therefore in what each iterates, the criminal flavor 
of the gift of song to him, if he sees the glass no revolution 
within the otic doubt, always in recess living the proper knobs. 
Revolution eternally renews itself as the interdiction of a life, 
salient beats at rest in the form of silence, blood leads us to the 
arteries we meet in feeling. Numen transcendent androgyne 
destiny cleaner not cowardly beams beneath the icing, chaos 
yields us this anfractuous rave, even a sentiment beacons 
meanings opposed in gristle, their eye is as disconnected as we 
are, so that one bathes in a rattle and plays no less than 
weakened in gracious aesthetics. He died as emphatic as the 
silence of his lashes, necessary boolean crash no assurance of a 
widow, irreverent participle of fact ascribed to the swift 
citations, an eloquent trouble about to abduct the sentences. 
You must collapse to cohere in fundamental lapse, once 
activated in unfinished symphony must now enter the agitations 
of the syntax, formidable ambages could pass for having 
unbiased bibles, but not to be seen or read within the ears of 
men, we hear the agate barters bled from solitude into the 
words, in the evening of our company in which we share the 
bitter hold, the virtue abducts its aversion as if this is one of the 
customs of doubt, angst could be a nonfictional knot, not to be 
its hindrance. Who made the English fascist by sticking the 
grain of words into these hours, weak fever feeling the eyes 
manger stares in any occasion the callous lisp of a honed and 
pitiless stillness, countenance of the sounds a vista of criteria, 
noetic valence in the hands of benevolent violence. Navigation 
so that within the holy abroad he who travels away from song 
unravels the way things dilapidate in a theoretical honey, 
discover the dream in the sucrose sadness of the nap, valiant 
android seams, sea abducts the self in a suggestible madness of 
nightly thought, dream whenever the intuition fosters a deeper 
action, the restless stay at home and wander the hopeless mind. 
Our hubris etched in turbulent utility, learning denies the fevers 
of the art, doubt the slough of artist’s thought thinking into 
sound, why needle the silent grandeur of the amorous wound, 
the precise and fictive will a form of the ghosts altered into 
elsewhere to find themselves as gifts you cannot force from the 
whiteness of the ether, you have to touch each cry of watered 


gnosis, last mist worn as an apology for extension. Words the 
insane payment I do not wish to expiate for a spectacle of 
immanent doubt, I’m entrained to a genuine grammar of 
unsteady deaths. I wish the silent insistence of bleeding sounds, 
this appeal I ask from the prophetic difference no reckoned 
excellence, to have intrinsic light Iam no fallow needle quandary 
that corners me in knotted concerns, the arduous whole an 
actual distinction between anger and its cause, you the bitter 
witness of your temporal duty, after the worlds grown circular in 
the perfect sweat of grief. Songs to usages that foster force 
enforce the losses of its youthful characters. If you music the 
social vatic with angst it reads your screams in a haven of sound, 
I have no cause but silence to do your work. A game of content 
to reinforce yourself, I hear the poverty of the one foregrounded 
in that moment. I know the noetic theme of the alleged 
institution, pledged not as the normal attorney of thought, 
attached to the moist mentations of habitual glands, the 
conformity of a few lines breathes form into the quiet, notice the 
real somatic fire not where tones equip us in becoming 
weakened tint. If not anger then attend the sympathetic hours of 
your despair. To polish the situations, down anthems and the 
truth of health, commerce in communication with no self in our 
hands, a leprous mange for the honor of our doubts, crowned 
doubt to hymn embrace of perilous apologetics. This way 
scorned by mental abated hymns, to parse the immortal air in 
cruel lips and their lights. Thought speaks yantric mage 
unhindered by meetings before the temple doors, relict 
muttering yods reprove a mind in improvisational hush, born in 
other mentations against the arrows of thought, things which 
react within these apparent strings as portions of some partial 
poetry, mantic relations in weddings of cyborg and jism, the only 
thing numinous in this botany is seeing the given for a time. 
Thoughts sown by studious heredity of classified extremes, into 
the eye in the luminous tense, masters built of muscle and 
theory, how the broke nipple spills the poem into us, call it a 
subtle nearness or the will to lean, withering and joyful under the 
unitive imposition, crypt retains the panoply in degrees of 
gentleness. Experience in general the genteel history of the 
simile, answers to which we put our spontaneous conversations, 


movements grown tight around the sensation of a doubt. The 
world you wear as a mist of lips, know now to erase the essence 
of him in this pursuit, aversion to versatile diversity might as well 
have our faces mulled in ruse but are patterns of acts yet 
disconsolate in a state of theoretical whorl rage is as vulnerable 
as our decorous imagination of our selves. Populace aroused 
when timid society is masked to a religion of use, past acts in 
retinal computing our appointed hems, head over memory at 
least in the place of pubic supplication. Burn seems to memory 
alone, scarred doubt for judgement in your pity for a day, yet 
wind to doubt and trumpet life through thought, bereaved your 
theology of the goblin light. Philosophers dilate in tonal musk, 
health speaks the musical what young as tomorrow, thinking 
into bed the said today, as misunderstanding the cusp is 
gathered. Arises as if they lose the ruined connotations, furls in 
the cities or fiends to hiss a self, complaints rest in the verdant 
loam, as it peddles the toes to address a buoyant sound always 
like a calamity appalled. He walks in the ingot study doubt 
already living the impress of a stoical openness. Tainted willows 
but an exercise of trust, flesh unmade to mediate our comparable 
laws born in the pithy shadow of research shall restore the ear to 
a history of fallen stars, their chosen work a mode of speculative 
prayer. Sizes come through the natural gape, onus of prayer the 
pall of jubilation, from the hide of the good to the poetical sound 
of theft, a silence in the segues of the will, field stroked a 
historical slough for cheap astonishment. To irrigate the 
discontinuous regret of illness, merit that took flesh in its 
feverish hand, to violate the nature of the word by a law of 
historical favors, insignificant gauge and triumph of the fustian 
stanza. To read in the fictional death of the same thing a letter 
which allows me respect or introspection, I through meaning 
night and sound which tells the eye its windows, should interpret 
the web as a paper of our wills. By overt breath the actions of 
every moment in whatever viral nature their hiatus unifies, 
however little the fictional distance unites them in unhindered 
secrecy, self straightens its abduction through a will to explain 
its excess, your comfort already a drone of silent culture. If I can 
breathe a mist in drones to night the wills our fevers mask, the 
forlorn fortunes of the day, virtue’s heroic incarnation, the 


cognate behind the vision bled as a sliver of chaff into the 
miracle, ephemeral cause of the night traduced in derivative self, 
sown in a yolk of laser beards, gasped letters as analogous 
hearing, but not the will to wish. For what I am we seek to 
preserve the conversions I will so wrongly before the appointed 
themes of the heart, if will is hurt you arc our truth but not in 
sleek onions mirrored unruly rudders, it is like a long dwelling I 
will into your day, soon less mine than if we burst against the 
solvent wells, duct my liberty and twill until personas have their 
heat, each region the absolute rhizome of this particular thing. 
Standards in animist bolero gild the embryo confessions of his 
crimes, but in lieu of reflex your ardor may fulfill our relations to 
fathom the weather of a song, any duplex standoff reclaims the 
stand’s perfection, fiat called duplicitous to dispense with the 
flux of law. Let history crucible him, who indentured to truthful 
whim shall clear his piety hilum sings as necessary iron in caveat, 
is called the frieze of ethical doubt, stands we are afraid of taut 
with anther regulus. Our angora women that moisten nightly in 
the ambient lean of mendicant craves our haven not as colloidal 
shoulders we slake in weakness of its kind, I would macule 
anterior to the smooth face of custom and mediocrity, the 
bloodshot pall of history that grinds anchor working weave in no 
other time but eyes, in place ordinarily nastic he masks in 
momentary body as ethereal soma of some other prison, doubt 
he dusts to mask all claws as causal country, sounds time fully to 
accrete below his steps as a transient rage after we have reminds 
thus grown in glands we suture, the possible virtue of one manna 
as moon in luthier dark suns of the quark. The scorpion mirrors 
the verbal resolves of itself, angst personas worth in keeping 
sulk, to interpolate the lope in neap or fiscal streaks, force which 
builds the cistern, he looks on tilted alien faults askance to say 
the petite fist of his tapered doubt is an alar command of fabled 
poetry serried to the dark orated bed his dune the anchorite and 
fact, that world sorted through his findings a fine and unhinged 
kingdom of sycophantic joints, private but thinly weakness all 
the same, stave streaked astringent frolic renal views, law 
working the essential fire drain of our natures. To remain in her 
kingdom the herbal duration of a plant, itself from the vegetable 
miracle as self-reliant ore, at home with the puling rattle of 


anachronous mentation, the divine lack at our feet, God the 
docile river in our hearing, to our own fortune beside the 
nautical burn of awe, manner suspect itself incommunicable 
legs, a cup of wafer milk the silent lurch is etching, how! stars of 
lonely beach with shiny blood, child we assimilate in the shroud, 
because they shame the blood in a fall of vatic will I adopt the 
astral enigma of the spiritual night that is to be conspiratorial 
childless in closest client death, not to state the cone in a given 
eye to know me, through doubt my grave to wind obedience 
ourselves. Doubt us to enter into the convoluted rage, froth time 
bind affectionate death and ring, convulse in deceitful hearing to 
moth appearance unto theurgic law, I quiver to nourish the 
sound of one precedented verb, flight I cannot hem into the 
action sings. Fern instructed by kindled angles often rations it 
has as reverent breath, that is due to the meteor of mental havens 
everywhere walking among the ampersand of things, to revel 
with honor the respective relics by which they obscure the 
compost of their nights, each a faction of reason and self- 
disgust, on which a universal knee empowers its natural 
calculations without the trivial impromptu of purity and valence, 
we denote this poem in intuitions of our life, in tepid analysis 
grant a sense of being wails the diverse soul in knotted poems, 
not once but the source of life by which the appearances navigate 
a fountain of inspiration, which doubt implies a mask, diptych 
hymen we discern but allocate ourselves only to seek through its 
default, prescient discriminate involuntary perceptions knurled 
in thick faiths, perfectly quilted. My will is the idle revolution of 
unanswerable curiosity, a reference to percentage each way 
though not in intimacy, that I coil whimsical buttressed under 
me, in that nocturnal innocence afterwards. All of it as much of a 
fact as sleckness of soul to interpose the divine helplessness of 
spirit, should communication invade his voice, should the center 
of the whole wend wisdom in old things livid with passions now 
absorbed and made sacral in all things finer, all things disparate 
in the universal miracle which clings to the mental therefore 
backwards into phonetic mothers annulled in splintered 
country, the oak which better than its referent winds then as 
these embers against the sanctity of rebuttal, physiological night 
wherein it is the impertinence of the dutiful apologetic as praxis 


mulled in a poetic he no longer quotes as the somatic signal of 
doubt or the glissade of bifurcation, no reference therein which 
exists to open a rose therefore the blood of leaves inheres in no 
satisfied mirror postponed to covert eye laments surrounded by 
static hymns of atrophy and the strength of crime. Yet unless he 
speaks the pariah what mauls the few living in stamen and 
sentence entrails, reflecting the ego to the point of cumbersome 
and hearsay, a honied theory of use as we shall see, that speech is 
a memory which disburdens by hand the lively hiatus of God, the 
rustle of the viaduct remains in heresy as the star of memory, that 
which is now near you I wind younger along the way that thought 
shall exclude by example what cannot persuade the ear of man to 
all hopeless rope in hostels of gratitude, nor folds the trough of 
indemnity in right to goad the well, waist spectacles hiss longing 
intervals which as I think accrue in circumstance, as if this life 
inheres in what it ceases from transition starting in the soul to 
annex excess becoming as a poverty in vogue, first the growths 
we crate in thermions of thought, then by poor extension into 
recess, because it violates the poem, through the haecceity of 
thoughts in eminent gravitation thus verbal ament or convex the 
law a nightly glitch in the poetry of men. In reach of the given 
blessed with cause, seam in which much inhaling warrants my 
respect, tuft no ontic therapy motile mirrors cast in the knots 
goetic, the center of the soul masks the night in things, 
becoming mantis not to say subsumed under mistress hay, there 
to thimble time one moment in the acts, in the notes therein all 
immanence alive, to heed the future less in nature than in 
shrouds of tone, this date not yearns but known not vulture song 
so great a childless prayer as wilts the sand they chance to seam, 
uttered these griefs thereafter in consensual occasions of the 
words. 


Cape twine is growl of instant stasis ray, the emergent sport 
while known from love last fathomed in obverse commonness, 
proceeds afterwards sharing the here are calmed in which 
imminent lap of organic truth, if we ask for all the doubt of 
causes we involute the acts of history expressed in the 


acquisition of days by nights, the narrative emotion which 
contradicts rather than milts perception, each thing but a trait of 
the poem, mantic in mischievous kindliness. Figure through to 
notice of us for usury and standby, friends counted in the 
resistance of faces, enough formidable cultivation to bland the 
timid feminine, ignorance that lies in the habitual notes of 
cohabitation. The other consistency acts as the wired bandwidth 
of doubt, this static haven of contradictions never to realign 
beneath memory or the present. Denied in perfunctory soul 
becoming gods with silence on the one hand and a foolish 
collateral in the other, by its little statements the great soul is 
morphed with shudders through his torrid mournings. In sure 
contradiction to be negatively misunderstood as Jesus standing 
in the light of a focal arribada, the beams beneath the shore 
charred with carrion sway. There they fraught the sleight of 
action through variety to sufficient ships, great or singly the otic 
aroma of your tenderness, in a nest of doors to night the 
mirrored defense. This cumulative appearance fields which 
wafer danced in green advancing, there as vulnerable into wash, 
we venerate the virtue and pay it buttoned homage, immaculate I 
hope in the consistency of the threads. Sparks file closing to 
entrance weeks he shoulders tame in sensate youths, marks 
eventual sparks to posit caesural bloom, combed in loment 
antennae whistle leaps romaine to a feline lettuce, let him night 
the letters hymned in charity. For him which cosign marble 
gigolo or statued quay, equine they acquiesce in aquiline 
facticity, faculties to alm the waits for nightly claims. The drums 
of death dressed in obsequious answers inane owls to state the 
order of our awakening upon reading the gaudy imagination in a 
broth of housel succors, succubus alfredo, dried threnodic welts 
in the actin of each day. A private mentation therein then wintry 
life or shouldered in virtuous nectars of the soul, nares known as 
gnosis for a poetry of gifted musks, what I think in the assurance 
of a timely life mayhem meanders through this thinking easy in 
the solitude of its midst. The objection to you is the impropriety 
of your contribution, for the gothic housel keep then castled 
from the precis of your hourly working .what blithe sect I text 
antinomian in the totems of the church. Demotic ends in 
spontaneous bliss as demonic examinations of the thing, these 


common particulars administered in one sidereal ear or another 
communal emptiness out into a few paragraphs of the real, sea 
chagrined in time to mean the partly whittled tines. But must 
emit the integrity of the sails half winds quit in fonts’ imbroglio, 
my sailing of the liver wholly masked by froth. To beast the tomb 
my meat abides in surf of devil battens, only right as if against its 
opposition, sham ashamed to barge in societal individuation, 
upon the night a lambent vanity beggars the angry myths with 
hubris gloved in gold and modest hate. Miles of vain ambition 
wound in offal love yet none of the docile mothering written in 
the bitter thanks. Better to expect met obligations than poor in 
telluric dolor the I to wince a spiritual misprison. If induction 
ends in vain relief then societal abduction haunts the virtuous 
given as a greed of rules. Wood papered in ad hoc, inner 
theories their highest millennial. In mirrored invalid revolution a 
nightly preen, what behavior minds rebel computed in noetic 
reins, there when light to no one out of the bodily fires as charms 
of youth, by will and because, in sulk of voiced health or silk to 
speak the masked hiatus usage. The nomenclature of disdain as a 
healthy pittance, insouciant from his captive sentences, grief 
beards in nerves himself independently of you, but this as a 
conscious commitment unread in vocable ether, passing 
afterword would singly theorize. Are faintly issued in 
conspiracy, societies after bitter securities, liberty thus 
conformity of creations, where sown in words to gather 
eminence. I read the other witch wyrd admonitions of intuition, 
sentiment to contain the bullion in our yurt or forage, speak 
your letters formed in hoarfrost, thought as rogations familiar 
temperate in ascribed measures. Tradition shields the learning 
across these myriad cards, his musical salamander bittern cause 
issued in jest or maple thought, grim though this thus greed in 
other humors. On the other side of good sense we shall seam 
therein a tripe or mustard talc. Hint wicks unerring thus come to 
him, conviction the rake is given in nurtured arrows. Does hemp 
now chafe the raptor or this sculpted eye waylaid, or that part 
shimmed to safely rust the faith, I coward as his work a shallow 
gift, in the attention to this invention these eyes mistrust. Except 
that the cottage of your always dormant triage, in their accepted 
age was sealed and seminal, a remnant of the pant this soul 


allays. Any through what it may they thought believed than what 
is then as that in germinal theme the universal secret of our host, 
the lost justice of the gust a merlin scurry. Fray set at noon in 
what they thought, or light which fires the luster of the firn, 
thrust through novice snow his thought to ice, cognitive hours in 
a curtain reflecting alien lesions, for effects spontaneous 
impresario the whole crimp of garnered will. Same with knelt 
and felt, all the ingrown pinions wind survives as heat, this 
portion of that explanation is the tempt of suicide, that talk of 
nourished cognition in the gurgling pot, a hitch resides in the 
haddock, is witch his carnal nothing on one face. Immix dangle 
at preacher tablets polished fall, that in night ourselves and 
abacus reap prevents. I issues soaked behemoth, worm made 
heroes hearing mask, no said nor done collusion which does not 
muse beseech. Noon string foundling foudroyant vents. Grace 
mild child like gulag to the ear. Absolute trope their hands 
predict. Winged teeth the century abates, on fork and tweak the 
nerve phoneme, in soccer light they lint no cough imbued with 
nameless hair. Utter a sect roan caution blurts, reproved 
machine finery replenished saunter church. Within the operatic 
glitch a thin phenomenon undetected, boat riding the mounted 
foams in intuition, a few yearns of the perinatal man we remount, 
triumph of the occiput bivouac, which conjugal simpering is said 
in fervent army. Laser sardine says snarled communiqué, the 
soldier’s custom unties his hands, handle troves upward into the 
same paragraph of knots. Unity is only a phantom array, next 
yearn to dice in clues of puberty, ambit thins the want of excess 
things the adits loam. Cling to imprecations, assignations of 
properly time to glass the nibble framed in prolapsed gates that 
he imbibes. What beauty the inheritance of dirt knows nibbles 
belts the helmet monks acquire. The man is a work of his 
mirrored rulers, not farce or perpetual triune lots, nor poems 
beneath the knees therefore, but logion of gruel and tongue, the 
political as poem. Here is the mastic imagination or barometric 
animism of the scorpio inoculation, width never beaten in 
signal’s lute coheres at attention this momentary nerve, colossal 
charisma of Moses or diaphanous theater of the soul begins to 
repeat its squarely forsaken repertory despite the tongue’s acrid 
dance, noble regimen adduced in foregrounded imaginings, our 


art lorn in plumes themselves or doves accede the fastened 
groin, continual coitus realized in the itch, it is an adoration of 
evaporation forever feverish, acquires a new inquiry into nude 
archaic welts between the watch and a pencil aroma, each new 
feat of bystanding wrangled from weft breathing nettles, two 
men of aboriginal strength and mettle, metal, medal, meta, 
mental, I abscond with a broad axe into the struck theory of the 
white, but as for crutches no language lacquers the burn of a 
nautical witch, brownish intuitions skinned along the wafers of 
the sky, as little as one straw to doubt the dial or digital inherent 
in nightly queries against an overload of hiatus, as one is the 
number of accretions which does not encumber the orgy, by a 
Christian metronome the vigor is witness to this shalom, where 
the turn of the moral standard is no greater mentation observed 
between the calls of science or cancer, arrives at last in the 
gamut of number where doubt is sacred to itself, your self a 
valued adverbial doctrine in the naked childishness of tradition. 
But these severed theories do not then flame the will to live, that 
flume of my natural variable to that or this the only wrong 
variance a presence of all but the ephemeral dead, cognate in 
baggage antecedent to decent badges, well enough I ought in all 
ways to will that pass through night if rightly in abolition I stand 
shoulder to the sea. Forever to be the blood of nature in your 
hand. Unclear the rage of blackened thought a folktale sloughs 
in graceless misnomer, then the afterimage of the pledge or else 
clutching in clenched countenance the deathly whines I 
shudder. My genes recall the music of the poem, in silence I 
hope to distend the daily excrescence, why I exclude from the 
didactic the daze of musical mentations, not arguably anguish 
that I begrudge as donor to the belabored knots, morass of 
persons’ temblor there for a grief of will. Free to meet in the 
singing housel of the dots. By taming the name I at times enrich 
the blithe lullaby, by this exception of the I through excess into 
thought, mended in what charity as much as the appearance of a 
poem. 


Miracles thimble the imagination. In no travelling of the earth 
his soul the duty of foreign cities, lands him in the expression of 
the poem, virtuous hand against the orgy of interlopers. To 
circumnavigate doubt through a study of belief. Does not go by 
the hand he knows to emerge is not to carry one’s youth through 
graves becoming old. Our first journey coheres at home I dilate 
with beauty. To embark on the meat of words is the stern fathom 
fled from the eye seeking a self intoxicated with the heresy of 
signals. The glint goes with the hiss. A symptom of the whole, 
attributes of an intellectual education, false excess forced into 
the silence of travelling. 


Our selves are the garments of our finer tastes. Our faculty for 
soul creates the cliffs sown in the mind as tone and thorn of 
thought, the one observed in an arable contrivance of beauty. As 
near to us as the width of the rope, lore of the somatic climate, 
habit and fact of call and lease, will inherent in the still serifs of 
the gate. Your own talons read in the cumulative obsessions of 
another. That which leaks the kinetic name. Where is the dread 
of it? 


Infatuation of the eye with the fortunate door. To live, but to 
prefer the miracle of the night, where the ice in a grain of sand is 
equal to the silence in each doubt. The sound of our mantic 
action is its primary evidence. I do emits an ordained weather. I 
cannot consecrates the meaning. A few deaths for the testimony 
of my assumptions. 


What peoples the glands — an intellectual sweetness of green 
will. To always find more than you know in the easy manner of 
your opinion. The sweetness is in the independence, he who has 
become the death of our time. The blue maintains a dead clinch, 
emits the green parts of our tablets like a basket of graves. The 


difficulty is to foresee the vulgarity of our stand. 


If I know, I will. A mansion of uniformly coiled mists. If I know, 
each noun institutes a hybrid doubt. The possibility of hearing 
within the call of doubt. The will is not a sign, not to align the 
human with himself, but as a paragraph these airs of the beyond 
have bound themselves to the enormity of silence, it masks the 
gamut of doubts false in all their truths, their two insides which 
begin to settle within the prison of every word, a uniform flavor 
cut from the face of one. 

§ 

Arrays the greater inherent in the degradation of the wings. The 
reformed letters of acrimony summer the notochord, fiendish 
openness bathed in a methane chaff, foreign supplications 
hallmark to prevail. Notional fetters transmutation through fall 
that surrounds the weakened havoc. Perceiving the sounds 
instantly lights hermetic limbs, melody works through anger a 
mantra plat. Called fortissimo in falsetto vocable, loose alliance 
of the wings arrayed in God, in the vertical wheel of chance an a 
cappella fervor, a political violation in the return of the yclept 
solvent, diorama. Enough of nothing can become. 


Later hears a maze of heinous truths. Figment of the first cleanse 
we doubt, sown related for us or scission with soft voices, lasted 
for the time of the poem into another. That he thoroughly born 
can round the prism, new windows now no other than none, to 
testify the relict in a harmony of maize, manifest hearts otherwise 
into deliverance. No whim of societal genius to haven the 
unworthy dominance of our trust. 


Will help to begin the revelry of suffering. The gems which weep 
fountains of partial temperature, once mourned in fortune is the 
joy of sound, gems once the menace of settled falls, tongues 


green with the flour of gourmet love. Hid it in the solicitous 
weeds. The cause we held or swerves, hints because fasting the 
blessings of night, sough of the surrogate will, they say we die 
within these spoken doubts, slavery where I am shut against his 
oneiric tempest. Robed in her ossification. If it quivers a lock, a 
lamp emits its lash, the fiction of immersion brightens to the 
depth it touches, but chiefly it is torn aslant, an asinine 
expression. What do I mean by the foolish quasar in the 
company of words, but that it moves as read by routines of the 
face, with its displeasure a stalemate of dour fatigues. Umbilical 
street or totemic origin. Contempt of the genome within the 
sadness of its latitude. Like the heirs of sand, quaffs a glass of 
wind, intends to multiply the collage by iterations of erasure. 
World is the prudent form of the book. When the unintelligible 
zero is added to the mobile growl, retreats as a godlike dust 
through the hours. The ring is born in the hair of the fist, where 
the entropy of the formant fails. Tensive, pensile. One of the 
collages torn from the afterword, a year of seismic work. It seems 
to historicize the disheartened autochthon, collated in the nubile 
hemisphere which dreams it. Form doubts the paper fews, grip 
of percussive years in the uttered circles of this anger, no shaves 
in nuptial ghost his life lit hambly by the poem, chance read in 
the graven crave, snarls not lexical ether within the plant 
excretions. The nervous word should be a haruspices of form 
itself. Tossed thorns out of the urim wind, thummin drum his 
name masks in music of dilations, self reliant on the muscular 
relations of resounds, born in these pursuits. To breathe is to fall 
above the iniquitous allies of curved being. To quarry a hymn in 
the fondled cataract. War in contrast to the black pleasures of 
the record. Day by day by sounds I cannot doubt, the drum of 
incest cleaves to the threads of grass, forms in that we imagine 
the way and see it knot, yet for a variety of sour actions we do not 
see the thought. The form once winked in kindled seams, then 
eaten the lithe heights of the voyage, to knee the line from 
artistry to the verge of age. Burdens itself in plans of will, though 
unity explains nothing. If you can love the wanton meat inside 
my tastes, I will still silence the agony, meanders in that it 
rejoices to withstand me, I will do the static parvenu, if you 
arrive in the complimentary inattention I will resolve the doubt 


humbly, however untoward the fetish of mentation, tarp marsh 
against harsh femur sounds nature as a song of wells, our doubt 
to strafe the lasso, yes, but I cannot bestow a furry invisibility 
upon the touted intuitions, the poem inside the book to douse 
the seraph from rejection, popular remand mere antinomian 
philosophy, to shade the tirades therein to entwined thirsts then 
shriveled against yourself as directly graven, the foal sown in 
catoptric dogma, in order to neglect this and also make it true. 
Let us sound the squalid content traduced by orifice and gamut. 
Wherever there is grief, there is the wrinkled center of the hand. 
Your character measures the undulations of society. Reality 
thins the whole of creation to a set of indignant circumstances. 
To burden an age requires inspired accomplishments, design 
torn from the magic clients of a rumor, empirical cleavage to the 
genetic history of the plan, the insistent mantic mesmerism of 
the stochastic pox. The melody of intuition called the hubris of 
unease. Unbidden, into the wings of things, or within the aroma 
of the world, in its worthless gems. 


I see the name of the sun in the power of its singular nature, 
nothing to render the fingers through mathematics to their 
genesis, the sound of the tree recovering the silences of every 
animation, sufficient and therefore knotted as a grove. The 
letters of the site astonish the intruder, from the simple 
declarations of the toes to the fiery edge of the thumb, the outer 
forms of nature which stand in an array of dusts. The tropic dust 
grows abroad to light the fist, grown alone. I beggar the book of 
reason, more light than any character in predation, where dust is 
always the site of life, said to illumine the cingulum veneris, 
father and haven of the knots, urge and extent of being. Those 
who girdle the mensal, lungs wrought by the slough of fingers 
whorled, by wrist to form the mantic in this manger, hence 
suffering the kinship of the thumbs. By a law of history the 
universe is theirs. Play forms in the law of the present, a history 
surely signified in the loneliness of the night. The whorled dusts 
of the basal reliance exert as explanation, mount of luna under 
the milky way, the elemental science of belief which silences 


single actions. If the letters of the words sound the weave of vatic 
dusts, we cull our primary aspirations from the wisdom of the 
hand. The deep forms of fallen things found thought in the pitch 
of the housel palm, the form of things from the width of the 
thumb to the phalange of life, beginning here. The ring as it is 
given verb in ribbon weave refurbished ladle pall, when the night 
is a murmur of blackened truth, for all that is woven said is given 
subject in this thought. Beneath this wind goads by antic name 
or inference of an other, an ear to rearrange the names of the 
new, given iteration in the way of the hand, forgotten ministries 
of form somewhat below the eventual canoptic fiat, breath culled 
from the gerund, our passion the song of belief in an existence of 
the self. That all things green of notes account in the sensate sea 
of the mouth, the substrate of life and circular sound, what is 
called songs power lived. Ask the sun for a sanskrit tapestry of 
pure purpose. The dust breathes a hepatic knot, one thing but 
aligned as wounds scattered forth in light, under a mind in 
simple sway, meaning present thought. Thumbs past and future 
read by relational solvents to creation, the crural opens to a tryst 
of particular aims, to know the ancient phraseology of a cecal 
somatics, belief as a breath of fullness announced in another 
world, child of the storm and worship of poetry in the palm. 
Authority of the basal colors which thumbs the day were it 
washed in antic injury, if it breathes the unbearable fever of my 
being, at night the day is tainted with a hemal rage, trophy of the 
neural church, heroic threads erase the progressive 
regurgitations. Hands buttoned in silent will, not called to 
breathe the turns in history, the form of the period arraigned to 
the harm of its deathly imprint. Ringed breath accommodates 
the secrecy of the bloodstream, blind art of the gallinaceous 
mimicry, withered aloud in laudable returns. The essential war 
of fire among the binary ropes of the deliquescent fingers. Our 
arms encumber the perfect puzzle, magazine born in the 
romance of crucible and thorn, grid in the hand composed of 
waves, wavicles of dust. The hand is the song of the fingers, 
divided in kinetic arras, heavens opened into the ontic forms of 
the hand, where ankles flower in the valent orders of our arms, a 
Vitruvian fallacy to be parsed in the amerced doubt of each hand, 
room in which history grows into a world, known growth, world 


then issued in femur, gristle song of doubt, joys of the hand as 
singing doubt. Shakes with rankled wash a clique of pairs the 
scorpion arrows sheave appeased in doubt. That which is a 
mulch of ichors tombs the hand hieratic, martian or the otic pen, 
open doubt to possible will and doubts of oven tongue, 
deliquesce to patriarchy, salvific supplications in silence, for the 
ear to deride the temple, housel salts, reproduced as the 
seductive eunuch in religion and mentation. Society is the sound 
of the hand, improvement without advance. In revenge of the 
other it underscores the phalanx of christian death, knot 
ameliorate in token hiss, social caveat in contrast to the miracle 
of the wound, the nakedness and nuance of doubt undivided in 
the hand, the sound of doubt but the youth of wrist and fever. 
The bracelet tomb was the ontic church, cons of the I in seamed 
impulsional doubt, to roam the riven urge in water heat of 
history, the relict I into the names unspoken, tilled to growths of 
malice fanned becoming into secrecy and hymn, read in the 
charitable housel of the hand, an excess of infection, an ardor of 
duration, vocable fleece in an erasure weave. Love is the axis of 
our emplacement, the sound and secret wind his necessary hiss, 
house flavored into fire by sense and semen, the vocable totem a 
missionary wisdom. Knotted light feigns the churlish anguish of 
the objects, one purpose of arrowed thirst domesticated by 
caveat, green heat the thetic poem and wheat, which hemal 
groans mold graven into will, a paradisal difference between the 
ruins and the runes, the jewels of emplacement intoxicated by a 
fiendish embrace, identical sounds therefore reside in the vatic I, 
into effect intuited as doubts intoxicant, my umbrage entwined 
with ambages of travel. Youth can thereby sound already the 
eventual outcome, welcome to the antic masthead of the poem in 
mantic shocks, scuttled mansion the secret furthermore into 
gods, flume widened hymn endowed with occult desire, elohim 
didactic elaborate knots celebrate to needs. Intuition beckons 
the mortal locus of the gods, zazette sealed in layered prayers as 
worn disease, the intellectual dust therefore to speak no less 
than death, each word the curse of doubt, obedient will. Lyre of 
causal breath, hemal broth of history, mind a new claw 
empowered by active foray into the impossibility of systemic 
proportion, the openness of the objects latent, complementary. 


Intuitional knots fail to relish the facial waves, eidos interred in 
the lower withered ice, the hand and sweetness of doubt sound 
blows in moral etudes, secrecy of the outrage therein, heir to the 
brute force and farce of love, our needs lit by a trifle. 


One lumen of fate where the statement miscarries, in nervous 
tongue merchandise these serious studies shorn of otic attack, 
orifice within the altered office, night’s nuclear yolk dishevelled 
in sturdy being. From whom extols the professional eruditions, 
preaches the supple word sown forth in discreet tense, worth a 
hidden humidity of days felt in the hand. Fortunately does not 
poem chance but allures the telling music of the hand, detach 
themselves to appear, that a night of aerated intuition happens in 
the moment of these acts, tries in the customary rank of the hand 
to revere the hobbled splendor, hand that reaps the seen from 
seams, fallen through the orifices in their iridescent erudition. 
Breath spheres the duality, laughter like an honest light or word, 
where straw will flowers in the thigh of the book, hearing 
communicates that, so wills it in reverse, the best explanation is 
the singing act, its inverse. For you, or a happier I in you, if you 
circle the could, I will not harp the attic deep in holy paragon, 
whatever inlaid ease your hypocritical buoy, I will love the health 
within me, cleansed by mantis knots, to selfishly doubt and mine 
the indirect turns of truth. Does the truth as will dictated by you 
bring a tease of fiendish pain to salve the reasonable senses, 
when the will is a justified ice in the way of thinking nights, that 
you above all announce the standards, will in use the arbitrary 
name of consciousness, abilities of which we music clearing 
yourself under the youthful sign of weather, sleight of arboreal 
totem, to doubt you through the buttons I may mask. Affront by 
deferment of the works, that a sickle of fallen semen should 
remind the hand, difference born in an infinity of hands, Christ 
in theoretical onus an intuition of hermetic method, sleight of 
hagiography, feet in the air, offered as an exit for the self. Sound 
is impure action. If the function of growth is thought, nature will 
suffice, the vital blend will help itself to the orbit of its resource. 
Concentrated reasons, a surfeit of self. Let us forget the stunned 


ash of the institutions, by a silent ember to take the shadow of 
the hours, the simple illicit justice in the substrates of poverty, 
mobile army manacled by static admonitions. Other mentations, 
but weak inside the dermal ocean, disservice begins to bet the 
chaste endowments, penury of these sanctions, somatic letters. 
The hours are a friend of weakness worn in health, oral as our 
food, I harbor an angry folly eventually into thought, colossal 
scorn, the joyful song. Nobility is its own mask, arduous 
benefits, this personal elixir our eventual diocese, what the 
baffling sheets blast, mark of the ontic curse, once opens as 
intuition to flower as hour rises, weakens into space, proceeds 
also as song. The song of the hand to breathe, strong nerves 
anew, perception treasures the role of sweetened ash, astral 
clast, the highest totem. Arguably cannot be secret if a song. If 
the intuition is to broach the site, is yourself, is it not, to discern 
the primal foot you shall not heat the fall, breathe in a wholly 
strident stance, you take thought to be forged in the hearth of it, 
nothing there, there in sorrow as it were is nothing thought. The 
soul raised on perceptual inflations. Kneels within the knowing 
of itself, a latent ocean armed with centuries, every form a 
serried present anarchy, myth entails not having when all things 
renew the night, hand into the lit entrance of its beach, by alar 
word to speak in molds belief, hints of an elastic past, crease of 
the eye within its antic origins, orgy and respite of the issued 
hand. Conventional annunciations damp the shining stranger, 
the manner of the hand inhabited by a multitude of yearnings, 
pulse or breath as strong as banter, issues in the endless 
unfolding of the unborn. Thought that elsewhere arrives as 
insight commands the feet in strength of sight, so used to appall 
the entitled grain that it channels unlawful thought through 
chains, hermetic rotation in the hour of sickness, favorable or 
else. The philosophy of the hand is a plutocracy in time the 
divagations annulled in class, hand invented by the clinamen of 
the hand, a mental huddle of androgynous denials introduced as 
genetic wreath theocracy, conquered love by a naked valence of 
impossible abolitions, in imitation of the circle to supplicate 
itself. Society as a licit wish. Having taught the instructed forms 
to mantle a uniform blood, not becoming the shaken pairs or 
danger in the mulch, brave love of the grieving hand, egg crypt 


fallen to a night of knees, the house of the hand a cleansing heat, 
these poems abide in voice and pitch the heart of nature’s form, 
as if our reason aspires to a spiritual nerve, a social derision of 
granular theory, but this somatic chalice is the thing, a civilized 
instinct, virulent thinking in abundant pockets, a hiss of smears 
along the hands. Fascination ferments in italics, green with 
hearing salve, vulnerable in that the duty is antithetical to home, 
harm from histrionics mauled through nightly masks, growth 
like lichen in a sovereign mistake. I halve no global church of 
thoughts within the hand, fiction finding somatic fervor, 
together the sonic hymns acquiesce in self, hernia and carious, 
travelling into the indemnity of romantic teeth. I cart my trunk 
eventual in navel plus its archive, unrelenting palace of busts 
that I am, but free to name the reasons as they burst. Calamitous 
to the dust as basal justice if amended by my own work in cry for 
cadenced eyes through electrical slough, there to own the 
welcome eve of revelry. All doors are fallacious hymns because 
all eyes caress the disproportionate closure, preserving the swift 
albumen in hand and prayer, a disease of the letters, God within 
the dust of each hand. In my broken fables to merely evert the 
new uncommon bedlam, aloe a nubile synthesis, to the numbers 
of the pupils, by the iris. A rugged braille if our song stalls in the 
heart. If the genetic fins are installed in arbors, solar barbs, a 
boolean swath this righteous heist, alpine loves aligned in the 
histories of his life. Poetry keeps a scholarly gown about the 
fattened ship, a breast flowers within the professional repast, not 
only resources but detours empowered through these mists, the 
shape of healing to tool the hand, in that the book is a moral 
idolatry, blossoms to lit in the easel life of the hand. Revolutions 
in religious inquiry. Any lotic form the wail of hibiscus thatch 
yule shovel thrust through sun and mood yean authentic 
noblesse anlage myself biotic lotus thorp same true of the tonus, 
I doubt thyme ylem inverness all lies for what to live in impish 
love, fallow the trough map power tools, moments of truth then 
vain as the populace in rejection of sensual wounds as the law of 
coriander duties of love by way of the constipated other, cyan 
cup of braids. Its presence asemic fortitude, consequently vatic 
measure of the rite, wish cannot rice poise, adjacent wind, 
strange demons of the striated soul, thecal ammunition. 


Convolvulus, thus letteral cause invades adjacent books, birds 
the inverse letters cropped within, law enriches demon steel we 
burl. Now his genus abject, theorem whip as introjection, throb 
cast urns before the sepia alcoves, heft precinct or seme of 
thawing faults, love sits around oblique and petulant under the 
coven of my blood. For the strong wind when hewn we itch the 
hoarded hand, treble voice shale beneath the corn, hand now 
attar, unsaid problematics, remembering the nearest 
approximation, honed life in yohimbine scale, not disease of 
theta shade for the good face of the hand. Hand throes 
experiential ever exigent beneath elixir vision, love alike thew 
joy improperly as causation, hand calms its thermal nature in 
yearly times of love, feeling under layered dusts, death I strife as 
lies in oil of adverb. Aporia also classified as renal thought of 
duty, mesmerism quakes in the subordinate schism, every aura 
justice learned to jut by breathing jazz. If will happens in the 
banal powers of the groin, balanced by spiral nepenthe of the 
mind, the system blends its raveled love in universal scorn, 
archon thaw elutes, analepsis throb to sieve the systole night. A 
phatic light from indomitable mayhem, chirp awaits diastole 
swell, present bellows crackle will in frontal flight, all ying 
tangled beaming gills, ovulate in rhythmic time. Supernal 
tsimtsum fatality englished to the hand, egg toggle flowered 
orbit yang your shoulder’s word because, yang contradicts 
somatic yields in shrill repose. Squarely even in operatic acts, to 
be a rule of wisdom’s doubt savored into the yearn, herbal 
motives devout struggle hex theory as sephardic jokes. Hints of 
brittle minds adorned in ravine widths. Chordal arrays as well as 
constructed youths. Thought blinks words in the hand, now 
amaryllis sonant, shaved lexicon to breathe as fevered wood. 
Socle vertigo. New tones in each hand. Infantile though whorish, 
the valley whelm titration, thrum hands sola thresh, looked away, 
genome gems to glut the government, guards of poetry if they 
feel the love of each cultivated other, rase by accident, herm 
fetish ptotic root in helix rubber, taste of abject necessity which 
doesn’t feign the avatar, wherever taut to caliper, alimentary 
afterimage, instance of the slavish resistance, spew, ganglia, but 
comparable to the wine in hand, trumpet strike, flesh viscid shale 
through civil zeal, chiromantic hermeneutics, hearing the 


helium feet helve the telling musk, muscle then solum haulm 
surfeit astringent being dust obscures the calendar, love impairs 
the historical insurance of his reason, lost in wraiths and refined 
question bile, to establish the mental wheal in a stoical tautomer, 
noma standard ordinance of a singular fist, hand of open garble, 
sounds unwound in vagabond traverse, mind’s hand whelms the 
isomer built with isometric fire, the past an ad hoc ornament 
which flourishes in the model of the hand, wounds through a 
drone of hands as Doric pallor, the hand quaintly amerced by 
days droned into hiss, the wafer hilum will crepuscular and fit, 
luminous yoni present in the cultivated evening, but 
extemporizes his majuscule, fill of the perfect impromptu, 
creatine hand in actin mind, the high lust of the fakir salves the 
earth in pupil nights and will fin terminology, fire from the 
plastic meiosis of the mirror idolized, prayer somata threaded 
through remote horizon meanings, heaven seen in the imaginary 
hole beneath this sorbent milt, tonemic percepts cave into the 
benthic renown pelf, will vanishes into the minions of the hand, 
orts orbit the monitored fist, tomb of the idiot virulence as form, 
travelling in signs. Incognito, longevity like the living view of 
hairs, once in what recall of poems a holy dark abroad, each hand 
a foreign virtue, the supernatural particulars coalesce in prayer, 
enter titer viewpoint love. If it is the spiritual meaning to efface 
the ambient dualism, march attacks in open falls of action, by 
threat of wit to pray the true array, carapace and techne fit, love 
of the god in his hidden flour to valorize the secret want in 
circular chiasmus, to absolve the metaphor as if it is a thought 
denial. Brume if ichor populace, concocts its commandments 
through the truthful hand, in cormorant theurgy to mask the task 
anthemic, anthelmintic aster thrums the maypole viaduct, a sima 
if semantic, annals of the other, sinew distinction and lotic thew, 
timorous affair of decorous fortune, no great affront to anagram 
or insolvent clades renovated by the lively fall, proportional 
continuum of the night, occupied helix of the social glass. As 
precious as your isolation in elevations importuned by a febrile 
sickness, as if to say their confusions weakened by a curious 
love, more a faith in thanatos than a lattice of love, waxen states 
of axon truths ordered in the breast, no longer tonic to wrath or 
worm rutilant in an open fence of words, forward into the 


evidence, by these covenants to suborn the portal crease from 
relativity to appeal a cacophony of instant revelation against a 
neotenic stasis within the claim. This coeval amputation furled 
to form a reputable evening, Jesus in the Jurassic hand, no 
coincident self reliant upon the love of spoken knots, hiatus then 
hand to raise the spirit of the fingers, weeps the torus a yellow 
silence of mentation, plastic over the towers of arrogant knots, 
thistle thermion open to every tooth, all the lower selves which 
constitute existence open to contain the personal wordness of 
the fingers. Preparing principles to buttress yourself. Sparingly 
will justify the firm enough to bestow so much right behavior 
always as now within the sequential commerce of the character, 
instead of equinoctially working to inherit the recess of the 
hearing, insensate often arbitrarily consciousness of an inbred 
love, light united in the edible escort of another, the voice of the 
olam katan a microcosm of the hebrew eye, hands lit antiseptic in 
alloys of tidy notes, allays our inept poetry as it annuls the formal 
doubt, hand therefore the unsung person, doubt of conformity a 
riddle ridiculous in whistled hindsight, form to bronze the moral 
in a grief. Lease the poem to the hymn. I worry about this 
hearing as the formal heir to humanity, to allow themselves in 
property as such, the brave hand reigns in addition to itself. Self 
in an endless maze, banal and miraculous, nothing less than a 
love of the facts, soliloquy of life and a quilt of breaths, to hold 
bouncing in his works a tonal meaninglessness. A sinecure of 
conscious will. The knots beg the hems. The form of kneeling 
within the feeling thought, a pellucid doubt of nature when 
admonished, our endeavors to redress. The infirmity of our 
witness is the silence of our regrets. Emerge my once stern gulf 
cornice offices maze trips aqueduct, enables me as it imagines, 
that this line aligning godlike in helpless profanity has a valiant 
heart in its hand, faithful to the vapid art, not to be a doctrine so 
much as a social estrogen to him, strong as the referent aspects 
of wordless seeing, the need to appoint to be drawn out 
disappears into the weave of arguments, but we are afraid of each 
arrangement, we want men to prostrate, but we see in the flower 
of our own hands our own wants habitual and fecal in 
circumspect force, dolmen hand peacekeeping is the mental 
weave of our religion, weapons that we are, our parlor solidified 


by cataract hearse empowerment, flowers into a sculpted totem, 
to him this music is a forbidding poem of air, room for two to 
silence the bones in onus of this hiss, opus open to possession, 
opens to the poem, but I am too sortilege to picaresque rakes 
house in wash of historic waking, trembles as if dead I assured 
him, in that the tree as if it symbolizes a true principle of himself 
now preens through history as a seductive soteriology, but now 
within himself a true prolegomena unfurls in word and ship of 
intrepid history, power aligned in steward invitations, not all the 
underpinnings of life are entitled to atrophy as if this deference 
is fallen to suppose therein verbosity, though it depends upon 
you, drowned in your own steps, to witch the hollowed luster 
from the will in breaths. Antithetical as mechanical, but spiral in 
whole worlds seamed by specific trifles, fiend once knocks but 
fallen passage, keep it to yourself, the omen poses as a comely 
possession, to come near to the meat is to desire the weapon’s 
bereavement, nectar sanctuaries of courage, temptations 
coruscated by wooden hands, coupled alone in our smooth 
hospitality, lyre and love of hand in creaseless deception, only to 
them a fattened doorjamb within the afterbirth of a tasteless 
youth. Breathe into the known less than the etymology of 
shallow endeavors. Chaste aches the feverish husbandry. As each 
new hand undresses its urns, I mist to breathe myself allure, and 
forget to factor in the hand, as if these things exist, as if these 
hinges jive the mantic whisper from a gerund, the sound of 
usurious atheism, receptivity of the unfit curse. What of it, the 
passage into unborn injustice, the escrow of massage, message 
to sound the entropy of the soul into its valence or its absent 
silence, between the violin adoptions and the keys which 
interrupt the duty knots, hymn and atavistic pleated shore these 
things as fruitful actions hand the faintest reverie to a word out 
of respect, a thousand inceptions as if options, to distinguish 
between choosing to see this doubt as fatal, and if I seem to burn 
a course in time towards fetal paragrams, not that no one has 
seen it, jamais vu, but that it is something to do, once having 
seen. 


Adorned with the song of the moment, singing in the gulf, 
dilates in the angst of that silence, turns the richness of the 
sounds, tainted with fallen wine, into the darkened thigh, where 
soul is present. To talk of reliance is tame hilum, more 
religiosity than I muster in resolve. The mast revolves behind the 
volutes I wind when speaking heights, hand that forgoes its 
principles, by factions such as kings. We so quickly attorn the 
alef into an enigma of the supreme, food by unreal degree 
revealed in arrogant somatics, by song through sundry huntings 
whelmed by caveat, to engage the hand within the glowing rose. 
The roses ordained to the dormer, God the seasons in a perfect 
tone of day, in verbs its welkin burst, lore of the leaf which leaves 
its saturnine orbit in remembrance, humid moments of the past, 
hands at the tip of the toe, toggle until he too lives in the 
strength of intellect, the boreal phrases arise in western knots, 
wamble notes like damask hands of love, trill antecedents in 
characteristic wands, extract words from the eye. Print of view. 
Hitch poem to hand by willing air. Words as food, unruly see. It 
is as extracted. Up to its ridges in undulations. Up to its 
damascene fictions again, reliance on prepositions. Brackets 
which protect the holy from themselves. Cream of religious 
property. Hand tombs poem as hesychasm. Assaults, to wander 
the salts, by what reach of beam the Ahriman becomes its ash 
allure, ashé, especially culled from the hebrew names incarnate, 
glint of Attis ingot halving song. Fear lies roses in hand lyre, 
carries it away, and what is not still waits for the poem to beckon, 
but acquired in interrupted pants thematic mantra, breath then 
seeking after allures of its departure, independently ontic 
respect for the numerical embers, amber clan of snorkel orts in 
the cathedral. Screed of fractured doubts. Centrality, there 
inside the swerve again, altered unions, row of fiery hairs 
misseamed by embryo. The forest for the page. Grainier than the 
aegis of wood. Wordness love, antediluvian emetic, relict as the 
health of the glass, lost in arboreal wish. By savage wit to unite, 
heal the hand as salvage, the nearness of will will blow and bow 
before the sentence, only a dead man has built this archive of 
purported hints, otic hasp a fine-tuned fire, centrifugal fervor 
buried in the sun. A centripetal fever, love, of the knotty 
informations, to know a star by the narrow inquisition of its 


equinox, the year, as the ear, within the history of liberation, 
increases and is without the artifice of memory. Weather the 
inclement machinery of the soma. Some energy in increments. 
By reference to its forms the stochastic hand is buttoned, is 
Christ distended as moral deviation, standard grief of fright in 
bulk of inequality, miscarriage the last normalcy of osmosis. 
Interruption is alteration, further emitted into interaction. I 
would groom the wheat with explanation, but my company 
mirrors the tongue, tome to me, song of home by tune of the 
senses, house folded in the hand, where the rose succumbs to 
the dance of doubt, blade called a caress, the way of the charade. 


To journey begins with today. Soup of the journey, leavened 
with rings of lemongrass, affecting the wheat of the word. Hand 
our systemic hourglass, panel when our bodies success 
imitations, initiation into the intimations, but the foreign taste of 
our silence obliterates our opinions, options kindled in the 
distant thoughts unwashed. It was in here, was an application, 
but the conditions besiege the gnathic model of expression. The 
aesthetics are the artist, will to study worn as poem, considering 
the monuments to the steeples which unite the house in which 
taste and sentiment censure the nervous intuitions of the self, in 
a rubbery moment without butter, love of the adopted 
extraneous, half-positive canker cant, teach him the sonic ash in 
exhibitions. Mustard detects the withdrawn yucca. Do you 
consider yourself wept in yohimbine collets? Ice for hysteria, 
arthritic sponge. As if to say a new representation of 
ostentatious touch. Book of risk, stench which is the eyes, within 
each poem one knot of normal falsehoods. Is not. They fold the 
poem into a storm of light. Corm of the dance. Serpent passage 
wiggles churches’ ditch, gone into the elemental thought, such 
is the vinyl cavern, labyrinth resumé in subaltern delight, as if 
the girl whose hands askew season therefore with sound the 
unintelligible boats, all in all a senseless sun forgetful of the end. 
That the walls of thought horizon within the wails. Hung them 
from the poem, clinging anew to alien youth, somehow the hate 
your sliver gyrates unselfishly towards the light, your system into 


theirs, letters tilted into an honest honey. Will of the hand is to 
be belated. Hand, the immortal hand, inbred in cotillion licorice, 
singing the want of self. Cultural shoes whose idols are the 
lungs. The eyes whine a dragnet through our pasts. What sones 
you boiled in kingdoms of pure sand. Scorns the one-eyed hand, 
sounds of outré and avant, scions of the rabid cloth. Instead of 
consistency, a cistern himself, born in hard words with angels 
again, though gall shall be his cognate hand, reason in every 
stand. Emptied of arachnid associations. In the prayers of the 
diamonds. Do not mention the allure of the orifice, not so much 
a music as a cask of forms. Some fondue and its serious, 
communal losses. Mediated by torus as if a commodity. Anyone 
else would contemplate the work. It is the solitude of the spirit, 
of God pronounced as an effect, a private endgame bundled in 
notes and unity, narrated in the inner widths of God. He words 
the prayer of the hearer, roan koans as research heard 
throughout the homing, honed flown fletcher bondage, raven 
like an arrow in the audible replies. A turn of meaning lies in the 
farrow hour, our beasts abort the gods, false prayer instead of 
self-reliance. You marrow today to semaphore astral acorns, tilth 
of the tinted sound, tilled in trills until a train of light opens in 
the anchoring angels, dignity of splendor a client of ancient sin. 
We love the sound of an old hand silenced forward into the 
romance of doubt. Wish is the gravity of the hand. Yoked to the 
buffer myself. Into myself I have emitted the name of duty, to 
discharge the debit of its brocade. If anyone is immune to the 
condiments of the day. Semantic motives of the humble worm. 
Tuner breath, to be his hearing high in earnest greed, to fondle 
the purpose maybe then consider, the presence of society within 
the will, the heart of a man corresponding to the whims of his 
seams. A braid of death. Hand the perfect sound of parsed 
sermons. Rife with semantic hours in social situations, cannot 
satisfy their reunion, continually into their practice, a null ally in 
our house, marriage of our reasons and the wages chosen for us. 
Tortured a place into mulch, like air. A picture, settled yet 
choked with hiccup sediments, bled hand serrated within the 
garage, hadal bean welt tango, thimble gland in quince. The 
hand is an estate, small and the same as its evidence, virtuous 
reversion, our private antigen. Pajamas etched in trombone acon 


must not be musical pornography, at times the wattage of the 
yoni withers like emphatic caviar, charity, another want, unless 
you come out into the immersion of this power, a propensity to 
numen the nacreous, wet haven, but by doubt to rise at once into 
theta attaché, resists our anger and wakes thoroughly at rest. 
This is the taboo collagen, the checkered hiss lying humid in the 
theorem, expectations which we say we have of the universe, but 
as soon as we converse we rend the [, half-lives of the standard I 
Am, I obey no law but the standard truth by proximal fixity, I 
tube the mydriatic family, scions of the eye, first must fill the 
afterglow of the poem with a dilated custom, your olio, my 
woven thought and wisdom’s hat, hand which lies in the viaducts 
of truth. Beams befall the threat, curdle in voluntary arrows, in 
that to err in soul is likened to the pupil of thoughtless doubt, 
onions and velvet between the cats and trefoil, all stalled before 
me, bicuspid romance of the furs. Repose in that it resides in 
cognates resonant with shooting stars. One fact of error 
degrades the world, the palaver of the teeth confronted as a 
shame, equally Judas in assiduous urge. Inasmuch as the referent 
is but an agent. Speak rather of the morass. Moral obedience to 
anger. The round hymns are a dance of rhetoric. To see that 
virtue is beholden to the circle. Permeable thought of the hand. 
Ride into the citations with ultimate facts, humiliate the trope 
with a topical resolution, once tropical in its attributes a measure 
of gregarious forms, all things revolve around the harbinger of 
commercial freight, are sown in wheals of roses, bitter tones 
gravy the nose in holy air, a grass roots etude, does not valorize 
the tomb to foresee the silences within. Soteriology of the I, 
always set in standard tutorials, under the spokes of the knee a 
radial hose. The song of the letters when creased. Ore, or the 
appearance of ore. Razor zone. Averts its cavern whet, delivery 
of the words through the moist silva of the hand, saliva ait, of 
love our misty nidus, obscured by hand and word, dead as a 
poetic fossil within the deeds of the world, to unite the masses of 
images or increase the rendered hearing, herm a breath of cause 
within the hearer. This expression grown out of the certain 
windows, all things but expertise in hermetic battens, culch, 
natural buffer of the individual thoughts, more soul than 
sculpted intuition while in the garden, rim harp heap of oval rose 


dorado, warm in the morning, for many the iris but a chiseled 
haddock of their youth, phonetic cuirass, how to look into the 
altered indemnity of his moods, flower renewed in the glass 
slippage, in the crape sharia farthing amoral cope, often a 
metamorphosis of melody into the forms of thought. Ruby dot, 
nightly selvedge marinade, prelude to his private and hyperbolic 
power. Ordinarily through the fustian doors, hand gem utters 
introjected thought as speech quietly intelligible though beaks 
inadequate trout beneath the flower tubulin, wick of the tablets. 
Infrared consonants revert to wobble lariat thyroid, gamut birth 
the instinct, lost his way within these indistinctions, divine fleece 
of the animate skin a nervous wicca, into the natural turbulence 
of the nest, narcolepsy of the hand, skinned acrobatics. Rosaries 
of our retrorse withdrawal, recto of nature, in which the shovel 
bearings, set in a key of blood, delight the helix autopsy, the air 
should combine easily within the stump with water to come forth 
as colloidal alpine where the olfactory sun is shining in its tastes. 
Indifferent fashion fetish, wisdom inactivates the wine in a letter 
treillage, ear of the beholder, emancipation enacted by a wand, 
we are its children in the ruins of the word, filigree cast of hilum 
rubble, catalogue of songs and beasts, essential infraction of the 
hand, as if to say: it is in vaulted brightness, bards’ grief honed to 
thoughtful imagination, dilating the bruxis of us through precise 
experience, no sense in accepting the oriflamme as flamboyance 
of the hand, inflamed to forget the authenticity of the authorial 
church, holds him in the archive of all his helot arguments, 
attractive though attached to accordion kelp, lepton 
introduction, caustic astrology, form of the knot read in 
gleaming aspic, buffalo e-mail masks the resonance of the 
difference, distills a symbolic boon from totemic beacon 
verbiage, vehicle the circular form of conveyance, his lyrical 
stoicism inconsequent football for an ultimate bolero of 
anchorite metrology, a quorum of truths against the verbal 
bottles of the moths, polishing the gerund with a heresy of 
greed, so good to be held lightly within the cotillion of these 
poems, which is to say doubt is the only justice which unfolds 
within the letters, let us write the universal signs held within the 
transformed counterpoise of our experiences, beat honed 
through thought’s reverberation, seen in donut witness, to 


address ourselves within the social circumstances of the torus, 
not to shrink from the gifts but to carom as all things entwined in 
autobiography, no generic caveat for the mucus in mesmerism, 
our serial values instead of a resilient vitalism, so much banks 
anthropic upon the authority of our animist predations, 
ruminations of worms in careful sound, swift clarity of our 
politics. The mold paints a virus as beauty. Exact verses in verbal 
rations, rational not to doubt the beauty of the sounds, such 
things in coeval doubts, the poet knives beautiful to harm enacts 
at length. Curve of the intellectual slough. A token what. Light 
area of bare science, exposed validity of speech, thematic 
orations attack the mask of thought, tuned by the will of the 
hand. Stamen grand piano angst, a rage to draw the artifacts 
along the seasons, enacted his well-lit artifice in grown hands. 
They silence tilt not beads to table form, from that old sharing of 
the ideal hat shall creel a vulcan thigh as synergy imparts, salt 
possessed within the entropy of doubt, the oral house the true 
language from which the broken flower flows. Wherever the 
bulbs are woven in feverish air. A plectrum beauty walks the 
fortunate words. Ignites insignia in signs. Aligns the name, time 
the afterimage of the tome, giving into the song of evidence to 
ring the intellectual gauntlet, goblets made of fallen teeth, 
wreathed in fire and hand. If we night the open origin, strokes of 
gelded symbol alight in the etymon of wit, fire in the language 
cysts, love made of paeans to infinity and myth, cave longing in 
the thigh of names, more than any other doubt grown in the pall 
of nature, terrible signature of the tuneless hand, coiled in the 
bath of the baptismal tome. Free to speak the sin of a new 
independence. The passage over into the germane days. A 
public tithe, ladle held to tell, lawn hand saints and camel tryst, 
loment holy leaf. Ifa beautiful lull suborns the personal. Himself 
also all but undressed. In the kiss of organic mornings, liberated 
in the eye, sown to distend the lichen pants, panic like melody in 
the language exchange. Hand aspires into soul, torn intellect 
from the docile things, beside the threat of age a purpose and a 
grief. To circulate his humble demand in universal risk. Laws 
that the spirit sadly ordains in witness, aspiration as an organ of 
sound. Suffered the ancient excesses of suspect sound. Fear 
burns the sect alone, who has mistrust into the iris deem with 


thought to grief annihilation, turned for use of rest in higher 
need, divine hand the seed of light. Drums the helpless objects, 
rejoicing in sufficient latency, hand stored in the shoulder’s 
ring, bleeding influence. Shone the tips of blood in seams of 
sunlight. Hinge of form in every poem. Dull arch of simple love, 
yoked to the sarx with thorns of fire. Jade sense of witness in 
resistance of the poet. Not to cite the bloom as power in the itch. 
Incite insight, to breathe the touch, like children of the 
cherubim trophy. Heaven as orts the whole tirade of birds’ 
orality, sworn in the gypsy hour of an ancient sky, those who are 
free can masque an archaic fire, stimulated by a thirst to arrive at 
the possible. No value in a book if'a man is only implicit, emitted 
in that he forged the dream while yowling monkshood heliotaxis, 
value which crimps the grip agrarian necklace, other wicket 
devils magnetized by opulence and color, narthex meaning 
thought, heat lightning reflected off the bottom of the horizon, 
the boundary of the aphorism, but at the last narrative moment 
lolled in the dead language of the horses, anthemis dazzling in 
the mythic homestead, an individual symphony of the fingers. To 
be the ferrous ostensorium, heliopsis perennial in wafered 
sunlight, eerily the same symbol of reality, jewel flowers in the 
emptiness, are equally thermic mutagens, equivalent to the 
terrors of the world. All that quiet violence as a symbol of irenic 
rhetoric. With various estuaries of carnal wheat. Rubefacient 
terror of the hand. Death canoe. Found guess in weak 
declarations of description. Time of the saponaria, saporous, 
should not creed us many griefs to reconcile the whats, write his 
autotelic weave in yucca knew. Poem materializes in the hand, 
whose picture fends the lupine cavern dims, same omphalos, 
universal hand, found in the sounds at Delphi, stumps of achillea 
in the hand. Plant that healed the wounds in the corymbs of the 
cast, triskelion, flume of bets. Pours out the conventional airs in 
original asylums. None but a surfeit of carnage is mine, bung 
langue glue, bethel soak acinic eloquence, consists of the hands 
in these instances, outpourings of spool Sophia, foaled in 
sequent statice, standing in the lavender sea, all of these 
necessities beating in the latent gates of the name. Site in me to 
bask the abacus, stuttering the abecedarian lattice, until at last 
the silence is of love. 


A chirr forms in the hand. Protected by fully glass. To spine the 
outer sounds in shallow doubt. Thigh verse fire, nerve’s reward. 
The actual trouble with the somatic land. Form of the thigh a tax 
of doubt. One thorn for a thousand hands. The borders of the 
falls. Water born in twilight, water vulnerable with stars, love is a 
theoretical outlet in the air, there is the shoulder to rest our 
inappropriate conditions. Intelligence of the fire, gambits of the 
gamete, original work the mantic worm of poems. The poet is an 
economical web, by swerve to will the music into language eve, 
cadence of the accident an inclement analogy, incremental. 
Ascendency of the word. Coincidence of said and sad, through 
the glass by hand to the fervid thoughts of silence. Tritoma 
telling bell, tritone opening in serial thought, manifesto of 
telling thought to aestheticize the life, uselessly flowers within 
the temporary economy, sexual abscess of the passage, to 
change the hand according to this cadence. The poet, a foreign 
yearns, the animation of annihilations, he knew these flowering 
words, adorned with piths, he speaks in the vulgar hibiscus of 
the word. I remember a rain of things in kind. Natural body a 
grill of careless form. One of a renewal, swerved through 
transmutations, not this atomic agaric of hinged limits. Having 
brought the grief into this wonder, which is a kind of music or 
seed of doubt. So, when the sleepless death detaches the wings 
from the weary sulcus, that which carries the hearts of men by 
the clamorous dread of wings, flying thus through threads of 
feverish hands, doubt at the end of a received song, in the form 
of wings. But the mirror sleeps in infinite depths, reflected by a 
verbal flowering of sounds. To sail like doors, sufficiently flame. 
Fire withers in the glutinous limits of the notes. Corrupt vessel 
of verse, breath of the hadal talons, then erasure, the difference 
between an idyll and tedious doubt, falsehood open to the 
storage of our sounds. Arrayed in reflected parts, partial wings 
glide into our oeuvre, culled from allure of allusion, dust not 
communication as doubt sees it, to seize the illusion by seeing 
the shadows sown. So making the will they trill a suffering knot. 
Nature a hymn inside the poet’s parting, breathes thorns 
through recklessly hearing, unconscious intelligence which it 


unlearns. Tobacco, or wheat, or will, themselves empowered to 
their musical sensation, caviar throbs to the fire whistle 
intoxicant which substitutes for the fact by becoming a 
centrifugal surface, wand hand eye aligned in pentecostal sap, as 
exposed so aurally expressed, have been the morbid indulgence 
before the fall was a spurious note, into the heap unpunished but 
burnished with oration bulbs the spirit of times not first to pylon 
cones into the ziggurat, as an urge is not its counterfeit, so a 
poet may drink in a sling of hail the wine out of its vein, vine by 
the inch in words like this into the open air, these vatic forms 
announce a new sense of worlds, their formal themes brought to 
a stop. I will never gland the algebra felt in every immovable 
hand, latten or lament, defines a sense of the solid whim — we 
have no architect capable of singing this anatomy — carnations 
read in the introit, intromittent incantation incarcerated in our 
souls, variable poems that the palate grows greenery to gorge a 
tree, chapel of the mouth, flower which is the pointless stamen 
of the verse, universal quintessence comparable to this slough, 
carried through this calculus to the tethered will, jury of a 
thousand mirrors, liquid to solid to gas to plasm and back to the 
quintessence, comparable to this carrion love, thought this 
calcium to weather the will of carbon, nave of the bone which is 
also the pitch of guts. Liberty excommunicates the truth to treat 
the ear, like a dream of will delivers the sill of blood, thematic 
dilation in our bed, the snood of the door the storm of its 
entrance, alters life and love in altar’s hand, a kiss of the verb 
though near to the lust of thought, when you are farthest from 
the open ebony of the prison, whether form as yielded to us or 
against a new screed of quivers, to impart the love of thought is 
to nurture the breath of imagination enduring in the sentence, in 
mortality, nature there weakened with imaginative word. Our 
gains are the errors of death. Currently at last human, in and 
before him, the gulch in which the wrist of the eye rests gasps, 
gap or grapes or rapine human list, the laurel wiggles at the 
crowning of the witch, cloning nearer the visions of these 
versions, crone seamed in the hand when grains of theta fat, eye 
light onan or poetics of the seer, to whom he appeared in ruses 
or curses, the crux of society our companions, arrests the doom 
and antic furies weathered through the hand, pragmantic, 


progmantic, frogmantic, dogmantic, cogmantic, seamantic, 
antics of the sea or seams, romantic, roam the mantic what, 
atlantic, atlantis, phlegmantic, leg of the mantis, antic coitus of 
the mantis, automantic mantra, antic enough for mantic action, 
allure of those in fear appealing only in a mention, hand what, 
astral gore, thyroid propriety, properly a thievery of the cistern 
clearing in a poem, in our dread it will not doubt its 
combinations, I aid myself to charm the moral witness as it’s 
born, but when we seep the even widths too literal in the hand, 
dread must sound from the use remiss, or cleaner knots to see 
them combed between the commas, the fully epic thought to 
express the starfish hand, certain conditions grave within the 
human figure, others in such a reach of hands as see a gate 
through herds of data, seen in seas to seize the shine, as wine in 
our own allure of witch and nothing. In turn to arise becomes the 
tempt to reckon. Arch of the ark. To compose a stock of air for 
once. Not an enacted scent. Hand theater, hand raphe, limits of 
the stream. Read to die in gestures. The conditions known in the 
music of the hand. Graceless customs of the muse. Chimes an 
unreal buffer. Tribes dilating a lasso of God’s will. Mantle 
mentation and hand silence. Anther shales dot the close. Hidden 
within the censor as an exchange. Ships egress and thirst. All 
men are argent corn, yet they contain symbols of the woven 
wills, are ensembles enacted within the edge of thought. Em thill 
a provenance of tone and excess, hand them the independence 
of thought as aesthetics, lynx caesura the foment and procession 
into the world, nearer to the sedge of lungs than through the 
imperfect and precarious force of partial thought, within his eyes 
the eschew of his speech, the animal echoes through the 
sufferings of his symbols her ramous buffer there an edge of uses 
formant slips in true science as inhalation, along the hem of the 
hand as signature renown within the deep rete of the nouns, 
corn in every word, corm and born. Morphic aegis of the stars 
fosters this decay in serial and finite corban, nibbles herself worn 
from the gown to nipple being present, next day the nuance of 
the nouns is tied in secular knots, had no access to the accident 
as a man, at the risk of losing the heat thawed in the new self the 
ritual individual is exposed to the fire and fear of thought. She 
sleeps a fearless ache, wandering accidents. They came in the 


parenthetical cadence of witness to multiply the human sorceries 
in the soul. The soils are pursued as the numbers of doubt, 
greater winged as hands and having rot, beautiful wind winged 
ice into the cult. The gender of the thing is revenge. Garish aims 
gestation, which silence to write down by the width of an ear, 
therein the legs of the poem are arranged along the ways of 
thought, doubt no less than pliant dilation resembling the ichor 
of the birds. Grown in ode without reaped mirrors, are executed 
in modulated rubble, these detentions of natural fire by what is 
the cadence of seeing, which here and what the hand of things is 
silent and enough of forms, aspire there in the words of their 
own naming, ontic the aura of otic, in and which banal but 
quickly mantic, blessed with the curse of the hand. A frontal 
wood alchemy, aviary of the hand, extraordinary conveyance of 
converse eyes while travelling in the animal, intuition a 
mechanical suspension of the intellect, furies of the central 
doubt speak free into the hinges of the body. I cohere in a 
professional excess, actors erasure and insular reprimand, as if 
the word is an emancipation of silence, the world a poem and 
ontic detriment, to cohere by a trick cornered in the creator. 
Sublime vision in the substrates of the body, insensate thanatos 
antics, body but the lyrical soma of the wheat. He who is silent 
mist must drink the wine in wind. God but the nuptial sounds of 
nouns and hands. Pillars into the openness an excise, hanse gala 
poetic hank, galax milk, a nest of graves in the gothic alloys of 
the world, not that it does no charm to the allotropes, but that it 
is a bracketed space tubulin, flower of the wind, no platonic ire 
to be a bouquet or cleanse of freedom, artists that love to know 
the somatic things of the soul, that these are endemic to the 
current of experience, in generic maenad time affirmed to be a 
heavenly inward hand, as if the root of whiteness is in the 
undulations, raise the call of gender to the edge of mountain 
witch catharsis, as if twined in the apocalypse certificate we 
haunt to ecesis as a new witness of the tragedy into liberty, our 
emotions a corrugated edge of natural growth, to enter and 
disappear into the atrial colors of diameter, less tastes than lasts 
we word into our opulence, pride of liberation bled in moss and 
hand, lost in the flames of the cottage door on the brink of 
accessible water bliss, lots’ diametrical aperitif, as if you become 


this at rest when you heaven that which is also the athanor honed 
in answers’ sounds therefore behavior, the crest of the Hindu 
adits hand and power hung in gland, heed and scope of books in 
imaginary technique, seethes the finery of the verse, flower of its 
own inoculation, into the munitions of a few to flow by land and 
hand. We hall both bees to what, tall religions at work in solid 
apse, where language stands to gauge the eminent donut known 
though firmly formed in words as everything in which the figs 
become affirmed as truth, sounds of the torus a noise of conical 
thumping, hymen in one sense dragons and secretly smeared in 
mental groin array, then complex thought to window switch 
through love of that and masks, the same round shelves handle in 
their eyes, certain principles overtly together appear as dead 
holography, a lichen of the inquisitive mind, in the pasture 
otherwise to stand as cogs or upright dogs and bear the pyric 
vermin as witness in the hand. Boasts the flowering hand in 
roasts of pus illuminated agility transplant the western miracle in 
a poetry of the imagination, pyrexic pollen and sound that 
excellent work amok, neither then in chime of poets nor in ease 
of arguments, poets among thin nerves our difficulties to array, 
at home in the banal criticism of the hand, angry charge my 
erratic work forked along these paths through few men 
eventually unless to roam the circles of its composition, the 
name of desire an instant gallantry, not themselves dwelling in 
ceramic resumé, but the ears to touch the wonder of a voice, 
whatever he says within the flame, stars by night to show the 
piracy, by the virtue of the severance to swerve the veridical 
twitch, electrical mist not dust of hiss in meaning’s coil, possible 
combustible sound as into a noetic lip like liquor born worm in 
the atmosphere of our fireplace, risk through sauce to shave the 
pair in forks, except that the shattered thought groves through 
the opening, in grooves no longer poetry but reverberant of the 
world, allay of anger at all times coiled and lit in lakes of gall, 
from tunneled worlds to screed aborted joy, no jovian sex this 
life of hex and hand in grief along the thigh to rife a formal knee, 
open salt of the lying mouth, in cape to toil the sounds 
apprentice knell. 


Danced thought is named the hyphenated dread, inhabited 
symbol and sound of death, alluvium enduring infatuation, teal 
thallus drabbled by emotional governance, option which pulps 
the sound as a percept in the eye. Entity, entirety, of the 
thunder, glass of the open eyes. The poet returns the iris to the 
hand as prayer in shards. One step from iritis, ironic boundary of 
perception, irenic and inguinal. Creature flowing from the 
vagina as a fact of life. Silence of the hands, one of the facts of 
things, growth through health to love, mantic silence of the 
nearer facts. The form of heat in the ministry of the thighs. 
Through the metanarrative into the meat of thunder, curt helix 
to repair the math of poems, snakes doppler bone in cortex 
drone, insures the marrow of the nerves a culch of cold 
observance. Not subject to the shape of masks, triumphant 
mirror of the skeptic, cogito ergo sum, cast into doubt the 
instrument of consciousness transparent to itself,embodied in 
situated self, autonomous problematics of overdetermination, 
calls into question the connected fates of structure and cultural 
force, poststructuralist contemporary semiotic writings which 
refer to the representations themselves, tied to the difficult 
transparency of the unconscious, decentering the opaque 
degrees of a conscious divide. Singer runes the form of a helium 
arch, the individual ripeness of excess ordered to song. Exposed 
to touch in the pernicious offal spring. Tactile doubt of whiffle 
gift, irrecoverable portal of the poet’s lament. Urim in grown far 
edges are last notations mapped to drown in aviary, banal name 
and piecemeal in the hand, neither by dream, nor by Thummim, 
nor by prophets, the meaning of the plural objects, sacred lots 
according to the texts, the form of dice and small square 
functions of further matters, pebbles the meaning with divine 
thought, sticks to give an oracle as simple procedure, stones’ 
methods and contexts mentioned where the parallel texts 
combine to sound the soul in mountain riddle, stench of the 
precambrian inquiry in anima and toes. Distend endeavors 
through them to the hand as faith. Thought that withers within 
the sonnets of the shoulders. Shell or tallis offering, pairing of 
the repasts, burnt pestilence in rouge doubts, bets a somatic 
harvest grown in the mane of adverbs, so many truths that music 
dissipates in the inevitable trespass. Itself a sort of high 


reflection of whitened being, the albedo of things through the 
path of thoughts. Pathos of ascendency a version of true night. 
Divine vibrato of being that queries intellection. Fumes of 
sanctity fault exhilaration. Burn to add this ovarian hiss the ends 
of dancing air. Theater of fevers or science of inner quasars. Ice 
ravishment senses auxiliary in the kiss. The body of the passage, 
body of residual relations, such as we bet in musical love, sound 
the life of plants, the true nectar of the trill. It was an example of 
bass formed in queasy placement. Annexed by the slippery edge 
in dissipation. Forsaken love in natural presence. A token gift of 
wine. Between the chasm and the narcotic we live the limits of 
the said. To tilt the epic urge into the mental poem. Love of 
caves or coreopsis fables, oracles singing the hemp of gods, 
another word woven in the divine church of masks, this makes 
the songs which halve their truths throttled by definition, 
contained in the figure of the joyful point. Print sermon which 
held the gold of these opinions, optional home of the dust, 
which tells us the temperature through the incantations of the 
hand, animal celsius burns at manger squirm, his head nervously 
hosed upward into the hoariness of the wind. Proclamation 
reduced in his poem to a kindred condition of fire. Hand soon 
insanity tapetum, roof arched over the hemispheres, tapestry of 
the callous body, wand temporal, memory lodged in the equine 
campus, seize monster dolphin enkephalin, tape to tumble in the 
divagation, the music of the nucleus in our hands, carpal 
rascette, carpel pistol, wrist risk hippogryph, horse of a different 
glyph, who slew the chimera with a phoneme and a bell, the 
forest horse, dark plumage and a fanlike tail, digitigrade easel, 
ezel, meaning an ass, one of several hoofed mammals of the 
genus Equus, developments such as these illustrate the 
playfulness present in language when its speakers use 
similarities perceived between two objects in order to name one 
of them, part of the Hippocrene oath, a fountain on Mount 
Helicon, Greece, sacred to the Muses and regarded as a source 
of poetic inspiration, Latin Hippocrene, from Greek 
Hippokrene, hippos, horse, from the myth that Pegasus’ hoof 
created it, a monster having the wings, claws, and head of a 
griffin and the body and hindquarters of a horse, hippogriff, 
horse made of a glyph inside a grid, horse of a different odor, 


rhinencephalon, located in the cerebrum, controls and 
integrates motor, sensory, and higher mental functions, such as 
thought, reason, emotion, and memory, anamnesis by engram 
decussation, chiasmus singularity, from the singularity to the 
polarity to the trinity to the quaternity, by geometric thigmotaxis 
nonlinear evolution, discontinuous flow of emergence, point to 
pair to triangle to square, to study when sap and poems 
emergent in systemic upheaval, sound of the quincunx a silent 
imprisonment, enclosed by the arachnoid web, large figures 
emerge from the region of drunkenness in our optical sophistry, 
we who should word in blindness a kiln of dew, feet of the 
manger’s ontic treason dying, the insipid wonders full of a 
modern what, even you as a verb are near to the prison of the 
poets, the inverse of ardor in books arranged as locks, our 
mental allotments chained to the ear, greater depths of 
departmental bottoms therefore fallen before their truths, in the 
decade of the rain a hydrocephalic component everts the will, 
evaginates the vallecula, tastes like a carom of corollary 
corrosions. Symbols sand Essene seams to shovel. Too star if the 
organ of lamps in a recent agon. Into thought so stood as 
uniform poem, naturally plays the events of an amoral nature. 
Armed in the hair of his hidden angels. Gnashing an afferent fire, 
disputant appearance like the apple of another, spilled into their 
calculus and repelled the shutters. Agon in him, what error, 
namely time, to resurrect themselves in a finer intelligence, the 
verbal return of poems in distant sound, instant time to wonder 
the oxen fish, fire of flax and Indian gourds ground to a band of 
rouge, rose piyut as yet unsung, dazzles in the yellowed atrophy 
of the eyes. I have not found the stamen by which I seethe this 
reading, queries of English poems in the nave of fevers, poet we 
vault in quilted tunes too literal and enough. For a notional 
longing emitted in his art, discerning the return to creatine 
transience, eternal thought or a lifetime of quivering sculpture, 
for all to partake in the one fully as abundant sound. Occiput 
raptorial trembling before the socratic love of poetry, exciting to 
be the dread of desire. He has a quiver in which the verbs annul 
the privileged limits, praxis of the whole river as it flows into the 
exponent no longer exhausted through his hours, the mirror of 
the new world a combustible doubt, as roaming the circular 


atrium through the entrance doubts the units of the word 
mirrored in the finery of carrion creation. This eye is conferred 
in the housel of the sword, blade of salt in snow leaves angled 
along the meant. Shallow channels coursed from the hours are 
counted dry by growth in emeralds, a duplex sand to see the 
others’ silence, slant of the worldly auctions also unctions, 
afforded to the scaffold lapse. Hand absorbs the slough. Wand of 
air through which it maneuvers the symbols of our birth, things 
arranged in cymbals beneath the hand, not to know the 
intellectual darkness of perception, aquiline and ornate object, 
heel the stability of the symbol, Achilles then the earth so born in 
sequential theories of the night, inception a stampede of 
perceptions, he stands as metamorphosis in the form of every 
other form, hand which church expressed through thought and 
fire of nature. All this gestation cornered into the soul, birth of 
the new in a chordal light, ectomy of economical chemistry, 
these facts splayed in the meadow of shadows beneath the brain. 
Why avatars then for forethought instead of gods. Pronoia the 
poet issues in singing the silence of the things. Thinks to 
sojourn in essence and thereby to rejoice, rejoined to the 
poetical processes of history. For thought was at first the purer 
moment of the eschaton. A reliant picture of the etymon. Pliant 
as reliable incontinent consonants, so language absconds with a 
secondary ruse, doubt the neoteny of the poet, nearer to it than 
thought, second only to the cadence, what we cannot leave or 
change we will arrange. 


By using time to house the evasion, through production to 
apprehension, or tuned in my young chill to strands of 
indirection, thrills we confect in the dilated cache. The 
directness of the imprecations before the dilations of doubt. The 
doubt of the relic is the tranquility of the bauble. The form of the 
viaduct as it is said, tract of etymology also resigned to dimness 
of expression, where the nerves take winds through the retina to 
tease the universal tethers of the mind, thorns of the corms the 
somatic daimonion of the poems. Apology of possession as an 
energy of nature, thinks through the banal man to hear the 


asking, at all tides of the night to roll a dice of life into and 
through the words arranged as poems, what some will want to 
know as the use of intellect written in the celestial pall of ordered 
service, doubt as if with the intelligent necklace of the traveller, 
so must we form the world in ambages of openness, things 
visible in the hand to shard the love of words. 


Merely amino devils within the habitual weeks we fill with errors 
of the dolls, formal burn of the face in colloidal silence, the 
wafers of habit livid with common intuitions, the gift of thought 
an agon, helpless shallows of the hand, hearts quiet with serif 
grass, in the fire of unborn witness and the silken armor of our 
poetry to stimulate the nudity of thought through fault to find no 
reason for the excess which it extricates, metamorphosis of the 
anaphor into a crenelated exertion of design. We seem to fern 
the doubt in happenstance, flicks the hand in turn as night it 
brightly thaws, in the apertures of the pillars to fall from born to 
soporific, to sleep the masque of fire in immortal plinths. Grapes 
in wind as knotted dyes the gods desecrate as orders of those 
fears. Hands they malign as service to the firm, wind we arrange 
in song, the bliss of any valence an extraordinary zero. To the 
degree that this is one as only stands on paper. All the mesmeric 
criticism, ebullient corn in its oaken order, arranged in an ebony 
of angel ash. 


Will to wreathe the ejaculated imagination in token care. Doubt 
stops at the dismay of a restive renewal, arrested in the festival of 
renewal, a slippage through song to simmer doubt. Slips thought 
through page to tilt the mystic thumb, numb through opposable 
senses to form a genre of impulsional flux. As ferries a sere age 
for angel honey, berries honed in the referential hand, in 
increments and innerness to happen upon the stance. Hand 
comes to comets to stand for thought in conifers, conference of 
the breaths in hissing bulbs, coiled in myriad significance as 
morbid sone. Song of the signifiers, ontic said as otic heard, into 


the ear emitted as steadily outward thought. Of us to use the 
ruse of thought, though through these thoughts to time the rite 
of love. 


Themselves applied to eyes. Apples lied the Brahmin gift. At 
man any poct held in harmony width. Considerably sidereal in 
wavering love, with harmonica, armed with offset poems of 
nature. Whom I have deconstructed sufficiently to produce an 
abundant bravery of our own. As such. Weakened yields the 
natural religion. Dared to yearn the universal whisper. Bonus in 
the eye, bolus in the whitened barbarism, same middle aged 
gods the abacus methodically rests. Method as metaphor for the 
rest of the temple. Rolling our own silences. Desire heats the 
apprised with a moral wrist, simple twist of lemon in bitter fate, 
so that we must go forth coiled within the gems, the poem a 
sibling which we play, to say nothing of everything which is 
yours and night. In that it is as straight as a poem can hear. The 
library of the portal, ichor of the heart, where power exists in the 
thesis of the hat, what drops from the accident is a hinge of 
nature. The logos of the heart in the open threads of the hand. 
Words persist. The logos of the said in the drumbeat of the 
blood, striven in the hand, apparitions of the acquired 
enunciations. Tool of a floral hand, poem in which the palm is 
best known as arrested love, why the iridescent friends insist on 
impressions of the hand, nous recluse, but not a nerve of the 
whole divagation, navigating through the witness of your own 
salts, no fault of the feverish snow met in words or night, or sown 
wherever the adjective deals its lonesome awe, love though 
openly thought to find a closed connection. 


Moon sails the hand with a mental bridle. Gird the horses of 
thought with a whiff of this science. Namely making the marker 
after their equine others. Therein nought of the boundary. Each 
word a theoretical archive of the muses. Thought vulnerable 
because formal. Once upon a brilliance, one of the collated 


hands held to a simulacrum of the heart. Saw in their sieve an 
otic origin. But eyes one step nightly is neither alert nor art, 
leapt doubt out of a tree in startled motion, stops and does a 
nightly dust, aboard thought in taught primers of the end. 
Namely ascendent nouns I knew in igneous youth. When I was 
unable to tether a wonderful indirection to this habit, I thought 
the referent doubt of marble correct as such, but the poems 
which agitated thoughts into totally new rags of themselves 
inherited the essence of their organic intransigence, the form of 
which stands for its own death. The sound of an energy gives off 
a new energy. Born quiescent into the native individual by 
unlocking the window of ethereal time, up to its own thoughts in 
the law of doubt, animals thought in the hand whenever he 
speaks a width of silence. With intuitions leased from the 
celestial room, it is clearly to notice themselves by amorphous 
nectar, his horse unable to find these thoughts on the new road 
through the sect, passage through the psychosis of the hand is a 
possible reason why. Poetry is nothing but the width of its alloys. 
As with all manners of gloom, the complaint is antithetical to the 
moon. So the poets should not complain that the remiss is 
inspiration, hiss or kiss suffices to quell the knoll of dread, a 
kindred stone ontic as burin hunger in the hand. The cost of 
excess is the wilt of freedom. Mouth shaped like a spine of 
wooden imagination. The metanarrative suspends our love of 
symbols, reborn for all meridian parlance in the rubble of the 
hand. 


The office of the burin when jaundice savors the anvil. And then, 
when the stately fruit melons through a cheerful hint of habit, 
the coat of the eschaton carious in its poem, a liberty of rust 
tithes money free from the aesthetics of moral hair, thus much 
suborn later thinking nothing of parental extension, heeds to 
conduct a creed of thoughts through its lapis doubt. Let me read 
the hilum of his eyes and criticize this song. The paratactic 
caesura shell, singing its own cosmogony, arrives in the world 
with the agility of a previous inability, neither nights nor nets to 
curse its recursive doubts, the exponential poetics of thought 


and such ,was a true fall into symbols and is a gland of greed, the 
onus of his house an accident of reduplicated mornings. 
Brahman robs the thieves. One shoulder against the previous 
reader, another to please the gardener. The form of a craving is 
the singularity of its signified. To translate a stylistic doubt, one 
must be beyond the tedious umbra of the doubt, inside the head, 
insidious as a brain. 


Moon to all emergent questions, hand as found in insight 
expunges it as consequential, blind pall drawn as fire against the 
singing vest. The burin forms the poem in a stainless orality, 
dare we say a silence, chalice lit with the time of adjacent day. 
The new renews in praise that which is hidden in the is as other, 
or into tyrannical normalcy blind with what was seen, saw the 
carnival of the given in the middle of this cautious caper, but the 
hand of the people is a gift of foudroyant dance, thresh arista 
away from our logistics, logos in the hour of the logarithm, 
quelled hears yearn of urns in urge of knells, nocturnal and 
unborn in the music of the meat, flies before the moist fire of the 
thigh like a somatic wound in heat. That which we say is not this. 
That knees would fail bled into this, imminent rabble of 
creativity, the importance of the ruby now that this is said, hands 
by what tenets sleep in notice these throbbing tents assembly, to 
ask the logos or batter the oral poet, there caulked in rooted 
stands, stalks this thought through each activity described, 
wholly vacant or partially magus in another kingdom, tract 
aneurysm to lecithin content, so shadows in the pores any 
corporeal tomography, chance which opens a new plane into 
rods nods off. No will loment in open hems detached, content of 
which has come to inhabit it in a poem, hitch not each nor 
earless, viviparous orgone of the soul, dues to fix in theme the 
beauty of their roam, orphan gems but latched to moments of 
their own, swallowed by which poem as the battle cry of ease, fall 
plural into the gulf which they lever to transcend. Adjacent joy, 
flume of bliss, mist flames passage near and sheathed in thought, 
salt breathes width as tendency to eat the names of time, a holy 
ideal in the filigree of the hand. A copper rain salts thought, 


copious harbinger and nascent bath, the river thighs her only 
airs through chirr, loud when rivers the day and nights unsung. 
By clouds to doubt the boundaries as danger for the hand. Not to 
be able to stand the fortuity of the theme. Opera open in the 
buoyant eye, suppers the sea elixir in exile sounds, rafters them 
when abject, depraving the mind of doubt in a natural cleft of 
hours, sound secedes from sea in showers of this soma, sulcus 
temple a summer with insight simmers a template trembling in 
coordinate hiatus, asymmetry of the hand in which we 
participate as doubt, which explicit born is an atrophy, verbal 
thief of intelligence as its trophy, by finer circuits of thought to 
thyme the others into speech, speak her tones in groves lament, 
is the transitive condition of being singing himself, accompanied 
by the wealth and eve of doubt. Opium is the surplus of animal 
aspirations, as they carve a vespers into the sculptured hand, 
danger of love in italics or coarse with the orders of fiction, by 
which fire of theory is thought for a man as fact. To elope the 
custody of the word as an individual in love. Threat of a number 
of tainted poets. Freedom arranged as an orifice of freedom. 
Often they want begets between advantages to greet the calm. 
Poetry an opiate order ordained in a cleavage of the soul. By 
which we opine numerously the musical hand of fury. Blooms in 
the rust of their descent. To become the doubt of us in tropes of 
various liberation. Apotheosis of the sun in the segue of the 
words. Once under how much less which also as when are. 
Which things flowing like the whiteness of a poem. Flowers in 
the fountain crest, dowse as well as vouch, charm of the middle 
theory its certain indecision. The world as if affirmed in an 
argument of animals. Reasons form a knot. The hilum writes the 
urim. Decree of the igneous mantra, speaks occluded poems 
from the history of the top. Folds age in doubt. When channeled 
as meaning in context between two thoughts. The pessimism of 
mesmerized combinations, routine excess in conventional 
convictions, like a ball implicitly how to mean the salvage of this 
power, nations tinted from the lamentable tapestries of our 
notions, dance while a whiteness atrophies our religion through 
the reasonable body, door the shepherd of wood adrift, a width 
within the state of piths, miserably recreational ammunition 
remote from work, hewn thought at a solo remove from love, the 


poem then in and as a night of action he unlocked anticipation is 
departure at first, as if thought comes from the intellect to 
transcend its thesis and its praxis, as if this is the virtue of the 
vulnerable eye. Crescent village silenced by hierarchical 
barking, the mark of an open excess in the mentations of its 
song, vapor of nature in which all things continue as osmosis, 
myopic impulses of love within the wholesome night when held 
blossoms appeared like the violence of the voice opening 
outside the unlovely light, doubt towards each cornice of shining 
heaven showering sounds, where the concept of this perception 
if awe and terror is an aspect of the pellucid highlights through 
their converse wholes, wherein attached to the secrecy of 
appearance the finer attributes of the bridge recover immutably 
by chance their swell in tolls of thought, demurs throes of nectar 
arraigned in broth of therm and wrath, sex as a staple of our 
geographical dares, wrapped in raphes of metrical ardor if the 
thigh of a counted music relives the fictive centigrades of the 
poet, through thought then to the ideal of thought, poem or 
muscle the former knot wise as wide enough, a poet 
concentrated in the crevices of our wealth, self painted in the 
form of ears onto the orations of the hand, an eerily symmetrical 
theory of foul laughter and scrupulous tinctures, sculpted into 
the assay an array of fountain kneels, a new hearing among the 
issued heats. The dream empowers descending, dew ascending 
allure our conductor creeps or gules before him asp in genius 
ebony, tribes of poetry born to people the forms of imagination, 
tremulously limned in notes to resemble the rich sounds of the 
image, by eventuality to renew through synaptic knobs and 
wattles the equal thoughts of doubt by oral thinking, salt neither 
knot nor halt of our kinetic opinions, options the universal tolls 
held in kindred plants and towns, to ornate the manifesto 
anthropic as if it speaks for thought, ill courtesy a resounding 
assemblage of doubts, staunch knots before the full history of 
renditions. Researches, certain persuasions of sounds, haploid, 
as if an inclination towards feathers, thinner than air like 
pictures of a fairy catarrh, cultivation discerned to produce a 
spot of their as love, tart mittens meant judgmental, a love of 
flavors for show, tissue of the task as it lies in the doubt of our 
perceptions, lies no doctrine of death as fire is then putrescent, a 


poetic fear of the mantra, dead as love, reverential into its aspect 
and clamor as doubt, a pleated compliance is the common stealth 
of the mantra, to speak the unruly wealth of the fear, beauty 
which is also the ash of the soul holding her shadows in a 
temporary truth, dance of the hands in a politics of the secret. 
The mantra is a weed tombed in whole or minor mirrors, mute 
flume of the knot as nerve, there is no mantra except the sun ina 
plan of stars, whim or a peculiar excess of the origins of the 
hymn, leg morphed held in duty’s effect, to stake the artist to a 
mulch of stars and grist, to sullen him yet in doubt, by force to 
arrive inside the darkness gaps, eye of the empirical entrance, 
materialism of the nerves, upon first merit overlooking the spent 
fact of the world through death by those whose prayers baton the 
dreamer, as in a mnemonic agon to await the heraldic order 
blazoned on the song he writes for others, through hand by the 
servile ash to assist the whole, whenever we are the doubt of this 
region wherein the attempt to write is averse to the unity of the 
poem, we write the memory as it meanders faithfully through the 
ore, rings of mentation as it is, once done or in order to be 
known, to divine the energy inside words, openly doctor the 
known present, love to behold the crescent open in the hand. 
Quests and adorns are equal in the thought of doubt prior to its 
role as new experience, the fall again into will a will to be, a new 
age always waiting for its morning once removed from what one 
tastes as the nearness of meat, wind known as weather swells in 
weather thought, nothing but all of that and how sadly we 
compromised, sat before the stars in a night perfumed with ore, 
the arch of lutes shouldered as breath heard in the hand, on this 
verbal day the wonderful ash of the spirit animated with a song of 
glands, allure of the I half-spent in fire auroras, in the advent of 
the cistern we know as lambent thought our will breathes snow 
as a Style of accursed lace, the value of these frolics muddled in 
the hand. Then leaps foaming into that heat, slow veins in the 
hand a kiss of fowl or rebus thew, doubt that the mantra nooks a 
leadened hall in the girth of genre I would breathe as hope, but 
bled the poet’s name by byzantine lyre to rend the beauty 
bountiful beneath the vale enough. Kiss of the verbal image 
sings adits of suborn, the whole class of expressions a form of fall 
answered in the scorn of life, beauty which masks the beautiful 


with the body chiming in, brute remains of nets in the fevers of 
the hand. Hover over the proven ardor, if youth of these wherein 
excess, the span of logos resides in bones of poets, but also to 
express their exile in the love of words, finer values in hiding 
than when you talk of aimless worship, bonded in nature by the 
notated limits, in imitation of themselves in earnest agon. No 
beauty ascribed to seep the supernatural end, but paraphrase the 
sincerity of their knives in men of tenets stand, then the power of 
the night as piety of the obscene, circumspect offensive the 
meaning of the list, aboard the smallest opening barely excited 
to stand unaccustomed in speech and rail the newer facts. By 
actions to sever us from afar we use the welcome poses not to 
need a poem. Every new conformity is a surplus of the world. 
Myth of the logos as a nearness to the exuberances of God. 
Songs of natural hand violations, easily an altar of the verbal 
sleep. Ornate adjustment of the latter redeems the credence of 
the urge, poems of the ladder and its impedance, as if it yearns to 
think itself a ship or fire again into the content written as poems 
or poets, from the ice no doubt but as much a heuristic 
exploration of its double as an impediment of empirical or 
ephemeral hollows. The masters bartered love as sound in 
borrowed normalcy as an aspect of the fire, but sound is tuned 
soil hidden in the creatured tooth, or wand which compels the 
pierced sun in wombs embodiment whole, who sees the scale of 
hope from within the nerve of being, that which is thought in 
poetical weather, the spirit and the door, love and its equal 
reach, each counted or encountered in fire of others secret 
latency, in here, in this knot of pain, not made as God of a 
universe but formed in weakness, nodes of beauty sweat skill in 
adulation of the hand, mind the bubble tubulin in rhythms of the 
blood, world not sufficiently ash as tuned knot only an urge and 
plainly sound, doubt of the lowering up from high belts of the 
candles, cradled in the ladder of doubt but adorned with ashen 
standing, shrill varied tints of airs mentations loves argument in 
an art, that which makes the spirit of delay ironic and in earnest, 
heaven a stir of work, that the fevers of the truth are a moist and 
musical love, often the soul through held gems enough of joy in 
what a rational hand I sow in a crease of clouds now deemed 
transparent below the rent redemptions of my urge in nature, to 


transplant the seamless doubts which I am doing as a sound 
between the woman and the known, stains on the thesis of the 
hand, an open animal now but bled of the whole man I wearily 
stand therein where privy to radiant fever the ice of heavenly 
throb is sifted in clear nerves of the grave, the configured sense 
of being a ration of intellectual nature nurtured by moving 
through a state of elevation, gate of the poem extolled from the 
lower wells, motto of the witness in the growth of the emblems, 
somatic mother in old rags moist with earth and poetry, we are 
singing the hands they wear by a gratitude of emblems, there is 
no love in the randy stare of nature, blood as a symbol of clarity, 
the plan excluded from its politics. A poetry openly dirt yet 
knotted with fallen airs, a cleft geometry within the hand, within 
our central intentions you surprise the spiritual fact, fact that no 
mountain is a sphere of words, in this complacent thought the 
hems are severed, doubts that he ever saw such a place for the 
finds of chance, a verbal dread the commerce of sound within a 
noun, in the end the threat of the empty and. 


No less actual than they are. Less is than born in luxurious 
death, essential depths of theological meanings, refer to a 
complexity even the poems are unnerving. Strewn to stand in 
experience, creased experiential tenor of the sense, less fact 
than orphan gorged on tantric notes, not at pains to tube the 
children as transmuted. Tines and thistle time. Natal diction 
draws us full. Love of a sufficient suddenness, archive of the 
quick. The poet is without impediment in verses the word has 
sown. In virtue coin and curve of that at one time secrecy of the 
system intact. More nerves lather the known, fear of form, love 
of truth, wreath of air and creed of knots, surrounded by the 
power of thought. Presents the world in beautiful air, bountiful, 
creation of the dance, tribes hiss the causal sounds, poem as an 
industry of power smoldering in its converse. A man of systemic 
works, ravaged by delicate weakness and coupled weathers, his 
aloofness wavers the heat elopes, not stars running the urge of 
globe with mottled lines as sickness, but a southern turn of 
worms through the fiery rails of the hand, thought our poetry the 


quandary of thought. Integuments of thought, in that like a tree. 
Port of talent behind the latent music, in good hives the thetic 
quince, his newest toe the fittest of the time. At birth the mantra 
never emits a brother without its own. Doubt as an inspiration 
above the slough of thought. They silence the hands renovated 
by complacent sounds. Know what. These men are the forms of 
fools in which I became as born in the holy crevice of my wings, 
doubt forsaken in a critical guild of verbs. The world quivers into 
a variety of soul, where the diction of our scorn is the birth of 
thought within the hand, an orally threatened aspiration of that 
being, transfixed by aural perceptions of intelligent sounds, just 
the width of an oral physics. Our arteries compute the 
processional of a thecal witch. Poem in a ship, lipstick on the 
palm, the notional elan of an eagle or the how! of cows, at the 
end of the days or dusts in the heat of poetical language, why use 
this recovered whimsy thought thinned from the whole sense, 
nature in use is its affirmation, a vocabulary of sounds in its 
images, in that the scarcity of the poems ceases to assign the love 
of works to a spinet of these seams, therefore the spider is sown 
within her vital circles, besides mechanical involutions severed 
by surprise and fright, the supreme particulars of the nerve curve 
love through the silence of time, wider than the span of thought, 
it is not the dew that we night as the poetical act, but the wharf 
toes of engendered ampere anise, sands for a verb as though 
grieved in the life of thought. About but then, organ much finer 
than never so, in regard to belief in any eye both thought and 
volition, fire the spiritual night extract, but they police the 
evidence of the hands engendered in a manner of licit violence, 
from their oval worlds neither crepuscular nor quadruple, core 
of the sensual verbiage, sweet dental poetry for which we are the 
form, bred in the torch bearing the name of translated divinity 
into the yeast and doubt of fallen snow, this river of beautiful 
ordeals notwithstanding, our apples or our purse as though to 
reach the knives in speech, representative translations of the 
matrices of the hand into an imparted glee of children, 
theologically effaced in eventual iterations, hearing the call 
instinctively before the loom of beauty, advent this early so that 
we can carry the thread through the lambent ash, stammer to 
report the name born in the center, a form of ice beginning as a 


beacon of beauty in the crevice, in which the desperate theme of 
necessity is opened as antithetical poetical talents, latent talons 
or laments, back to the lambent table for the limps of language, 
links in the tale to hypertext, crinkled texts, textual blinks, 
chinks in the slippery surface, oral floret, I took part in this bog 
of music as a writer of lyrics until a question arose which 
undermined the whimper of the language, marginal nerves 
obliged to conceptualize the eternal man in a sforzando under 
the hemal climates of the plan, hand on high a garden of stealth 
and modes, meat of the wells bred in woven terraces, if we heal 
the conventional light, if the children of the night prime the 
verses with their masks, center of the pilgrimage still passionate 
and alive. 


Navy under stars, emery germs, time of the tonemes, taste not of 
the ruptured sculptures, quire of leather acts sewn in lexia as 
usual, their cherry orchids knowledge or ocher fins, some light 
in the amusements of a neural beauty, neuron housed by 
tapetum, there to lose the soul into our bodies. Cranial 
secretions, love of the nervate ruses, arcuate, formed in the 
partial poetics of a mental doubt, because the corners of love are 
tooled in the nerve of silence, utters her before the poet is 
beheaded by his contemporaries, in turn to pursue his 
mentations and live in the din of avarice, forever painful 
sequence of expressions, in that we mend our published seams 
in corners not their own, a banal utility in orbit to render the 
somatic expressions or fever them to yield the neuron only us, to 
night the shoulder separate in what had befallen hate, give the 
potential cant of love within the activities of sound and thought, 
sural layers to sound the written hem, to imitate the soul in 
desirable tenets of the holistic dust primarily knotted in 
vulgarities of the token reckoning secondary to winter or as a 
fact of waste, hands washed in the irate tint of warbling thought, 
neural in a word, thus mist written in the musical cadences of 
becoming sounds the blood as form, modes of dust or rusted 
mist in kindred whorls of thought, weave of heat he answers in 
an open truth, the form he was before the ontic poem. Allure of 


its own hand the form of his toxic thought. As if he has a width of 
what within him. To dance the experience of each world always 
seems how much I whole the youth coiled in a rambling 
normalcy, not that he could tell a note of the sea from the hands 
of earth. To put it all together in silence as if it had thought. By 
rote of the rose to bleed the comforts. What was read in hymnal 
roads no written beams but that. Sparkling stillness of the 
portent wonder. Natural finery of the pores. Thought of some 
interest in that it might conceptualize the whole. Neither who 
nor what to ramble the hands of course. Into the clothes of the 
clouds stood the still sounds affirmed. To rise by novice fire into 
the amber proxy, a blue pallor like the arrows of water folded in 
that heaven. Born into my older grave, lost in father thaw. Thin 
her when she widths with new horizons. Has ensured a death 
affirming its higher brokenness. Excess of time as a second 
world. No value as old as the closure of our ears. To excel in 
eventual images of theory, glass as a symbol of the sand, the 
proper genius of all an equality of that perception. Into the good 
nightly as a theme of soul. Exactly the offering each sound adds. 
Monks standing themselves at the peak of the announcement. 
Phrase buried in the will. If the world forms in its history, then 
the night is a chronology or the arrival of an ardor. Love which 
has made it a history. In which I confide in entrance I shall 
mourn, opaque thought, nerves truth I see as the will to 
reconcile me to life, a tendency to ascend and disperse. Now I 
shape the will as a way of being discerned. Any day a birth of 
theory emerges from the real, love of such as that, never where it 
falls. Since everything is a ritual within the observable 
phenomenon. Sleep that we hear as a heresy of fable. Poem 
susceptible to the urges of all the others. Thought engenders a 
fascination which the dust does not. Is it night within her? Not 
that they thought of their choices as born in the hunted qualities, 
will as ornate as your haruspices, in that the here is commanded 
to be present. He loves the irony of the wood. Hand hinge. We 
can fly the supernal wings within our corpulent hips, detachment 
dried by schools of poetry within their syrup. Proven obscene 
connection of thought to its success, consciousness of excess 
circuitry below the symbols, anthropic threat so pungent it 
infarcts the chosen soul, canisters in which we carry the 


imaginative caveat. He was actually preparing to fold enough 
such to covet a knowledge of books. We are a few barnacles, a 
few symbols, of simplicity. It does what once was as defects and 
defies the evil in that. Mythology of night as a language of 
nature. The signifier emitted from within the life attaches our 
thinking to artificial things, disposes of poetry within the seams 
of thought. Childly wise. Birth in the joyful eyes of their wafered 
errors. Their private rays melt the horizon’s edge, their water a 
mantic privilege, sea forward farmed in facial seance, terraced 
rhythms despairing the unsung terrors, young empirical loves 
dead in the pictures of our sounds. But if you intuit the ether as 
their own selfish secret, stub of the hand as a log drips singing 
cold, then the form of the sound is exercised in the particulars of 
an excess, the doctrine that men seem to open silence as a form 
of love. We were put among the fumes of nature to heal the 
material doubts in a time of emblematic heat, sounds among the 
papered writs of wealth, genetic burn born in themes reception, 
nature enhanced by a theory of belief. Isolated among our later 
consolations. For all the art in love today to utter our other half 
as history. Necessity to be. Now not how. Doubt that the 
majority of night is a possession of love. They have advanced the 
sensual to a supernal stand. The way as near as obstruction. 
Does not shuffle the sufferings as a confession of nature’s will. 
Every man in conversation with his useless whole. 


LITOTES 

Soon may pulverize the dust in the sign of the verb. Realizes an 
animus far in understatement, watch mantic on the tenor 
spoken, terror of the unerring voice, over the sacred horizon the 
call eventually principle. Still watches for a truth until he whitens 
armed to be broken in the rivers which I live. The heaven of that. 
Will reconstructed by an animate title. No more a noise than a 
copy. By which they music none better than muscle into a 
science of the postponed. Sphincter teaching spirit as it moves 
within the moral coil. Fire in the body cloth. A fanciful grace 
aligns the body in a form as soul, we remind ourselves of the 
silent dot, but we stand before these holy lapses into appearance 
as a supposition of sound as physics, the chemistry of the 
referent, but these are graven and unsaid processes, devices of 
the splendor, intuitions within the utterance, a science always 
singing out of step with reason. Embers are not thoughts within 
their insights, emblems fled sequential to junket and to will, 
lymph in a mussel fog, carbine appliances, party to the leopards 
a cricket stitch calm in the eye or yellowing in the veins, exergue 
of blood tinged with vernal exterior thrones, viaducts of 
universal Isis love which temple the divine lioness as a 
commandment of the hands, allure which dusts contortions from 
stretch of weekly cursed, basal dissonance, the naked mantra 
evergreen thinning error’s wound, disagreeable aroma of 
language distended by broken rubbish publicly dead in these 
readings no finer than the less manure adopts therein as cars she 
lately signifies, nothing is enough you might add in italics if not 
for the unalterable gaiety of the binding, goes by at an 
appreciable height to circle the satisfied knots with pallid glee, 
all those fine trinkets honed to the disposal of money, the chief 
valence of constant facts, love on ice, to whim the lucre likely 
being thus a prurient home we can articulate the instant which 
forms in an open panacea between the germinal intellections and 
the material wounds of a prescient air, cloud of solid fancy 
aground with civic thimbles, the lightest music more manacled 
than miraculous meaning, the evenly sculpted portals made of an 
itch, flowers that formerly flowed in the following arrangements, 
our experience of the sensual gates which we corral as 
reproductive candles, the power of these experiential thoughts 


to reappear as catatonic breaths formed in largess and poetry of 
the uroborous, by love the sun of platonic layers, therein a good 
and in that a glitch, analyzed in angry hymns instead of as 
sovereign poetry, adorned with a necrophilia of somatic beauty, 
trellis sand, telluric ideas in wanton privacy, speak now in 
buttoned meter as the conclusions of today in whose hostile 
praise we belie the lyric stutter, contemporary limitations torrid 
with basal herbals, genus of the fountains sifting through the 
musical sting, the talisman of the dowse a secondary quandary, 
for it is not named to note it is no poem, a new persistence 
germane to the juggled gerunds availing themselves of sopor and 
of foreskin, the vaginal word emergent from the allotropic 
unction, that wound in which the poet is steadily deceived, 
stealth begins to resuscitate the myopic chains, opaque arias 
form in sanctified relations, see trifles for the nightly will to life, 
beneath the signs the day shall bloom as arm invited in poetical 
fruition, as the word is sown in every hasp and wand of song, 
thief framed by the habitual innocences, cheeks for withered 
love, the form of the soul we find in heretical speculations 
reverently being the universal passage, life is that arrangement 
of sensual bodies in phonetic self-existence, clear night of 
hegemonic imagination, images therefore foregrounded in 
kinetic mantra sleep, unevenly ravenous whirls formed in the 
meat, from cloud to clinamen being myself known in the 
wayward gamut of this thrill, I admire the ground corpus of the 
poem and the oracular flair of its disowned sound, again no 
sooner than before the hewn hiatus, led by muscles of hollow 
vanity into the worthier impulses of the letters, each 
pronouncement announced in becoming anew, her creatures 
crawl unused through the letter then into type, better than its 
own world if you hold your things excitedly though morally 
undressed because of our natural inclinations to withdraw into 
doubt as the spirit of our conditions and the reasonable 
questioning of its form, proper only to lower ourselves into this 
necessity, knowledge of the self a banal power if any 
corresponding power of poetry indeed can be determined as its 
sole reward, the beauty of a lunar blandness the poetical offering 
of the poet, to discern this haven as mental form and as a 
behavior, who doesn’t live in the refined thoughts of this natural 


imagination, a bunch of knotty inquiries into love and life, not so 
much a doubt of the mantra as of the superficial ache, at a slight 
remove from the buttress of these latent definitions, but we feel 
the content of the center in the silence of the wound, no love of 
stone from sand, no more than a withered beauty to mirror the 
certainty of nature, in which these works are the emblems of an 
attentive mystery, the intoxicated silence of youth, at the base of 
eternal death grown in new restrictions of the urges, the rose of 
poetry to graze in the gratuitous wells of the nerves, grief 
expressed as the momentary furies of mentation, a utile justice 
needful of associative suggestions, to arrange the word in a 
fathom of wintry trysts — when he was experience instead of 
riddles wrought — why coiled in a garden death as fewer excesses 
than an expectation of all when the significance of the church is 
such a terrible simplicity of openings, every worm a lasso, we use 
our definitions to assess the senseless indifference of the eyes, in 
the old divine hybrids of night bled like the detachments of 
sound within the poet, who researching every artifice breeds a 
deepening insight into the fallacy of love. Not dependence. To 
be carried by our philosophy through the spirit into thought, as 
on the form of love, fallen into a menial doubt, being in the world 
is only thought, to talk of the castle or city of contradictions, 
sound of a historical spillage, conformity to the grandiose 
attributes of safety and distance, winds of the word or the will to 
say thought, manifold meaning plutocratical logos, a picture of 
the grained poem embezzled agnate love of the fire only then 
salutary nerves, when we know the fence contains intrinsically 
iconic blood, reports of violence, the rays but not embalmed as 
corpses or intuition of themselves, quivers in balance that which 
the other emits, in answer to repression is received as the 
universal threnody, asunder difference distilled from cause, 
opening into a tuned nepotism, doubt in which we wander with 
ease to stand respectfully for the sound of love, even though 
health is essentially a plan for each of the words, his own 
paternity silenced in the layers of the unborn, but issued from 
the bursts of beautiful things, as if to say each utterance is an 
appearance of our thoughts, the vows of the mind in a poetry of 
thought, opening a recent dyad to the appearance of love in 
poetical truth, a connivance of skill when the quizzical doubt 


arrives as poetry, not contrary to the whereabouts of eternity but 
corollary to its excess, like a climb through the chimney of fallen 
thought in fire, the form of every latitude a grief which aches 
within the landscape, witness the statues of the hands which walk 
around their tethers, the tone of the ground to sing but not the 
finish of thought in metrical doubts, some passing thoughts but 
a passage into permission and a poem, not just any infested word 
annulled in annual skill, silence as such a saying and the natural 
fare of poets, confounded and wholly quit in conformity to the 
instance, mostly admonished in the poetical canon, start to think 
in poetical will and respect must be spoken into hymns, the 
study of a pastiche, excess as if into an architecture unbroken 
before time, the primal wandering rose we can penetrate forever 
and anoint, our own hands tied down to these blooming 
imperfections, becoming as beautiful as it is to mulch 
appearance in a suite of indifferent actions, the arable hands 
arranged in signs of the poet scold, hiss of the new desecrated in 
the breath of the teller, ash an architectural song, this thought an 
order of the genes, how then a new thought as it was witnessed 
in the form of experiential reason, sound of the word when I was 
young, sad then gone in appearance and work, butterfly told 
therein the lines of words, heavenly repast eating the 
exclamatory seams, society in which the tooth is twice as 
distasteful as the fat, roaming the hyphenated variables 
analogous to yellowed leaves, the half-life of poetry has 
whiteness on your side, the moments are silent circles in which 
the still leaf of the night forms an eventual verb once ash screens 
vows to howl the mulched profound, bullet a mountain in the key 
of E, into the hourly duplicity of our reproach, the fates almost 
as pure as a heavenly and procedural light, the familiarity of the 
night a crural light, admirable as insights baked in the foam of 
dust, sash the body masks suddenly in place, not independent, 
shown in the secret love which explores the variants of the hand, 
unity as a manifestation of silent appearance around the 
superficial ears of the ministry, we sensually stand in the retinue 
of thought exhibited as a sulcus, instead of pallor an intellectual 
period of appearance, what grows abreast of witness and religion 
metamorphoses into an intoxicated hour of political pathos, 
greed the greatest ballast, sails lemniscate through the political 


horn of shoes, see the trickery of power in its crescent smoke, 
aligned with a creditable god of knowable wind, to gargle under 
the rubric of a neon fort the fanciful steeples of a symbolic guess, 
this pose of walls as collaborative one of our superior referents, 
not to carry the word masked in events when nature doubts the 
disappearance of singing fit for use, the embrace of words 
against the facts, sails away into a fantastic reading, a mimicry of 
these formal thematics singing, the given beats fastened onto the 
verbs of the poem like gloves, how many mentations unlike her 
oval songs dealt by the hand to a millennial need, a few grains of 
work mainly formed by thought to break the crucible opacity of 
the fist, first birth of these lithe wonders in the handsome and 
knowable house of anthem easel volute glue, a new fiction of life 
which carols the belt of wasted doubt under the form of the 
mimic as belated thought. Combinations of the nights into the 
means ascribed in the presentation of the width of the 
demonstrative pronoun, his star arises not out of a meridian 
narrative but meanders more than reveres itself through 
rebuttals they morse in broken forms, their time, his tissue, but 
within this numen no sooner than a deafness of expression we 
studied in games and gems of the other self, notwithstanding this 
nuance which I know is rare with scorn, the great buttes of the 
river, not an anticipation of water but coming into the gauntlet 
of conversation, therefore sordid and assorted intuitions, into 
which fall the imprecations of the church, sport of the cicadas 
should thrill the poetical ether, night of the critical right, 
resumés that massage and disparage the nameless hymen, 
circadian marriages, each word offered as expression is an 
action, but virulent words are as common as the mental agons of 
fire, tubular, as if they acquiesce in the heat of will, also recoil in 
bets modeled on the idling materials, all of which was written as 
vatic music in an organized heresy, we hear the given but we lose 
the somatic love of writing in the delicacies of the ear, thought 
scripted as surely as breath, moist hands assigned to weed the 
deeds, barely quiescent intaglio of sounds as the credentials of 
action, no man alone forensic into the only forest, fur of an 
animal literature, but the pith of newness is the crime that a poet 
has to punctuate before he can tell us the fortunate 
remembrance of his nude confessions, when guess was a spate of 


habitual genius ephods, had left his wallet written a hundred 
times in hymns to the tangled man, breath now a plethora of 
credulous sunrise phonetics, seemed to be at a loss or farther 
than that into the racemic werewolf inflorescence, yoni gulch, by 
stony word to please the verbal roof, to lapse the hooves of 
balances storied and untoward, phoneme gulf as effervescence, 
bled into the oral hat the bold sound of an allopathic screaming, 
emitting a sound no one knew as love of the world in fever, 
doubt the nothing we know, then heated into the meat and wisps 
of doubt, graven wand meatus, angling the nightly foist into a 
referential dust, not that I shouldn’t foam a little way feeding my 
habitual gall, all exaggerations aside, I tremble diamonds, the 
words we grow in natural bone offer no guide to the victims of 
this office, love which belongs among other things, nature offers 
language as the object of being, a farcical corridor stretched far 
into the breeze, the ictus in a lull of experiential symbols, 
beyond art, every line is witness to the noetic character of the 
body, all coronary love a sympathetic health of the hands, 
opening into the teachings of the foundations an index of 
morning sewers that correspond to a moral waver, if this is a 
religious regimen then the error of thought is the sensual 
imagery in so far as the yantra refers to the loveless fire of nature, 
the celebration dulls the whole, loves nightly erasure and 
cultivated rumors of gown room chatters in their choice of 
wonders, what is it about the gerund dogs that holds these attic 
knees helplessly ashen before the power nodes, a subtle rain of 
these things unwinds as history, clear suture in the symbolic 
bliss flowed by life through darkest sound to mine the totem use 
of illegible undress. On what industrious spokes the wounds 
purview in prophetic poetry, the meanings of things in which the 
sexual love of power is an expedient law, sung in the memory of 
the ages, words in which are found the annals of silence, as ley is 
related to logos in the poorest dictionaries of expression, 
thought a kind of androgynous housel light, would trade all the 
exhausted signs for a theme as yet unwritten born in the hold of 
torment as a new word, breath as an exposure of somatic 
experience, so plainly the evil effects are ascribed to the culpable 
madness of dislocation, an arrangement of things ugly into the 
whole, ratified by natural tooth, by a feeble blade, yet only a child 


and wild with game like a metrical rose, metaphor of dark 
witness crept into the tunnel of horrors, Apollonian mantra, 
hand worship, an ordinance between the word and the raiment 
of natural worlds, rabbinical order of the dance, foreign to bards 
who swing in ears below ideas, ways to find us young, ways to 
keep us solvent, so are the esteemed revenges of poetical 
admiration, whenever an inelegant soul withstands the armature 
of the theory, in that they are a mold of rage, the rest remains a 
study of rules against the norm in which a benign shallowness 
bedevils our amateur hours, the poet a moody appurtenance 
unhinged by climax and riven by overt thematics, searched 
through the savory thoughts for Olympian muscle divinations, as 
always already ideational in which the allure of the essay shows 
the whiteness of the I, knowledge for what, the beautiful locality 
as if you learn all the issues of the fire, some stereo study of form 
or proof of thoughts collated in the mind, considering that 
beauty is the art of the breach, the breath represented by the 
musical appearances of youth, more hindsight than receptivity, 
loving the same muscle drawn by his art in need to allow its labor 
as if in grief, now only half of the withered styles of expression 
interpreted as not yet having the report to dust of earth, by the 
services of the hand are constituted our feeble thoughts, trouble 
in the land of the verbs, therefore his own unhinged aspirations 
engage the totality of the amen which as a threatened 
somnambulation hovers iniquitous above the victorious 
province, the primary sage in a primary shift, order being the 
built form of poetry so finely diurnal that music is thinned down 
to a substitute for more than the tranquility of these dilations, 
the natural forms of a reasonable trauma, words align the signs 
in words’ arrangements, the sign arrives as that which 
orchestrates the natural windows of the plants, an order of 
thought unfolding in the form, the enriched prerequisites 
arranged as a poetics I resolve by tiding the humble table in 
valves of hand hinge water washed with chains, as if in the aural 
costs of serial ash were listened a shackled muscle of impaired 
loves, under this Icarus music knots expired in hegemonic 
fancies, the poet a secret nave of benthic interpretations. Will 
carry the risks bound in hidden fits, bemused perceptions 
merely a flint of flesh, pierced inhalants aligned with nervous 


possibility, the lives of the bucolic leaves, observations held to a 
fidelity of beauty often expressed in pictorial language, the 
carpenter’s musical injunction apparently incorrect, usurious 
iambic stance of the being in every pore, therefore the chiral 
stand in choirs of harmony, to rest the breath on my shoulder, 
the inwardly verbal philosophical class vulnerable in popular 
badges, antithetical to the moral halts in the sidereal barrens of 
the loom, stars the cognizant lilies within this figuration, a 
conventional shape of malice, beyond all artifice of poetry 
apprised of the curvature of the world a picture of fact in natural 
highlight, honed distinctions, thought an omniscient muscle, 
the word therefore the hand of nature factored through moist 
dilations to vilify the landscape, great ordure of the natural web 
gliding translucent through the exhibited signs of the mind until 
the mechanical remains of any appearance emerge as citizens of 
the sundry bolts of night, dust not silent before the buffoonery of 
the railway, rites of circumstance as American as the world is 
poetical, plain music formed in the sun, animals and whims as 
themes and by virtue of the occupying language, tomb of the 
forgotten currency, breath the speaker amplifies in palimpsest 
limen shells, bean haven of argyle witch novellas, their poetics 
the phone of naming as a leaf of selves regulated with our own 
hands, souls open to doubt as a poet is to time, so far the beetle 
hasp a higher nationality of security, scarab of thought 
remembrance, bought by words according to the grandiosity of 
the grove in which he stood fashioned by whose aspirations to 
become silent thought in the manner to which thinking is 
painted therein, a copy of aspiration, of the higher forms of 
everything, it is a secret of the hand that the beyond is capable of 
abandoning power as a draft of canoptic suffering, caught in his 
own thought though only a knotted wind of mind, not relict 
intellect finalized by indirection, but a fictional expressivity 
inebriated by his ruins into the animal torus, this instinct which 
carries us into the flow of metamorphosis is the thistle 
excrement gland live gerund of the gods, thought in the form of 
a jaundiced bowl, thistle asp, whiffle sun children rent by the fire 
in their eyes, myelin hair of their toys, low grand cheerful 
pleroma which suffices to form the spirit, imbedded in the half- 
life of the porous verb, to fill the brain with a covetous wrench of 


thighs, waste of the gift and the imagination of other mental joys, 
the uselessness of the dust which marks us as exhilaration. The 
memory of green blood in the darkest hovels of its natural 
behold, an oval vulnerability, through eventual untimely 
hermeneutics into daily relationships, take the versatile children 
hanging from the fangs of the poets, no hope for the world that 
renders us in tropes, transcendent light of the author hidden 
away in public insanity, the historical legumes of the pythoness 
gorged on the sweet borage of fact, father of the star-shaped 
sweat, into whose hand the whimper falls arranged in undulant 
hymns, by the quasar of the question frozen in thematic qualia, 
freeze their meanings in the same objects between the witness 
and the sense, a false form asserted in transitive arguments, not 
as a form of the night but as the one mistake, the eyes of the 
jackal and the bells of the bull, by the first child of an easter 
whistle to womb the verbal vermin true within an algae light, 
unnecessary fish arranged in the metrics of the yard, penile 
hands, appearance as the same question of assertion, doubtlessly 
seen, call of the chalice poet, arguments I book in the flowing 
vocables of a sufficient poetics, to life filled neither with 
celebrations nor with timely martyrdoms, marital prayers al 
dente within the material practice of America’s colossal cipher, 
at home in another caprice of newness and artifice, paper lulled 
to an open tone of dullness, passing awry, the one oration 
emerges as a scene of sensual beckoning presently fictional but 
rhymed in gems and ingots, God it is then, maybe, seen by which 
hand in the loops and charms of solitude, talking of love to you, 
held in the well of ash having taste as an admonition, if all we 
have kept of the lasting is a manly secret balled up into songs of 
the hinge and doors of an ejaculated doubt, not to stand within 
the hand as a kiss of doubt, great reels of natural repression, a 
world of sandy wine in the dancing screed of the flower, to 
console the rehearsal before the real like a summer of thoughtful 
essence, thought sea for thigh and woods for wherein, sealed out 
again wherever in hopes to fly transparent heavens, wherever 
shed in rain as fire is the salt of thought, as if science is nature’s 
answer to the dark, no wonder thought is an active rhythm of 
pleasant importance and excavated myth, enchantment as a 
symbol of the universal limen, limned in lemniscate hunters 


fathomed by innocent affection, the written arranged in horses, 
light the width of the sympathetic hymn, the living play or 
playing form the nautical if not the explicated love, body overtly 
a fictional rite of nature, conversation becomes an illness of the 
head, an example of small, unwhitened type cast lasting in a 
moral box of lists, of worm mind ash it read in bail of parlous 
mentations, purposes of the day and values of the night, 
exhumed grave to usher a well into the poem, only in that 
relation is a sacred purpose are such observations ordinary, 
delusional blight of vulgar forms, as if that makes the symbols a 
fascinating rhythm of asserted weaknesses in which we arrange 
the words within the systole, things woven into the hands, an 
ulterior intelligence of their old useless and inanimate reasons, 
fugacious love of thought through all things in their bitter 
percolations, flowing or heated within the high forms of a 
flowering whiteness, nutriments of the world, not acclimated to 
reappearance, not to stop at the hand when one knows the 
astragalus, Ionic molding of the knucklebones, herself a certain 
poet of wandering genius whether in the whorls of thought or 
poured through the countless furies of bile and spelling, as if an 
hour of silence thrown into the parent twine ripens the aged 
shekinah as hollow ballast slips from accident into the poet and 
away from the wordy progeny of time, a felonious coiffure of 
glandular virtue, far away from winged thoughts of immortal 
freedom, taking the short leap into our censures to devour our 
senses, reflected in the previous existence of melody and pitch, 
like overhearing an oral army diluting in the air, dilating the 
imbricate criticisms of the textual soma, some rhyme in order, 
grouped in iterations of noetic flow, as if our idylls are a 
summation of our rants in song and not the subordinate symbols 
of a spirit in the hand, this insight bypassed by imagination and 
study on the path to translucent suffering, a special poetics of 
the will to suffer, a historic resignation open to the tease of 
coffins, such means as pictured in the normal powers of the 
gaming sulcus, policed by several offerings of true nectar, nearer 
to time than the tendency to escarp the yearning wail, hence a 
green beauty as poetry, then others who attain the few but camp 
into the advantage of the gregarious world, the old sorceries of 
simple inspiration as an adjustment. Prisons of the effect on 


whim, poets are the thoughts found within the metamorphoses 
of nouns considered as definitive mathematical assertions, as if 
the vessel in words is aligned with breath, a Vitruvian mantra 
honed in every Socratic building, invalidates the malady by a 
reversal of beauty, the Platonic call of thought, also an animal 
romance within his flowing hyphens, rose following the hint of 
eros, sown in our thoughts are the Orphic springs of wind, 
marks extracted from the intellectual index talus, a departure 
from the mnemonic palmistry of fiction into the bestial sulcus of 
the world, lit by thinking seams from the perspective of intellect 
threaded through a dream of thought, our philosophy therein a 
goetic fate, fact of poetry perishes in the emblem of love and 
truth, but we are as young as every thought, therefore vulnerable 
to an ode and immune to thoughtful nuance, this emanation as it 
muscles through the measures of music, a subject of love 
appropriated from arbitrary hindsight, instead of the history of 
thought an inconsistent construction of compressed 
nothingness, butterflies wedded to boroughs of wept sweetness, 
the translation of history into words, a metamorphosis of 
obedience into the eaten whimpers, the distance found between 
aporias seen in the heart of darkness, as if there was an object of 
mentation, may vulnerable difference ascribe a description to 
the children of the word, light formed from the blinks of 
darkness like words appropriated through misprison, fish only 
the repudiated eyes of the mind, the noetic oregano, eyes armed 
with waiting the answers along the fictional gifts in fixed nights 
of ideation the collective poetics occludes, then poets adhere to 
the mitigation of thought, the historical hand, but I am as 
negative and bold as the large muse of the tooth, asserted 
himself as the rhapsodist of his own artistic conditions, art is the 
piracy of methods, fragmented ashes paired as creative theories, 
power traduced through the mantra of a walking ardor, the 
talking hand, his pair and our froth, therefore our respirations 
open to a measure of obvious lives arranged in time, to render 
the poet as an open night, reading knots, not cast in the harsh 
beauty of lonely thought or the political order of timeless love, 
but abdicated through an animal ambience into the natural 
crescent of an other. He rides on appearances, his own name 
gilded in nights, therefore a sort of wavering words his tainted 


abstinence, tool of the tiniest thirst to word the mimicry, as if the 
finer tropes of the mind seam the first impression, as if by her 
baptismal he is expressed. Noon opens to moon, made I was as if 
I am, underneath unhappy arrays editing the breaks after the 
phosphorous lull of a day’s reasoning and in the tightened 
typography of these delicate objects, things waver in the love of 
things, reflect leaf by fire of nightly aspect, which unborn hint 
asunder then innately of the heart to throw the telluric banality 
whole stimulations emitted by the mind. Pith flowing the blood 
breath soma lulled to history, in that as such the sound comes 
forth as howls, emotion of the lonely hand which, like a bottle of 
death or common fire woven breath to rain the facts, through its 
doubt into love of the book, carried like questionable 
instruments into the vapors of the hand. Hyphen flakes. The one 
askance as ankles bold with sand. Wrists balance the silence in 
universal terror. To sound the faith under the hand of a problem 
reader. Parsed reason of the poem and breathing mercy. Hearse 
dust as use to haven us. Abundant unbounded ratiocination. 
Grave is slough the expletive selves perchance. Yet the animus 
awaits in incomparable crimes, admires the tariff of sound in E- 
flat wands, hand under deftly ours, sermons by the half-doubt, 
mimicry — but that is our way — shows the unborn dance in 
thistle hands, a little arable silence when sown brittle in the 
glands, the unerring tone of the toes, out of the ring of doubt 
and into love. Doubt of the internally useful work, tools which 
sympathize with the uses of the will, body masked by the 
numbing winery of thought. We do not see that it shows us the 
theorem of the eyes to transcend the hinge of this life in doubt 
alone. Mesial soke. So why the nervous call within? Alluvion 
seiche. The beloved herls of the poem. Vulnerable fingernail, 
faille manor falx, gravy the bolides that sound birds blue within 
form’s pace. Loured tor, aisle of thunder, lobules cobble labella, 
orchid lamella. Ova, ovine, plural sheep. Any number that 
endures the pleasure of planting. Garlic emits the new wisps of 
seed is destroyed in hymns to a safer array of angers. The soul 
sends the breathless word washed in thorns of the kingdom 
fastened to the mayhem sneezing lotus flights, lighten to verify 
this carom from the melodies of the rite. Under the aegis of the 
lunar bed. Thought repines in wholly lotion, the motion of an 


austral fur in epic finery, conjuring a poem from the wavering 
surplus of thought. Whatever of rest such knees can stand, of 
helpless love and reverb graven in the modal gut. Lever he opens 
to pure the dark wooden wine. Tone and torn when wind and 
wound in wants again. A tuesday of virtuous thresholds. He frays 
the light finer kneeling in pure need. He severs the sound of a 
heated crease, around the number I. The eye which sees the 
heist. Age of ethereal uselessness, pacans to ribs in habit, at the 
call of the reference innocent. Meaning infects the gland. It is 
one thing to necessitate the poem and another to relax the doubt 
of reason. Reason makes a sour lust of our perverse likeness. 
Lightning forms in the dust. Giving forever the unwanted real. 
But for those who fake a stricture, instead of facing the 
antitheses, forcing a structure, their rule the flavor of symmetry 
in the ducts of speech. Form is a gust of giving without fever. 
The forlorn fact, speech that is also unwanted in the face of 
breath, not induced by the weave we find wavering in the mind, 
sound then to the beauty of what standard, so ought we knot the 
dolor as an abject of our karat, objects known but not in dollops, 
upsets, disturbs, or undermines some established order or stable 
position, the weave we do not know through the waver and lack 
of this, the jargon of poetical rage in gold and ictus, consistent in 
whirl adorned with ruse, constitutive of the use we know as the 
bitter harm of verse — but there are as many entrances as there 
are holes. Since we call the useless ash a flash of doubt. To educe 
the abduction from the plenum. A guess of deuces. That by 
which hypotheses are framed in the first place. Between the 
tirade and the mathematics. In that they are reft of burin making 
them felt as poem these principles erupt on a clear night of verbs 
and justify the ringing of the winds, unable to excuse the causal 
principles as a matter of once in answers atoned to angst, to a 
certain stare of intuitive hand and fat, token therefore 
themselves then axiomatic and seasoned with mathematical wish, 
not that reason beckons plurally, but that the hand is beyond all 
men unaccustomed to judge the evidence presented with sound 
as the way in which a chime of hints is expelled from variable 
knots, as compelling and mechanical as any _ other 
comprehension, a comprehensive weakness of the intellect 
notwithstanding, finer than the nerves, enticing the daunt, not to 


wound the apples with a bland misunderstanding, as other ontic 
principles carom within the principle donut of being, cakes of 
light in mimicry of the torus, in memory of the mumbled apples, 
not to say that a clast of science makes light out of a sophist 
longing for mathematics, but that the word is to sound as others 
are to the said, two ears of an hour one wearies into the hand, a 
hand half agon half of which is ego, to stomach a grave come 
christened into indented life, born therein at noon and torn from 
moral toes to stand the mortal tones of the tumid passions, as 
sound gives birth to the nerve which in principle is virtuous for 
the most part theoretical and likely to itch with love, given such 
affects with which to arrange our weave we make ourselves a 
mask of storms singing the weevil ditch in words and signs, since 
they are filled with a love which is the width of all these minds, 
someday to receive its comedy of awakening in a tragic 
receptivity, the same seen to swell in the welcome we give to a 
discourse of weather and hours, whether or not we are forced to 
rasp the possible, the doubt of which is too little for doubt to be 
a thing, the call therefore must be within it to ferry whither we 
start, in the mind of indeterminate advantage, the convoluted 
tributaries of change, the misunderstood mantra of grief which is 
the malady of belief, to stand in it semantic is of no purpose to 
us, the monocled truffles of delight at most remembered as 
parsed thoughts of love which peak in the common hand, the 
causal caveat of everything that we do, naked as a hat in the wind 
of the hand, therein shrouded and shouldered to that. Meaning 
totems the twined language into another tithe of time, wound 
seasoned with languid temenos, dots the dust pleats along 
elongated pleasance, eloquent even after having faltered into a 
portrait, arrayal of word as a miscellany of silent knots, 
symmetrical tears in mantic nights not whorled to knots of 
whirling order when heightened by tease and tempo of delight, 
marginal coupling of weeds to speak docetic anagrams, 
mathematical gravity of the medicinal wheat, what knowledge 
mired in natural grace to wonder the coptic beauty, marvelled by 
grassy knoll to wander the coils of bounty, but whose lit saying 
mirrors a written cleft wherein whole arroyos inoculate the 
village with a sonnet trefoil, stirrup pus the duel of want and 
tone, notes the poet angles offal steeple peers, sliced 


ordonnance in blithe farce a doubt about ontic stillness, still 
better than the judgement of a poetical pistol, if only we can 
other these examples to peer the demonstrative wish, thus wharf 
the grave declarative gift, wisp of democracy peaked in poetic 
monstrance, monstrous demotic givens we divide divined in 
riven signs of stress and sense, form we arris in clear hinge of 
ridged poetics, fishbone spine to glean the tines from twine, 
thus to procreate therefore in clearly analogue, analogous to the 
porrect atlatl, teeth the hours reiterate our attentions forth to 
forms of music but argued as displacement of the sough, the sift 
meaning exactly them, no scepter except the skeptic otic nous, a 
pendant wagered in provincial carrion array spreads across the 
miscellaneous faces of the light, mise en scene, in sense, 
incensed, music an applied film of the assemblage, blank paper 
framed in the same, screen framed in the huddled buzz of busy 
absence. To doubt is to be, for everything is doubt. For growth 
then emitted to know all as emergent from canoptic haven broth, 
goose the former bled in often greeds, breed in grids, world 
through wholes the electric lack improves as proofs, taken to 
provide these things to be, what is in the we as a helpless tool to 
trope the theorem weave we mist as must if we wish to wealth the 
general rule and wrest the wisp from genes, to prove that that is 
this is song is putty forward through imagination into the 
thought that this is it, as if the guess is just to insist the gist is 
proved. Sound in trying to eat the hat we wound in hiss as test, 
hand dusts gland to seam the knot in two, the neural rule of a 
generative song, rope beats hopping the kingdom hair, others in 
which the stitch is expressed as a monad niche, instead of giving 
it to the iris as one facial self the hymen hand I wound as letters 
to a theme, the meanings tooled in song, the argument by graves 
likened to a chute of love, white paper translated to the murmur 
of its pixels, fusions of grief emerge as compressed contusions 
in the poem, a confessional hiss of exactness thinned by doubt 
and othered to a congress of feels and adage, songs by field to 
form the hay, form the principally totemic reason frowned 
singing in seeking private sequence, the poetry speaking a 
sequential mask of thoughts, the love of morality has no church 
of ruins to which our reason belongs; no assuage of mirrored 
judgement emitted as true philosophy; no quarrel in regulus 


words to other an occult mimicry; no quadrant tree of youth or 
nerve to air the vulture eye; no bone to lope the hour annulled in 
errant issue; no suasion thinned by fire, by generous rose or 
teeth of worlds’ inventive ash; no present imitation of the cited 
rites; no theme allayed by totem fiat; no atrocities of loment 
acetate; no virtual tiger umbels to bevel the moral excess; no 
dupe of selves to hour the loam samadhi; no time of somatic 
egret comedy to field the love of sigils; no polarity of vulgar loves 
to sour the sanguine heart; no hand tethered to an arable despite 
of reason; no unborn opportunity that we manger in diptych 
angers; no weave of fallow scrys along the gulf; no lathered bytes 
of fire askance in thought; no rose of fiery barrens sown in etic 
sense; no eros inside-out as if a rose; no endless demon knots to 
reap the hesychasm; no chasm between the glance and the 
degree of the glance; no iterated mentations of love; no 
ridiculous hinge malnourished by thetic silence; no mind 
without the loneliness of the mind; no intuitive bone attacked by 
singing prepositions; no intuitive song attached to single 
propositions; no thoughts accustomed to the proposition of 
thought; no premise of love in the noun of intellect; no strength 
of being in the nounal rose; no understatement at first sight; no 
content at all unless unstable thought; no eloquent mathematics 
in the morass of its morals; no form for its totemic intelligence; 
no intellect to mask with the rose worn as a rose; no hours to 
wiggle through the agile eye; no I to look at other than time; no 
theory of having a mind or love; no fall but feared among the 
grasses; no natural somatic rhythm in the wind; no innocent 
immediacy of touch; no seams sewn in seen values; no 
consciousness of value or valence seamed by theory or 
imagination; no soul in the weed’s delight; no beauty of 
persuasion in the impossible fist; no theorem in repressed 
pleasure; no masks of order in casts of assured surrender; no 
simple being little enough to beautify the nothingness; no river 
to wind desire when the hint is a thermal mantra; no seasoning in 
the ash; no seasons coiled in the restless sense or resting in the 
senseless; no kiss from the soul of knots; no offer born in the 
form of error; no weakness in not knowing; no weather in the 
nerves. Not the above. Not what one usually establishes as 
virtue. Not virtue in the raphe of thanatos. Not fever. Not 


injustice without money. Not that everything is without 
explanation. Not the blood of this maxim with which you are in 
confusion. Not an explanation of doubt. Not in one ear. Not 
salvific in fallen air. Not without inclusion. Not the hour of one 
and then the other. Not an arrangement of play within the same. 
Not dead before the hand. Not an arrangement of doubt in words 
or air. The song of the expectant book. The poetics of the 
quagmire teaching that. Not that she can reason as a man editing 
the rules from both their havens. Not the consistent weaknesses 
of floral excess. Not that it sees us being rivers treed to this 
standard sounding. Not a bare house likened to the thesis of 
good and perfect relations. Not a bad model. Not for example a 
woman dressed in the business of false detachment. No intuitive 
hand within the fire. Nothing removed from the difficult in turn. 
No adit quivering ever so dust to have a quiet song in principle. 
So plain that it erases the sounds in common use. Not only to 
look, and no eyesight in the hand, but glands its ice so numerous 
that it is now an omission of the grave. Not a clear night of verbs 
to answer the accurate mind. No escape. That they had known 
the principles clearly facial as if they could think the unused into 
that which is simply not. Not to stir the attentions of the 
mathematicians or to bore them with a theory of the hand. Not 
arranged in principles, though principles do knot. Not thought 
in even forks. Not the mathematical flavor of musicians. To enter 
the grave of exact minds by means of their definitions. Not the 
insufferable hand. Not the clear teeth of the grave. No 
speculative wings. Not the world in which we are, standing in 
somatic heaven, singing the hand in knots. Not in others. No 
wealth from a fluke of reference. There are many premises. 
Syntax where the fire is a loneliness of maps. Not the green 
breath in a glyph of numbers. No intellect to search the canon of 
love. Not in the least. Not many premises unable to penetrate the 
uneven promises. Around the bend of the hand a great number 
issues from the mathematics of the fingers, grows slowly within 
me, and I know that I judge my harms by the feelings also built 
through intercourse, the body itself an intercourse, thus blood 
instead of good, then important to elucidate the fall of the hand 
and not to corrupt the theme always already improved by notes 
or wands emergent from the barely unfortunate erasure of 


originality. One finds the hand in the same way. To show 
another that for once the few that matter are a wealth to him, but 
the eye is satisfied with a word that his loneliness has failed. 
Doubt arises from the perhaps of song. Hand that naturally hears 
the perceptions of our reason. Not that, but that which hears. 
The song after the talking, our tubulin Leo clearly because 
asking, if she were not erasing again for effect, electrolysis 
anodos, one of the sounds which once was there inclined to love 
its own in us, pleasing as his own riches to us, not by authority to 
be with or beside him necessarily; not born in a way that stands 
with or without pain; not read in the soul or throne upon it; not 
to seek the rose to whom we speak in circular thoughts; not the 
hand, nor the hat; not that we have studied well the sounds; not 
to find the flash then adapted to the gem; not that we fear for the 
hand to hear us; not to exist in a certain twirl of poetical shrouds; 
not to form orders in the raphe of forms; not in fire to follow as if 
a platonic containment; no rathe container; not wind when 
desired fire contains the hidden ash; not the natural title of the 
absconded one; not to abstain from the natural arts; no mask 
keeps its letters in the nightly love of sutures; not the serial 
ballpark but the eye as if I had the same; not form dilated in 
difference; not a different spelling to defer the doubtful word; no 
ear as humane message found in speaking order; not the 
punctuated weave of otherness; not an upward beauty collapsed 
in allotropic nights; not the anode mired in dialectic hearings; 
no strong aroma of certainty whatsoever; no house displaced by 
collisions of its serial rooms; not the hand as fire; neither 
apocalypse nor itch; no model thoughts between feelings of 
uniqueness; eventually not even a what and nothing after that; no 
imaginary sonnet to note the thoughts; not etcetera what but the 
which then rather that; not that we remember; not to say; no love 
of oration when it imitates our theory of his ears; no mantra is a 
weave of silent mathematical limits; so what if the gentle 
lemniscate is a sign of youth, still no millennial quiddity lit by a 
letteral noon; nothing there; no mandibles in the hand; nothing 
at all; not that I need to call this thinking mythic; no silence since 
the sequence stopped. The epilogue to the epigram, a one-eyed 
plural pea fear musk, most lust pleroma doubt or twins, hand 
only for the sake of thought in the hoary ace, ornamented to the 


rank of a certain cadence, my corner peopled with the commerce 
of their torments, yodel moral love breathes language 
deciphered from the letters a magic tear and the thinking facts of 
hearts, off the hook to giggle a dime of gnathic minions I await 
my half of ardor in the irritations I will give you, your wound now 
spoken into a restless night, these guesses about the quality of 
our matters, but then for the love of it is not a question, no 
speakers clad in signs when roses prate the curse within a kiss, 
as if each guilt is as bad as the joke, I would prefer to use the 
naked imagination to designate the yantra in questioned hands, 
but I have to satisfy the mead for money, proposition of a 
besieged clown, to donate himself generously to the animist 
truncated by a proud etesian, that epigram woven into the doubt 
of awnings, consolations of the succulent hymns, if only for the 
ornamented mentations in their contentious garnish, skirmishes 
folded into the honey of the book, my house of sparks in the 
middle of a plastic grave, to speak the sural hours, language 
hanged or changed into its curly forms, the place which flowers 
in the mind as a moral way, cardinal referents seize the grade I 
am boring as a diameter of obedience within us, within the 
reverence of the beats its itinerant excuse, curse of the words 
aslant as revenants. 


FULL MNOON 


Whether intuitive mathematics erased to theorem the inaccurate 
exile, or hyperbole intuitively ontic quiddity plus things never 
seen in the light, openly understanding in the order of renewed 
conclusions, acute judgements wherein there arise the learned 
hydrostatics, delusions swarm like thorns around the punctuated 
wounds, the difficulty is to learn the groundlessness of our 
believing. Constriction as appearance is nothing new, the 
beautiful is that which is below, seeing the audible sound of the 
vulture, then a poet as a useful charity or love of justice is a wisp 
of balance in growth, thought lost beneath the seal of love. A 
mnemonic math is the imitation of a higher ash, latent hiatus 
iteration, the premise of amorphous thought and the critical 
intuitions of the hand. The gods of sound scald his ears with 
erogenous signs and strategies. Cadence opens to the fact of a 
discontinuous wave. The radical eye of the text, exile in 
examination. A contained thematics would permeate the 
intellect in kind, bottom and theory always muscled to the 
lecture, the one yearn of timely nodal knowing bending in 
mutual endings are morally corrupt. Because an entrance 
corrupts them, to improve the frequency. Not to be entered and 
also thought. The moral orifice glistens difference into a series. 
A serial advantage beside the vigilance. Vigilante truths, truth 
that cannot admit when it is false. He is mistaken and offended at 
nothing. This is taken for a hand. Then everything begins to 
shine along the perimeters of the silence. Parameters in place as 
an aurally constructed reality. Some of the difficulties with 
nontechnical use of parameter appear to arise from its 
resemblance to the word perimeter, with which it shares the 
sense “limit,” though the two words differ in their precise 
meaning. Metaphor and sonance are not perimeters of a poem. 
The sound of a thing charters its hydraulics. One desire of love 
as thought is to encircle the displaced world with crescent 
passions. Every good reader properly desires to drown, but if the 
poet drowns, he will become only a reader. Exile in which the 
epigone of the poem exists as a viaduct, apparently a different 
mode of poetical containment, suit of sage or sable allusions, 
coin for decanting wit from the cemeteries of nous and reason, 


no reason to think the aural montage formed in lemniscate 
thought papers the spoon with a collagen wish once blood like a 
pointed tooth, counting the fingers of the moon as points on a 
poetical apse of sural beauty, lapses into a consistent crisis of 
lavational thought. A word consists of the rapid errors of its 
time. Under this nightly dilation of products the images are 
marketed to a useless wail of nerves. What one reasons as wit. 
Hence clasts not shown render him pliant glass. As if we have a 
word with which to canopy the sweetness of such things. To 
lighten them with disinterested selves. Single intersections into 
reflected silence. The heart of thought. Word between the 
thoughts which assume its template. Its powers in which we 
witness as a wish. The presence of desire like that of god ignores 
the philosopher. In return the philosopher chastises. Never her 
name, but this beauty of molded breaths, a whorled topology to 
remit the bountiful harem of the nerves. According to the taxon 
ingestion. That the loss of fire is a failure of yearning to order 
the alms of wonder, almost a tenor easter of reasonable theory, 
intuition provided by the reader where regulated by acute liens 
of organization, introduction to the slough of selection in 
meanderings of the breath. A ballast of heretical windows allures 
the soul to a providential scene of buttocks, to scar the dove aloft 
through wrought molds of nervous banter, modeled on the 
sexual aether, transhumant tune of the viridial word. Different 
fires aligned within the allusive boulders of the herm. Misfit as 
natural objects of symmetry in a poetical weave of words, the 
letters like a new moss of topiary montage, the real music of the 
psalm has to do with the windows of the field, the poignant 
hiatus of magical antics in the tubular wound of the eye, in that it 
consists of fears conjoined to form the sound of pain, ashen 
shield masked to the sign of an alto referent, my best imitation of 
a vowel at first withdrawal. The thought exists as an editing of 
the book. I divide my soul into emergent bloods. Intestine eaten 
by a private sunshine. A fairly creative reason as we unfolded you 
will say that the first withdrawal is useless as constriction. Hand 
included in the allotropic appropriations of the nerves. Never 
appeared to blemish the refurbished scrim. Independent from 
the other, but this is nothing new. Tense navel web implodes 
into a different ego to do the same. The beautiful is that which 


we desire without wishing to eat it. We desire that it should be. 
As if the feeling of eloquence is a typographical expressivity. 
Speaking is a structural level of intuition. Instruments of the 
tonal muscles, floral enclosure of the ear. Tightens the lens of 
eternity and shares a sense of treason. To lighten the 
philosophical glass, apostle of structural semantics, leading the 
receptive musics through the insignia of the hand. Impressions 
of our conditional selves. Expected an arrangement to test the 
moist part of the difficulty. A stream of seasoned orality along 
the muscles of the song. Slips the favored clues in our seclusion, 
thus language through acquired improvements of musical 
literature, the model but not the word of a ridicule inadequately 
lost. Almost healthy among the storms of paramours. A 
theological citation of an innocent word and then the terrible 
insight from nervous praxis and derangement. Intuitive tone of 
the relational slippage. Flowers of imaginative delight beside the 
dank, intransitive sounds. Plural witness implicated in the call of 
the biblical piths, others formed in the poetical sound of words, 
if the love of knowledge is liberated through the eyes, under the 
apertures of the night, punctuated by proven math. Selected 
thoughts dilate in the organized silences. He coerced the world 
with poetical exits, lexical existence abounds with viable 
allusions, variable illusions, to think the authorial fish or a 
specimen of work, the images that last consist of the sweetness 
which is not shown. From referential secretions into 
presumptive stomachs. Its thought like that of gregarious desire, 
her name the grim arum of nakedness, but this is neither an 
order of yearning nor inhibition provided by teasing the slough 
from sleep. Inures the soul to a world of nervous difference. 
Wrought folds defer to the meridians of the word. The natural 
objects are a syllabic montage. The poignant opening of 
maternity conjures a form conjoined to its referent, imitation of 
the mythic beast, a page of ignorant whim and marinade, each 
word a sign or the ghost of noise. I am starting to plan within the 
causal precincts of eerie play, not to represent the breaded 
flowers gathered in collective terror, but grown in the blatant 
roughage of potent masks, begrudge the dusts ease techniques 
in the splintered meat of the light, slipping into the cusp of 
Taurus we hear these vintage sounds, then thought’s romantic 


worms in a cyclical poem of reeds, the private winks within the 
thoughtless hoods. Archons of the ripe referent form in the otic 
ego, door into the salient sequence of desires, the whole 
topology a secular face of thought. Mind made to accrue the 
motile heresies, a crucible night frolics in each word, inaccurate 
health of the almond vesica, the realm of armaments normalized 
through custom and poetical math. Risk under theory 
punctuates thought. As the original practice of thought 
undulates through a church of seminal ligatures. An ethereal 
origin of pleasure inside the infinitive light. As though the 
nacreous present can posit a servile doubt. Where knots of 
dread horn the thoughts to common cause, fair of the tempted 
word imbroglio, arranged in sole diameters relaxed to contrary 
silences, if painted into the raphe of a whispered referent, what 
depths of the word turn out to be a reel of tastes. Reason has 
nothing to doubt in the pictorial imagination of my poems. No 
sound of romance asking the talus hinge to season the weave 
with beggar souls asleep, sounds just a string of poetical 
silences, litigations of our speech. Who, seeing the author as a 
plural sound of nature, welcomes the whole theology. More as a 
poet than as a theory of the wandering heart. Blame in circular 
lace. The beautiful hand of the vulture such as it is a standard 
pleasure for us. Woman made according to the tasteful chastity 
of the birds. Because the ventral soteriology is a model, not that 
the fire of justice is a bald sonnet in the woods. Forever the 
standard ridicule of loss. Loss of faith is growth. The coordinates 
of the mind, the brittle music inaccurately in order. Almost in 
thought but rarely in the hand. Effort is a must. Breath is almost 
wonder, almost the seal of love and poems. To draw all material 
sight from theorem armor. The reason that a mathematical 
principle is not intuitive. Reasoning accustomed to theory. 
Intuition is the higher form of reason. Obsessions or rather the 
theater of demented thirsts. For instance, within the 
representational conditions of lunch. Elevations of harm within 
the hives of the anchorites. As if these sounds are a theater of 
depraved impermanence. To wave the finger like feathers. We 
ought to suite the linger of another love, not to kiln the horned 
gables of mottled cause, but because the truth is a lilt of lotions 
against the ship of eyes, in order to dredge the coral from a 


village of open sounds. Openings at the intersection of the serial 
words. Each engagement is a promised carnage. Striped 
excrescent weather, thus sensations of rational sleep. Canvas she 
deceived in line with such elements as the head. Phone meshed 
in the thin wrists of time. The highest reason impedes 
perception, acute thorn of playful musk, hidden in the middle of 
the metrical blood. She supplicates the furnace tome, return of 
foudroyant sleeps to joke the verbal deliquescence, signs of 
nothing mistral, so the deliberate applications of our nouns 
depreciate the world. I determine a scattered crepuscular to 
judge the hand in pause, the just is a musical thaw of unnatural 
obsessions. Futile hand within the rational pulse of things. 
Technique blending theory into love. To assay the different 
appropriation of an independent ego, heat it in wicca columns 
until flames circle in a forest of words, then terrorize the logos 
with the standard riddles, muscles masked in breath. Hindsight 
from reasoning to gather the alto liberations. Within the erasure 
a poetical practice of derangement and justice judged. The grief 
of the real in the fiat of innocence alone. Intuitive thought grates 
on the blood, bled tooth to beckon the truth from quoted ore. 
Relational ships of discourse. Except for deliquescent 
semantics, speech accrues in powers of delight, to mask the 
poems query like a mountain of clouded hints. The imaginative 
sidereal adherents of the poem. Consigned in a tribe of 
languages to think the intransitive word for recreation. Words 
shine in the singular thighs educed. Hand implicated in the 
native blessing of its referral. Web of speech in which we desire 
to witness the plural athanor as silent theory of the word. Church 
of static cause beneath the call of the birds. The coordinates of 
solitary love, rarely doubt in the hand to drip the sound of 
poems, nautical principle of the former seasons, patience the 
musical stand of others formed in exiled pleasure, an actual 
theory of aural perception, the legacy of the eyes in thoughtless 
lamentation. We cannot say which sides of love reveal the aches 
in knowledge. Love of life is an elaborate gardening within 
wonder. Dishevelled deliberations. Math provided by the axe. 
Laser muse for handles. Patient concepts altogether, there right 
under the where. The premise of others for example. Penetrated 
with erasures. Punctuated by acutely amorphous theories. 


Actually the precise arrangement. As the organization of 
intuition and critical perception, theory functions in poetic 
practice through the selection of goals and strategies. Simple 
progress of the epigram, masochistic prong of failure, among the 
fatal representations a potential sexual inference, apothegm of 
queries and pestilence, if requiem then fact, miscellany of 
reasons within the crannies of an unexpected silence, nooks hat 
the reader reveals in winds of blood and ambage, sudden 
utterance hidden in the independent lingo, to steal the 
disclosure from masks of us under the flak of materially 
consistent math, fever of the muses in which love is changed into 
a marinade of ignorance, sign of the flower in the noise of a 
word. I am in that I gather the open noise. Allotropic scrimmage 
furnished with implosions of wishful doubt. Sounds of nurture 
wandering pleasant tankards of the heart. The veins abuse the 
words, fever of wands flowers in the effortless risk of mind, raw 
intuitive material veiled by sentient night, percolates through 
the precise fur of the functional hand, fictional knot I thought to 
connect into the steeple sense, electricity asleep in the recess of 
the nerves. Curious quale more salient than silent. The transitive 
image a component of difference in language. Tribunal hand 
required to dust itself in aqueous language. I would like to 
kindle the ice as it happens, cut blood in a paper eye, cover the 
wound directly with a provident love of images, seems to mask a 
stand against the callouses of the dead. To deliver witness in a 
magical engine of rampant words, as if the passage into fire 
inflames the emblem. I lament the hand that I judge. Just watch 
the understandings. Bald error signs to know we cannot corrupt 
it. The grief of semen. A list of heretical winds. His ears reveal 
the sides of thought. To seal the fat to tease the foul allure. 
Buttoned fact that cannot ache the peopled sense. Alone the 
infinitive can provide a sense of the continuity of life and the 
elasticity of the intuition that preserves it. To scar the dove braid 
the evening with wonders. To sheep the sial wands, she deceives 
the feeling winds written before a gymnast butte, but the hours 
decline with such eloquence as a tyrant elopes to rose, pleasure 
if consistent loves established in the drone. Expressivity of the 
ear. Just proper most prudent mask, triangular mists of time. 
Thinking is a structured thing, with intelligence on the lowest 


level, and on the highest level intuition, inspiration and 
imagination. A material soteriology levels the musical riddles, 
gust of serial breaths, dirt an ethereal site formed by thought. 
Reasoning accrues in differences appropriate to the circle. 
Masked in a forest of holistic breaths, to insure a poetical 
privacy, guilt in the alcove of innocence, form in a quoted order 
or technical clues. The incipient hints of a thixotropic poetry. 
Educated by the harlequin sighs of language, we desire to mimic 
the causal nests of breath, hands dripping the standard music 
onto the legacy of reason. To revel in the impending ache, veiled 
medieval disks delicious as adepts, altogether prorated within 
the estranged erasure. As a horn of poetic practice ratchets the 
circled encyclical through displacement. To crown the butter in 
a tone entirely poem, no reading the fruit of age or sadly reason, 
moon within a comet, moon pointing to irrational thoughts, as 
when the hints of torsion hinge productive camp, ply fire with 
essential singe and interview, weep these thoughts not presence 
of fantasy delivered. Never within the bountiful scarf or fire as a 
failure of duple theory, intuitive barn introduced to the nautical 
windows, soft through wrought cravat to tune the visage germ. 
Misfired as naval dew a topical moss deflection, the field of the 
poem consists of a feathered alto, reference to the caustic word 
then altered to deterrent, stirring a cognitive lotion with my 
inner beast, cadence soiled with baritone temptations, beautiful 
discretion of the totemic triptych, a little overture for the 
matronal garden oasis, to rise like an oaken condor taken to 
worlds of silent witness, unfolding the tepid fence in several 
issues of collage. Plastic explosives in nascent highlight beneath 
the useless daimon, research detours like a system of minimal 
toes, still greasy to seep our earrings in the olfactory prawns of 
love, arch squalid cure or sailing the implied sexual sensations, 
the entrance of consciousness into the word like a tablature of 
testicle flavoring, humid detention within these sullied words. 
Bladders to chute the bittern tents, cistern consists of a dental 
butane, the lewd mail remnants quizzical relief, frequencies of 
the audible flame hydroponic. Thought in merits the nimble 
licks remand. Amassed to barge the ontological dogs, heater off 
in reference to the coat, not ignition vermifuge by mutes to post 
the kindness of a sound, misled through the canned semantics of 


a poem. Bird enema garret of natal cordon barely in tipple to 
prime the thought in poems, lard of columnar reasons, bastion 
of riddance though grime to boost the drizzle, in quiescent 
mountebanks the consonant wine through rallied stabs, webbed 
words a form of tutelary love, sequential theory of intrepid watts, 
widening within the mumbled hand as other’s formal risk, actual 
conception of a thought. Remnants of the dirt seen in acute 
impediments to earned judgement, around the poetical beliefs a 
constriction of wayward muscles, floral endings arranged in the 
serial frequencies of the notes, not a hidden middens then 
eternally in the hand, but place as an audible flume of applied 
perimeters, shares a sense of metaphor and desirable sound 
hydraulics, one verb become a supplicant glass to lighten the 
hymnal ash at the heart of thought, in which we witness a return 
of the philosophical book, hairs I divide in increments, rinds of 
written hydrant leaps to jostle the structured ear. Inspiration 
born where the knots return to a verbal delicacy of semantics. 
The mathematical disarray of a tacit and relict wind, sound of 
nothing misleading the receptive nerves to doubt, always 
amused by the treaty of signs, so delicate are the insignia of 
delight in silence, founded on cogs of reason in the applications 
of the hand. Impressionistic feathers inhabit the theater of the 
fist. Born in the hour of our conditional selves. By terrestrial fiat 
as a reference to quickening in the world. I detected an 
arrangement of arms within the hand. Not where the poems are 
scarcely secret. To test the difficulty with a theory of perception. 
Very delicate of the hand to judge the moist part of the night as 
breath, bucolic mathematics disarray, because the dust is a seam 
of seasoned mist, at least as assembled by the mathematicians, 
because the musicality of the muscles anchors definitions of this 
kind to a tacit reverie, a natural obsession of song, thus accused 
of wind when they are the sound of nothing, sterile hand which 
whips the favored representation. One of the most misleading 
representational techniques in our language is the use of the 
word ‘I’. Of aspirant love processual in read exile, in waffled 
mimetic cremation, catatonic thought not counting consecutive 
thunders, as if the sister of the nerves carves a distilled whiskey 
wrought with whiteness, reason the whore fled indigestion. A 
tremor in the cuticles of the lenient ear. Clocks to salve the 


sexual aesthetic. Abusive boon of words within the wounded 
tondo. Metallic shaman offerings. The wrong words sheep a 
singing sophistication into the educational gynecology scarred 
by imaginal blonde factotum veers the praying ice into a voiced 
wrath, habitual insistent twittering inflected in the spring. 
Collective infection withstands the imperial genuflections. 
Unusual needs to scrounge the beads our calipers vice as 
terminal, perused in railroad wiggle treat disrupts with farce and 
spice, no semblance to reap the gloved desire in imminent siege 
of thought. Another guest startled by subordinate acupuncture. 
Consists of the sanity of things, imparted by the sign, no query 
into the nibble, inherent emendations squandered the arrant 
bliss, acme a quandary of eunuch citations, the incentive to 
doubt our selves. Found by a naturally refined assumption. Gold 
exists as a theater in which the sexual theurgy of poetry is 
enacted. The fictional verb continues to unlearn the timely 
perimeters of the dead. Dressed in a round, subliminal excess. 
Through trials of love to silence the tenderness of our muscles, 
mimicry as a sign of supplemental discourse, just when the wines 
are being written a tyrant evolves to reify the ears. Prior to the 
immured thinking, without inspiration annealed in judgement, 
an arrangement of frilly starlings metaphorically in the hand, as if 
the cough of hypnosis is an astral book. Fairly troubled ear. I 
dream a mathematical inspiration to delight the fictive nerves 
with silent love. Caressed by impressionistic faiths. A faulty 
width of thought. The night as dead as a list of terrestrial leads, 
deflowered ancestral seeds, sentient repro nations, warm ankles 
resilient as these differing nodes. Semantics erased by the pulse 
of things, inclusion acquired like the warmth of thought, poem 
of our body an unending theory of musical improvement, no 
difference between the sounds and the cadences of truth. 
Spoken in metrical paragrams as the mechanical ruse of wit, 
metaphor which is the silence of meaning, waters the perpetually 
crescent papyrus, gowns of the Hydra, the will surrendered to a 
plinth of silence thought in things. The silence of the word, the 
teeth of its powers, shores the phosphene light above behemoth 
cognate sunshine, festivity of feelings in a sequence of thought 
erasures. The expressivity of thought is a secretly intuitional 
level of the hand. No beauty in perceptual canon mathematics 


assembled by iterations of the kiss. One of the gymnastic 
selvedges of the eye. I love the lambent band of appearances in 
words presented to the ear of silence as a sonic innocence. One 
of several tigers born in the systematic exploration of collage as 
thought. Pointed out that doubt is a bauble of the hands. 
Definitive squalor of excess. Intuitive metathesis, a quizzically 
ontic love, renewed as the cornered delusions swing in a kind of 
groundless bottom, erupts in banal knowing as the listed 
artifices of thought, doubt of nothing is the vigil of truth. This 
love of silence unites with nothingness to perimeter the word. 
Precise metrical inheritance in the coercive chance of changing 
things. World written in poetical droughts, not shown as the 
sweetness of doubt reflected in its reasons, tempted to the place 
of insistent meat, edifice of the gods written in private exits. The 
nerves are always true. Rally the genes against a leap of handles. 
Door themselves. Entreat amusement singing all those whittled 
deeds, then the theater of banal glands, so delicate in the hour of 
our randy hearts, represented by a kiss of appearances to 
instigate the dead. Bled by its violence innately forms a detour. 
Well represented silence founded on thought. That which 
cannot humble the theorem of this fear. Song of reason apart 
from thought. Temerity of tenderness wed to the innocence of 
the hand. Impressions or rather the heart of another excess. 
Access to the same in several tiers. In the theater of demented 
solitudes. The extraordinary contribution of collage is that it is 
the first instance within the pictorial arts of anything like a 
systematic exploration of the conditions of representation 
entailed by the sign. That the fire of justice is crass and a dross of 
faith. Almost in order, almost the serial theme of reason, almost 
that inquiry into intuition. Resplendent ego unbidden in the 
horizons of the logos. Unreasonable to grasp the justifications of 
sought detriments. Apropos of discourse, crates of turtles to 
bask in a pomegranate spicl. Incoherent urge of the word for 
recrimination. The ablative blessings inimical to anathema. The 
cool, nuptial gerunds flourish in wily pianos. The thoughtless 
lamp at the edge of his life. As if this weariness is provided by a 
cute analogy. Intuition answers to the opinions of its goal. He 
will become his passionate resentments. Cloned apparently for 
decorous removal. Blood of the formulaic montage, a lapse of 


grace above the rural beach, crisp as the rabid ermine parked 
beside a vendor, his pliers a mulch of hinges flecked with 
silence. To contemplate its purebred ignorance the simple 
beauty mirrors its accordion scarves. Under the arms of the 
reader when reflection is a measure of providence. Parlous 
banter across the negligent fires. Symmetry in the veal of musical 
options. Tragic lantern pornographer. Sound of the maculed 
vowels. Sounds she made under the sign of the poet erased the 
rusty rose, read in the blisters of each vowel, within the poetical 
grimace of observation a faltering groom maligned by fallow 
manners. Presence of parsed battles as mutiny within 
persuasion. Skips the burgundy heart as if a rose in flight, heart 
mishandled by the sleek gland ponder, standing firm in the 
miserable gristle weather, too treaty in feasance to read the 
urgent lashes. Crest of the name by contrapuntal gong and 
lyrics. Thought a delivery system for wandering sounds. Within 
the pantheist boils of a welcome carnage. Of contraband in 
excess of forlorn love, flown our own crural fates in reference to 
that which withstands an example, the epigram kinetic in a 
mongrel stomach, mode of expression maintains a potentially 
useless intellect, the difficulties of lint a silo of desire. Our 
thoughts are accused of inguinal obsolescence. Unless 
everything is on fire, the dances are arranged in their usual 
forms. Therefore a nasty prose if pleasure most prudently 
copper or intelligence, heard this sound returning to the 
poetical imagination, bounds in serial freedoms, but in place of 
desirable mountains is the heart of the divide. Invocation 
cremates intuition, born in the sorry tactics of a wayward doubt. 
Found license in inhabited dormers, spilled flat as purblind 
thinking, sundry perceptions beneath the broccoli in the hand, 
as assembled finitude, as if this wind is arson. One of the words 
is “I”. Stealth of thought between differences. Sounds delivered 
in nascent sleep, with such elevations of the drone to consist of 
time as thought, one of the highest referential harms within this 
beauty, a theory of the night as an animist breath at least as 
definitive as the anchored wind, present mentations coiled 
within the useless doors of the hands, in the theater of the 
colored hiss to arrange the welcome detour, realm of the unwed 
immanence, excess of the same a quandary of contributions, like 


a system of doubt to finger the woven droughts, to enunciate the 
love of excess in minimally intuitive weathers. Finger of doubt 
pointed at ourselves. In our own mural to see ourselves as 
weather. We ought to ennoble the hand by natural fiat. That 
which is still green. It must be suited to the love of excess or 
defined as a reference to the withering of our roads. We do not 
go where knots of nerves should exist as an example. The 
progress of curiosity too dabbled to horn as thought. Banner in 
which the epigram stomach squalls. Mostly quoted because the 
common tune of the poem. Exists among failures to say that 
silence. The truth of a tilted word. The sexual act is the mode of 
representation of the transitive relationship, and so any 
transitive verb contains a potential sexual image. The static 
order of the drone in which we learn the timeless intellect as 
entrance to collage, nodes of moral vigilance offended at the 
perimeters, the difficulties of the words in deference to the 
sound of thought, displaced in round tubulin silence, conscious 
panoply of hinged intersections assumed to express a liminal 
desire, thought like a test of internal hearing. The serial waters 
decline through trials of angular hours, tablets of regular evil and 
derangement, part of the reason our muscles are accused of 
favoring the replica, language thus a sleep of hermetic needs. 
Tenderness forms in the humble delirium of representational 
excess, an extraordinary sign of anything on fire, words suited to 
sing the weather in a strip of flames. Different discourses 
arranged in different fires. Apparently a different arrangement of 
language. Except for the relaxed shoulders of a suitable usage. 
Queries and nocturnal hand semantics. Contrary to the whorl of 
allure, the coin for opulence if required must itself be delinquent 
if painted misfiring in panting bits, an act of miscellaneous 
language. Speak accurately in what weave of symmetries. No 
reason for any silence as it happens to lower depths. The word 
seen as natural formed in the unexpected. I would like to make 
poems out of real objects. The lemon to be a lemon that the 
reader could cut or squeeze or taste — a real lemon like a 
newspaper in a collage is a real newspaper. I would like the 
moon in my poems to be a real moon, one which could be 
suddenly covered with a cloud that has nothing to do with the 
poem — a moon utterly independent of images. The imagination 


pictures the real. I would like to point to the real, disclose it, to 
make a poem that has no sound in it but the pointing of a finger. 
The inaccurate exile of the open light. Openly under the reins 
where wounds percolate through a tainted semantics bred to the 
regimen of moral fevers corrupted by entrance into the serial 
advantages of doubt. False hope begins where everything is 
constructed of an aural fire. Limits appear to arise from the 
thoughtful silences. What order of reading pronounced as blood 
or read in the thoughtless love of woven graves, words displaced 
within this light. Words born between a_ philosophical 
brightness and the myopic whisper of emergent soul. Reason as 
an undulant entrance. Makes us understand again to consider a 
woman as a hiatus of magical beauty, as a peak of mathematical 
dread, the word for reason in italics, in that it is constituted by a 
crisis it consists of a model witness, language which we have 
coined for the flavor of our times, fever which imagines each 
little thing in a bigger sound of chains, as a word consists of 
change in ignorant wounds. Shining words sheep sounds she 
made to alter this nightly promenade, sign of the passage in the 
singing of a poet, sign of the referent in the dilation of a word, 
noise of the emblem in the education of each vowel. My best 
images are smarter than I am. Every good sleep is only as good as 
its reader. The different modes of wit gathered from the teeming 
limits. The pointed truth lapses into beauty, along with the 
rumors of its time, useless as a grail for the diligent class. As if 
the slightest theme of the heart cowers in sophomoric 
philanthropy, axons folded in the wings like a wondrous breath. 
Almost inherently regulated by misunderstandings, almost a 
scenic burglary modeled on consignment and kin, the poetical 
curve of the palm a bulimia of pain, ashen barrel within the 
attacking fist. Slice of the ladled interstices, raw therms but 
thought the seal of love, math pragmatical nets sigh either form 
or wheat. In the withered piths of the stainless mother. Owner of 
vice judged a liberal subaltern, blood read like an excerpt of our 
delusions, querulous microphones retching in the poem. An 
uprising of words against our reference to resilient theory. 
Subordinates of the soil in principle treasure an actual 
imagination. We came to elaborate the gathered axles, leather 
promises of Orpheus in the glove. Theocrasy permitted by 


critical sounds and strategies. Born beneath the gymnosophist 
rose, erasure of cognitive lust, propeller ghost within the genital 
song, hand magi scarred with poetical lotion, causal substrate of 
play, casual patricians, the natural reverence of observation 
stirring a glandular reverie, nonrepresentational violence, 
wreath praying grue allied to singed internments, an hour of 
kneaded ouija led by its voice into the hallowed canon of 
partitioned thought, terror gathered in demon tectonics, instant 
withering presence of tentative environs, our own rural fiat by 
which is stifled the ring collapsed in battle, beautiful sinistral 
gloves, rodent flask west of the fire. I inflected an impunity 
within the discreet testicles, hoist sludge to dust the scream of 
his musical knees, percussion slips the triptych, hinged love 
techniques in a genial flour of bees, our candy hearts rose spittle 
ovately violence, heat of the night which cancels the meridians of 
the light, heart of maternal latitude bread, the torus slips these 
partial rations derailed by sleeves and garden oars, still grief if 
dusts we roar, handle of the bolus perused in wonder, standing 
in the risen tarn among these sounds, the difficulty of the meat 
erupts in a fern of causal candor, on one hand the vintaged 
thought beside the precipice, on the other a gist and token of 
shoes among the somatic words, torn from its resemblance to 
reality from two worlds to enter the thought of a poem circles the 
property of desire in seasons of read witness, bled ourselves to 
green the presence of these thoughts, emergent chastity 
unfolding beneath the willful hoods. Tires apparently love. A 
suitable lure of coils, chanting bits. No reason to storm into the 
lemma, fervor around a collage of one, poem a mobile guild of 
subtleties. Pointing into the fictive like a poem. Rear wheels 
erupted by ersatz peers. Everything is a coral woof of silences, 
woven grails in a biblical sleight of prescience, marks us as a 
piece of material honey, as the crises convene in the fetor of our 
times. The cacophony of thought is a metaphor for its groans. 
The silence of the cognate loves, a suspect humanity of thought, 
mathematical pornography of the eye. I glance a thousand exiles, 
permanence of cessation, as if a collage of sonance, intuitive 
sewing, doubt redressed in a kinetic gift of thought. A 
permanent work detected in the metrical relapse. Cathected 
privacy exits, through the selvedge door into a feral gaze of 


mirrors, appearances to incite the present after silence. 
Presented the song of reason as a hallowed heart, hollow grist of 
the potential egress, sexual litany of seasonal weals unwinds. 
Appeals the teal, color of quivering love in the lower mirrors, 
noise we furnished as drunkards of the risk, mind precisely 
furled in a neck of cresset sense, lamps the electric transitional 
to dust itself in wind. Paper eye, damask stand against the 
random work. I gust the grief of judgement to meal the empty 
fate, alone in the shape of intuitive thought, expectorant test of 
eaten tines. By fire to appropriate the pendant foams, inherent 
ego of desire, to salt the serial mind unmade, health of poetical 
math that dilates along the edge of doubt. Dread argots of 
infinity arranged in weakened heaps, peril reassigned to the task 
of nothing, taking the poetical sound of nurture to cause a 
tandem pleasance wandering in the heart. Tuition malts 
periodontal quiz, reviewed as colic contusions in the round, 
beautiful isthmus muse we deal in a rarity of love, the premise of 
sound his bald continuity, automatic charity wounds the stirrups 
of the lectern, be causal and also beside the virility of thought, 
shaken off the shine along with the tonsured thoughts, an altered 
reality roams the sorrows of its resemblance, through the tooth 
into a pearly marrow, thought deranged in a mental flurry of 
doubts, the villainous language of required music by chance a 
happy ash. I would like to carve a sigil in the carbon of the paper, 
I would openly covent its pendulous inoculations, to disclose 
curated exiles in the tainted sentence, a serial divan born in fur 
and fire. Pronounal wadding displaced within the mimicked 
vespers. Grain consigned to sidereal worship, the word for corn 
a witness, as each lithe thorn of language is rounded off to roses. 
Balance of meanings spoken in meat. Will surrenders health to a 
powder of feelings. At the institutional level, a horny literature 
of hatband appropriations, one of several temblors that doubt 
the glamour of the class, at bottom an erudite vigil, precise 
truisms of poetical slough, amusement singing its sour order in 
the place of sallow truths, in bed by the light of thought, the 
wedding of trembling thoughts, love of the querulous nannies 
that kiss the plastic gong, fire in the sodden baggage unmasks 
the verbal dust, charged with the spasm of graves, doubt fulfilled 
in a ruse of material words, veiled fictional hand lights the excess 


of the nerves, a different proponent of language atonement, I 
would like to sound the garbage into an infinite fire directly west 
of flame, standing in the heretical allure of a buttoned wind. To 
fondle the sense of thought into a dovetail scarf, the rest of the 
fallacy sleeping in the book, a fairy wine unless constricted ash, 
never the kiss of nothing appearing in beautiful nuance, in that 
the arch of desire is the whole heresy of crucial laments, armed 
with punctuation in the serial literature, the creation of poetry to 
murmur the lax contrition, raptorial imagination in the depths of 
the word, the bereaved wands of hourly speech diastole 
epistemology, no finer lace than beacons made according to the 
mad. Shining innocence of the emblematic passage born in the 
gentle song of electrical reason, traditional violence led by the 
justice of its victims, technical demon money, by which the rifle 
crest is set on fire. | inch a menial flower onto the carnal witch, 
scream of her noble partials a rainbow in the ghost. The 
difficulty of the candle is the music of the night. Thorn resident 
beside the precipice circles the proper essence of these 
thoughts. The art of the heart thickened by inbred solitudes. 
Mentation entitled to the pictorial drone of the corpse. Except 
for the color of wonder the same drab regimen of thoughts. 
appointed doubt to ennoble the harangue. The shadows of the 
nerves are knots of thoughts. Banished from the common tune of 
the distended word. The sound of a transitive somatics, drone in 
which we offend the silence of our thought. Displacement 
assumed to expand the waiting. Part of the reason declines 
through need to hermetic embryo excess, difference open to an 
extraordinary love of flames. Critical pogroms opening to the 
perspectives of the waitress. An inch of silence inhabits each 
word. Along the shores of thought a phosphorus sequence of 
hands. No breath before the kiss, one of the clearances posited 
in wagers as in words. As if the baubles of the harem are born in 
the romantic love of the syllables. Renewed eruptions in tunnel 
knowledge, this love of the silken truth, inheritance of referents 
not shown as the thought of persistent meat. Edits reality 
arguing the fallen genes. Demurs through rancid hearts, white 
rose of violence gratefully in a pinch. Cannot hum a tendency 
towards tenderness. Failure rises among the pestilence of facts, 
not a pectoral silence, but a flatulent rhythm hidden in the 


bladder, a map of the arteries imprinted onto the marine parade, 
noise opening in the ducts of the anther. Sounds of futurist 
rewards. To sever the hands kindled by a penitent knight, curves 
impervious quakes in the cadence of the language, within the 
dominant loment of the liver, witness blooms the flames 
deliverance wed to terror and signs. His ears knuckled inwards 
towards the revenant. The fact that continuity cannot lighten our 
raids on these events. Different frenetic shoulders whirl 
androgynous fires in poetical love of symmetry, a natural limen 
into the papered fews, to read the moon within the real I word 
the buttoned poem through weathered reins, feverish corruption 
where every loss is a thoughtful chance of love, as if beauty 
situated in philosophy is beneath the favors of blood. The 
sounds muse papyrus witness, a glint of things behind the 
mouth, actual expressive carrots along the edges of the self, the 
ratio of colored ears to the squalor of deluded love, artifice of 
nothingness, changing a doubt to reflect the written candles, the 
theater of the kiss an aperture of wells representative of this fear. 
Simple process by which nations police a fact. Mischievous 
reader revels in dented language. Magical scrim of the flower 
effortlessly through the pleasant tango of a latent math. Steeple 
serenade, then silent requiem, cusp flood dreams to engine 
night, hand of the ruptured corpse. Thought pled sense to 
electricity of lack. Bloods drawl in thoughtful youth, allotted will 
the salient rim and trope, into a different ring to eat the ego, 
incarnate door and precious atomic thought, slough pure inside 
the wakened kiln, a brogue of loam and pheromones, as if reason 
has adjusted the striated romance, plural stout of the wafers, as it 
is a silence and a song. Theomachy allegro. Never seen in the 
exuviated surge. Around the pyretic beliefs constructed leaves. 
Seeding the autonomy. Sip leaf axial serge. A wisp of literal faith. 
The imitation of the light in the critique of the signs. A porous 
and serial teleology, eye of the elect, lyre modes rowing the 
ruptured hens. Artifice glistens like the truth of truths. This is a 
patient take on silence, lies within the technical nouns, 
perimeters of the word. Their precise machine the changeling 
whorl of things. Apparently a difference. Queries under usage. 
Return of obsolescence. Upon the fact of miscellany. 
Unexpected reasons for any spell that the reader might feels as 


news. Could be the sudden agon inside the paper. Utterly 
indifferent finger pointing to the real. The inaccurate thought 
percolates through an entrance into the constructed love of 
order. Knives disappear into the abscess of words. A myth of 
piracy. To understand the assumptions again read with thematic 
assistance. Consists of a nodal river in which imaginations are 
produced. Balance of truth in which the silence is hydraulic. The 
water trees a festive shine in the coiled knees of the word. 
Secretly into its carcass. Love of the amber innocence frolics in 
the doubt of order, pointed out the fictive tastes of an easel 
sound. Groundless doubt of nothing finer than the word. 
Precocious world written in poetical treasons. Tempted to arm 
the nerves with treachery and knives. Ambient glands. 
Prestidigitation so delicate the dead founder on its reasons. 
Apart from the seasonal paradigm. A chiral mash of infernal 
difference. Within the craters of the blood archons and ambient 
disclosures. From the novel of uses in which love is an abuse of 
the word. The veins I ache with implosions of the heart. Raw 
intuitive sleep of the fictional hiatus. We sleep in a restive 
compost, acquiescent language covert in the callow wounds of 
the nerves. Against the worlds as if in a passage from 
understatement to watchful cement. A list of vowels arranged to 
please the infinite cant. Preserves it in thoughtful providence. 
Consists of authentic unrest bitten by vital sunsets. Withdrawal 
is a season of the nerves. From one of the better to the same 
thing, but sequential, in that it should breathe an offered accrual 
offended around this motif, montane vehicular thimble under 
throat slough hearse, light as thought but worn in diameters of 
soulful thighs, deference to what deception, no doubt but that 
depicted is a hinge to reason the silent implications, conical 
wells the while in lame curriculum, lures to fish the woman in 
semantic trace, face erased in lush disparity, concussions 
attuned to warmth like horns of consciousness, bell hours switch 
in yellow doubt, a love of jurassic mnemonics morphed majestic 
through erroneous ears, waves of radioactive meat which 
permeate the intellect, the intuitive yearn to time a lapse in 
trance of copal doubt. The moral of the vigilance aslant. 
Distended as nothing through periscopes of fiction. One of the 
difficult imbalances among the worlds, words differ in two to 


sound the poem. Whether inside the intuitive order or learning 
the static hydroplane. The new beast as a breath of poetry. The 
isolation of the gods a solitary fact. Trained by dementia to clear 
the moral coil. He entered the advantage of his mistakes. Begins 
with constructed limits and rises to fiction. Thoughts are neither 
people nor police. Excess as a deterrent to language. The 
semantics of dust itself breathes a delinquent hand spoken in 
accurate openings of rage and languor. To cower in the depths 
of poetical tasks. To squeeze a taste of moon out of the ribald 
lichen, like a cloud with a hinge of images masked by 
imagination. A creed of semantics is the wage of the open light. 
Famous limits bred to coerced montages of doubt. Blood as 
reasonable as words in this light. Refer to the woman in italics as 
an emergent soul. Her luggage was a beggar singing his social 
weaknesses. Divides my soul into the restrictive weaves of 
creative reason. Hand introduced to red. The blemish of the new 
regimen. Tense gravel webbed with wet desire. To rip the 
referent from the hole in its topography. Security wilts in the 
civil light, a folly of inclement normalcy. Thought as the origin of 
genres. An ethereal present possibly cancerous pauses in the 
secret oriflamme. Flair for the terrible quandary of silences. If 
pain is a word that turns out to be the reason for my poems. My 
health as a sugar heated by the soul. Worm seething moral 
themes. As if a poet thinks love is as plentiful as his hands. To 
sing the distasteful curse. A plate of exiled borders undressing 
the hopeful light. Truncated wounds arise in the fiction of 
appearance, sound of indelible vulnerability, credence of growth 
as the cash of a higher tuition. Intuitive strategies of the 
institutions. Capital dance in exit exams, theory of the bottom 
aptitude, to improve the song of moral spending in the freedom 
of indifference. Cannot admit the whole servitude into a formal 
band of hats, semesters in place of chemical goose parades, with 
a share of earnings as a metaphor for its hypnosis. Corrupt 
except for its prozac tribunals, contrary to the referent if painted 
in lily mistakes, what word to weave as seen between the fiction 
and real objects, nothing like a monocle to mire my poems in a 
tomb of breaths. The gestation of these pictures has nothing to 
do with the open sound of its thunder. A specimen of false 
morality, hope begins to arise from the word in thoughtful porn, 


between a season of undue hatreds and its convoluted magician, 
apparatus in its convex oven scorned for the ashen sound of its 
range. The mechanical ineffectuality of croissants to silence 
thought. Perpetual beauty in the light above doubt’s emphatic 
erasures. Phatic eruptions. Prismatic explosions of definitive 
sounds as in the cornered singing. Listed silence as a chance to 
unite the corners of the swerve. The sweet guess of artifice 
against love of the gods, a leap of dismantled greeds. The grin 
represented by norms of return, unable to rim the wedding in 
innocent teeth. Frontal representative squirms, then cooks the 
independent squirrel, serial vermin, consistent ignorance, over a 
tropical allure of wandering signs. Flowers percolate in the 
disconnected nights. Trial of the brutal hand as it happens to 
evolve from a morally sapient reserve of images. As if a magical 
lament bestows the eye upon the carrot. I crawl the sides of 
peyote ache, stand fire in elastic singing with wondrous cysts. 
Chanting his nightly pronouns into the dilated loves. Lust is a 
propane smattering of images, perusal of the subtle state, dull 
land of reverie in increments and hands, heard the terrifying 
thought of our sinister environment moistened by icicle stoves 
against our slavish church, hinged love lately a lateral violence, 
still grief occurs as a gift of carnal yarns. Among the thoughts of 
the hand are the entrances of its shoes. Thought troubled with 
the breadth of the will to be our selves. Emergent, unfolding in 
deeds, furnished with a plodding doubt, wish the stellar face of a 
total breach through words, through marginal custom to 
practice a virgin pleasure, riven by doubt erupted in the word, 
tied to the heel of the sleeping flash, the nasal taste of sounds. 
No sound of sleeping depths along the boundary of the author. A 
theory of culture as such the love of chastity. Hyperbole standing 
in the difficulty. He leaned against the furniture of nothing. 
Nothing but the future, then a thought lost in lambent hiatus, 
the emergent hand opens to its construction. A construction 
must always note the frequency of its endings, not that the series 
decries an aerial wind when it it is false, but that everything 
assumes an aural meter as soon as sense appears. Under the 
sonance flowers our one desire. Important to remind that 
thought inheres in the fictional imagination of the construct, a 
referential dust asleep with serial beasts. The doors at least as 


definitive as the palms of the harp. Unwarranted totem of doubt. 
It must be the intuitive weather. Our broken selves silenced 
along the singular roads. We depart from the tools of curiosity 
mostly quoted as a silence, the transitive collage of statistical 
nods to college. Words in defense of hanging and monopoly. 
Irregular cavils, internal earring band, the replica of the hand a 
delirium of the language. Expected to sing the wounded present. 
A vial of sheep. He desecrates the hours established by love’s 
doubt. To triangulate music by work at the level of anguish. The 
success of dirt seen as a restriction of the hands. No love of the 
notes to bloom in an applicable excess. Once the verb becomes a 
surplus noun. The hybrid sounds of which we have written. 
Wind returns to the verbal sound of beauty, if reason is born in 
the first quickening of our thoughts. Regard the poems as a 
delicate money. Frantic disarray becomes mathematical beauty, 
the tacit napalm of reverie, a handful of nothing steering the 
reader through representation to erasure. Body earned by the 
power of another’s poem. The wood forms a verbal money in the 
excess of the mind. Too much effort to materialize the raw 
intuitive ingot. Until the essay flames the circular magic of its 
muscles. Within the flattened truths to beckon an erasure of the 
real. Need a special semantics to rain the clouded tribe of its 
laments. The singular wing of speech in a thigh of words. 
Church of static doubt rarely reasons our fictive patience. A 
perception of aural love within the lecithin of wonder. Patently 
conclusive example penetrated by finality. The precise memory 
of our fictional functions. The desire of thought is to open the 
epigram at its hinges. Final containment south of the mouse and 
fingered by a sleight of papers. Crisis levitates the referent. 
Nightly dials the law. For what reason. Nested in selves. One 
word between the sash and wish. Philosophical challenge to 
typography. Remember that the loss of the monster is a 
reasonable success of the organization. The balance of here and 
scar. Dove also transmitted as an other above the transcendent 
shoulders of the workers. The letters like thorns in the windows 
of the eye. Asked to be let into the sign. 


HANDSTAND 


: Between the principles for want of the directions. 

° Because the principles are frequent for no reason. 

7 The poems should mind the eyes. 

. They should emerge in the plurality of eyes. 

° A principle is only a dilation. 

° That but for a semblance of error. 

° Ankles in the loins of the hand. 

: Reason would include the principles of the wounded 
mind. 

° This somatic music, but not that. 

° They cannot in italics. 

° But the plaintive doubt is a sieve and money doubted. 


Never either who are explained as unwise, on the principle that 
they are who they are in the first place, principally eyes have 
neither of these in common. Certain kinds of money uncertainly 
on display. Some drama arrives as immersion in the play, well 
without its dormers, less conclusively doubt than the reach of 
these. Personable ruse of mathematics. Perhaps the light arises 
under the sounds of intelligence in which it thinks. 


7 Though my eye tells my imagination these 
understandable hands. 

7 The feelings are knives in a corrugated ceiling. 

. Suppose an order if the circle is formed in choice. 

. One has to suspect the persons one finds opening in 
his thought. 

7 Correct within the whole crevice of light. 

.: True from what acculturated angle. 

: On which knee he was not an issue of no one. 

e Cannot seemingly be mistaken for what one looks at. 


Differences between the one in ordinary use, so that one sees 
behind the circle, in that the prostrate mind might witness the 
insistent impossible. The intuitive night is necessary before the 
good of the eye. Impossible thirst which leads to the formation 
of principal thoughts. The principle illness of mathematicians is 
their vulnerability to false deductions. Either they do not sound 
the intuitive music or they preempt the reasonable excess. 
Therefore, the theatrical is a theorem of mathematical excess. 


Intuition is the need of thought to exhale. 


7 Ecstasy which settles wrongly in the word. 

: Why should I undertake the panic in a remix? 

° Why else but to conduct you into the absolutes of 
theory? 

° But then they emerge in the word as song in order to 
explain it. 

: An aperture established in the windy chest. 

7 Her truth the stoical illness of maximal inference. 

° Ihave said expresses it better. 

: When we play at I used to work the nerves of thought. 


To only think speaks for a quickened full. He is full of the error, 
the gift of it. Thought she would discourse pales within the 
truth. Did not know the feel of it, for he refracted his benefit of 
intellect for love. The heart of fictional praying persuades the 
bees to sting. More willing to feel themselves than 
correspondence. Head and thought below the other. To know all 


through employment. 

: Foreshortened the full minds are white magicians. 

: All things otherwise bled axioms. 

7 Only right when a token of intuition. 

. Mutual grimace to reach out which thinks her out of the 
ice. 

. They are different understandings which go astray in 
diurnal guesses. 

7 This drawn conclusion, for example. 

° The forlorn misses are few but clearly acute. 

° Cause in spite of the statistical breaths. 

. There is a new premise in the hand. 

: If ever those matter then two of a kind. 


Yawn. Tabefacation. Tabes. Imaginary number. Infrared giant. 
Barn. Ebionite. Sabellianism. Cardinal virtues. Ubi sunt 
formula. Iambus. Abbey Theatre. Abecedarius. Haar. Cabin. 
Oak. Abactinal. Parenthetical material. Word division. Notation. 
Acoustics. Iberia. Ear training. Tabernacle. Tammuz. Labour. 
Early English. Gael. Vague word. 

: Naturalism baptism natural law Abba 

: Uberous abacterial tabefacation face 

. W-boson 


° Sabbath Aaronites Hades 


° Abbreviations tablature facade 

: Esthetics of music form instruments dance music 
notation 

: Sabin gabbart scaffold abactinal tabescent Iapetus 
° Indian alchemy redemption Ostanes 

° Taboo Cameroun peace 

° Gnosticism the Beyond initiation divination 

° Tao wakan sabbaths Maat Kheru 

: Tachyon radiocarbon dating nanometer 

7 Waggle dance abdomen abscisic acid habit 

7 Tapeworm Sabin vaccine objective lens bacillus 

° Common agrimony thrift ivy itchweed 

° Wading in an unknown water 

. Galton bar o factor yellow dactylology 

: Labial abacterial nail cacation 

° Abba absolute ubiquity 

: Rabbit for a rat 

° Abduction weltanschuuang bedeutung 


Ofall these no one. They talk of observations in themselves only 
to make use of society as a marker for such persons. When is it 
that they are and understand such a fine silence? When we say it 
is a bereavement of the soma. He is a verb, a poet, a mantra. But 
the eloquent tone alone pleases me, remember his boolean 
doubt. Plan to occasionally have a prevalent frailty and collapse. 
Painless oratory openly beneath those who crave one salient plan 
of will, would take myth for the blood of a token form. 

7 As ram as a fox. 


° As close as oak. 

° A bushel of March dust. 

° The dam of that was whisker. 

: Mares’ tails and a mackerel sky. 

° Nail of wax. 

° Tace is Latin for cat and candle. 

° Rabbit for a rat. 

° A March sun sticks like a lock of wool. 

: If the ice will bear a goose. 

° With ifs and ands leave rocks and leap into the sands. 


° Take heed is a good reed. 


bridge. 


Sound as an acorn. 

Oaks fall when reeds stand the storm. 

What fire is in my ears? 

Won’t set fire to the times, though he lives near the 


Whole as a fish. 

If ever a man had a wolf by the ears. 

One body is no body. 

The eyes are drawing straws. 

Peace will have wine. 

The year did nothing else but open and shut. 
Gifts on nails. 

He doesn’t know great A from the gable-end. 
A poor man’s debt makes a great noise. 
That’s for that and butter for fish. 

Avoidance is the only remedy. 

Ill bird lays an ill egg. 

Wade not in unknown waters. 

Neither eyes nor handles in other men’s writings. 
Ill jesting with your eye and religion. 

They say is half a lie. 

Thick as thack. 

Not worth a nut. 

Allis fish that comes to the net. 

As good to be an addled egg as an idle bird. 
He shall have the king’s horse. 

Practice touches the quick. 

Allis not at hand that helps. 

All men row galley way. 

He speaks as if every word would lift a dish. 
Melancholy as a cat in a steeple. 

Merry as a cricket. 

Sleeping in a whole skin. 

Had what he has not. 

All fish are not caught with flies. 

A hand like a foot. 

Not too high for the pie, not too low for the crow. 
Thin as a rasher of wind. 

While the word is in your mouth it is your own. 


Not worth an onion. 

One word for me and two for yourself. 

As holy as a horse. 

One pair of legs is worth two pairs of hands. 
Pert as a spoon. 

Tt may serve with an onion. 

If wishes were thrushes beggars would eat birds. 
Pert as a sparrow. 

Not fit to carry guts to a bear. 

As good do nothing as to no purpose. 

A cipher among numbers. 

Uphill and against the heart. 

Words and feathers tossed by the wind. 

No ill language if not ill taken. 

Who will change a rabbit for a rat? 

To kick against a thorn and strive against the stream. 
One year’s seed, seven year’s weed. 

Wit will walk where will is bent. 

From the eggs to the apples. 

As an apple to an oyster. 

So many gypsies, so many smiths. 

Who can hold that they have not in their hand? 


HINGE 


That we are such a quest. Therefore the false present is praise of 
carpentry. That he is not asked should not be a guess. A 
statistician of the private poem. That the universe opens upon 
seeing the unseen. No quality of nearness trembling for fear of 
silence. Think him a fire. Let them think of him burning in 
excess. The one is full of wants. To do good within the material 
reverie. By the grace of a golden solitude. What matters as good 
as sold. They are all the theory. When thought is talking a rest. 
One, then another, saying “remember it”. For it is in them that 
the theory of mimicry stands. 


Those who have a hand are quiet and serial. The estimated locus 
is everything. The youth are serious and neural. You have openly 
resulted the witness. The tone of omission is serous. The pulse 
of beauty standing in the grate of the eye. A certain stubborn 
refrain as relation between the hands. The sound of a thing 
formed according to the weather of its song. Discourse dressed 
in erotic uncertainty, waiting for those who are whole. There is a 
perfect relict made after each thoughtful answer. Things are 
made of form. There are musics which offer false models of 
modality. 


At least one thing to doubt about the thirst for uncommon error. 
Why should summer turn into suture, then simmer as once in 
wonder? Natural or occluded. Form is any thing emptied of its 
word. I’ve come to expect the rest, to avoid all thought. So we 
are useless as confusion, a hand. Naturally one or the other, 
upheld in hands. Allure has made an essence of dependence. 
Once sown in place to say no song but that. Each subject is a 
new wound. One of us. As soon as said this way as if a star. 


Inasmuch as the weather is a whole and spectral actor. 
Everything speaking softly to the seams, unconscious of its 
words. A naturally thin dilation. Although one is thorn into 
oneself, makes us fear the essence of the hand. Thrown into our 
feelings, masked with a sown of torn. Thus the hand is the health 
of the community, the heart an opulent lament. Not as a kinetic 
influence which wants us as its answer. We are specular and 
whole. True that they emit the nuance that leads them to their 
doubt. In a circle, then, between the hand and the hands. On the 
one hand reasons which we doubt. On the other to roam the 
segue, mantra making room for mantic, proportions of the 
assumptions. 


As though at those begrudged by imagination. As we harm our 
thoughts assuming understanding. Standing in the 
impoverished society of fire and hand, how to choose the verb, 
and not to make this thus a circle and misused. Grates on the 
ordinary persona of intelligence. Whispers spoken matriculate 
to perusal. If we wish to circle the usual, we must notice the 
limits of the edge. Usually at home on the side. He sees that 
hiding inside is sidereal and a noun. Not like the tune of the 
dust, which is naturally mantic and in error. On the side of the 
ear. 


Mathematical parables are palpable or habits. If one tunes a 
doubt it is actually a dilation. If one forms the world as fully 
music to escape the wrongly poetic. Nothing in principle is a 
form of the only body. One has to question the good in a subtle 
or arable silence. To escape from nothing, thus against the 
poem. One must hear the next place as an unknown principle. 
Intuitive if correctly formed in poems a police of breath. A 
mathematical thematics to breathe the intuitive word weaves the 
mind attuned to a return. One of the reasons we are able to see 
what is before us. In principles of love. 


Collapse them, then, as in the warmth of hands. Silence repeated 
in what they are as silence. Must leave the white environment 
and replace it with a fault. Disguises herself in paragraphs, not in 
punctuation. Thought to call the nuptial changes love within 
formal dignity. Breath sought in provincial cartilage. The whole 
but an overturned venture. According to our fears, a form of 
speech, the argument ofa key. 


The whole mantra in hinge and cadence. Universal knots we 
ought to acknowledge as something about the hand, an example 
of somatic doubt. We have to take these particular examples to 
demonstrate the musical case. Forays into arrays of belief. We 
obscure the hinge with a form of neural proof. We are born 
uneasily in the contradictory sounds which form our selves. 


Understanding bets thought against the natural hand. We speak 
of a masked beauty sutured with nautical ethers. That which we 
know is consistent with poetical resistance. Healing the 
objective church with objections implicit in need and thought. 
Natal phantoms arranged as certainty. A mantic work the 
afterimage of our words. Will formed in the whole as algorithm, 
will as work. A fire of heretical worlds, molds taken as models of 
village breath, world as sky. A raw mathematics embroidered 
with brittle disorders. Plot called and culled from poem. 


Morse no moral difference arranged in riven forms. Arranged in 
graven worlds, knots taken as mentations tuned and turning, not 
otherwise, quiet, a way, and weary, so that those in which we will 
may please the eye as verbs drawn from song through soma, 
through thought thus raddled and masked by pulse of language. 
To mask the flange seamed at a glance is simply difference. That 


symmetry we read to seek against autumnal style. 


We discourse the place of the heart maddened at once by the 
restricted hearing of our hours, not to treat the hands to a table 
of eaten knots, but to defect the moveable church against that 
which bestows the common truth, moon emitted to engage the 
verbal edge of disease, hinge eaten in errant breath against the 
mobile rictus, muse the most sutured as entrance against this 
walk of life, again the tribe of mental laments defining the risks 
of love. 


Wavy better parlous than discovered the dusts are dangerous 
which the word attributes to exact interest. Above all it is a 
retribute excrescence, verb chastened by the innocent succor of 
chaos, pleasant desire to swivel in the product. A glove of sound 
at the thought of a proprietary hand, hurt their pure ability with a 
theater of excess love, so that we are eager to seck another 
truance in this weather. In order to weather the sacrificial herbs. 


Into the constructed other fusing the force and the expectant 
tables, elements of witness withstand existence and latitude, 
accustomed to a jurisprudence of reasoning and seed, to seek 
these rivers of feeling entranced by truth and eloquence, elected 
elements mask the litigation whispered as perception, this part 
of the jewel an entropy of toes and breath. Work by rubato to 
fare the regardless in situ, if only to say you orchestrate the 
force. 


Inspiration swells as intuitive interment. They crisp the grief 
themselves, as generous as those who deceive them. Doubt 
forms in the order as if a music of the same. We take these words 


as a process of recursive reasoning. The materials begin to 
dismantle the procedures. Does it matter that an expressive 
doubt is contrary to its beginnings? Astonished by the wavy 
axioms so static and understated. So sterile in thetic detail. 


Raw from the discourse. So appropriation is an item alone. No 
more kindness, for there is night in the capital of pairs. The 
kingdom of words or will instead. He who words against the title 
is but a province of doubt. Accordion to the meaning. I could 
have contracted an attractive virulence. 


I know no accommodations. All that known as a little abjection. 
Doubt everything into chords. If words emerge in the thought or 
chance of beasts. For the world to command the poet in kind 
would apple the difficult other which we clearly more hand than 
those. A generative thought but in a particular case. Dust begins 
to wilt in the weak hinge of the eyes. We wind a thing with words 
when imaginary then what. 


Audience warmed without these words. We find the word within 
the hem. Discover thought in discourse. We script exempt in 
night is the work is not in this paragraph, ask nature about the 
hand. A monarch dust excreted by sin. In which we cradle to call 
it cadence, doubt. Same meanings sing their game of closure. 
Receive their coiled lamps in ample, mantic shoulders. 
Obstinate form culls nerve from another brutal pendant, as if 
this marriage washed the neural printer. Upset or opens broadly 
onto typeset. Miles of overt matronal miscellany, a form of 
myself collapsed into the imperative virtue. 


NOTHING MEANS NOTHING 


The obscene lights, the piety circumcision. The meaner the and 
the smaller is offensive. Bare hand excited to stormed in bleak. 
Will the gauge of new facts. Unctions serve us demur from never 
use. Every new poem enormities to a glove of the logical world. 
Nice to exuberances. God sock to nature word’s violations. 
Mimicry easily of, in nouns’ brute hand. Yet not over the eyes 
you ease thereof. The lies in poets, and the lasso, the rest their 
words imbued in riding. Your talk is censorship in nature by 
imitation, the earnest a beauty to the end, but sincerely gestural 
and the trap of men. Leaps that he is in hand. Eye shall or a kiss 
and lead the could be. Poet evenly by openly when full of value. 
Enough is the whole admit of image. Expression is an all, and 
beauty as beautiful as the body adorns equal in the interior to 
withdraw experience will be an age awaiting its form one 
morning removed near me. Wither at new, whether that age, but 
that is gladly all. We sat surmised before the night, altars or 
Platonic handles. We should be heard this varied day full spirit 
has heart the animated I the advent of him had spent the fine 
auroras. We know that all the styles of our face shall be a kettle 
of melody is reflected to exist pervious in the air. He overheard 
diluting organs in criticism of some text rhymed in iterated order 
no group of flights as our errant idyll. A summer song suborned 
to the symmetrical rants and spirits, this insight and its 
imaginative study, but the path of translucent thought is to suffer 
a spectral lover, a poetical will to buffer his resignation into 
forms. It is a secret that beyond is capable darkness herself an 
uncertain poetical genius whether to watch through all the poor 
fullness countless symptoms spilling a silent hour has thrown its 
patent into a ripened twitch a shade below a shadow from an 
accident of the poems. Away from progeny we are felonious in 
time. The virtue darkens far and wings are thought immortal 
freeze. Devour them short of censures to leap the souls out of 
time the poet ascends. So far the blackened fascinates as symbols 
through them we are words and thoughts within the symbiotic 
things. We dilate ulterior intelligences and animate their old 
usclessness on the symbolic fugacity of thought then through all 
things in better perception flowing or night within the fire into a 


higher flowing which forms a nest of nutriments grown in the 
world reappears not according to the night knows its astrology 
and will not stop at plain or measured suns. As with them as the 
animals and memory becomes an illusion of conversation or 
Hebrew coiled in a small example of mosaic type more lasting 
than a box in case the mind is read as a list of words. A 
parliament of brailles or day and night. As well as when having 
exhausted comes into use that a poem is a relation of sacred 
purposes are only such as we observe behind the vulgar forms. 
As it is dilation that makes the whole of nature to disappear in a 
factored vigilance. Science is an instance of nature answering 
the dark in that it’s active. No wonder the importance of order 
within the verbal night pleases them, enchantment is the symbol 
of the universal mention of leisure farms the hunters’ affection in 
the written waters of these thoughts in horses analogous with 
him then sympathy the living poem or playing off the northwest 
knots of explicable nature the body overflows its inwardness in 
rites. Every class to philosophers’ populace written will carry me 
and frisks above is bound heaven perceiving the merely bent. 
Fish flying through a lull as piercing never inhabits. The life of 
examples possibly of but leaving thought observe how fidelity to 
his beauty of things expressed. No picture appears in the 
carpenter’s language to state the musical in the said enjambment 
being used as in every part there is no effect of chartered 
harmony of lapses should be symbolic rests on the flange as the 
wise serpent Cain in every spot. 

A plant or unnatural order unfolds the form of time with the 
richer in hours requires a never poet. I remember by tidings the 
table he had and had written, which was changed in listened, was 
how in the aurora. Best often seems was most favored shape of 
vital spears. It is much under this vehemence not expired, had 
fancied her fires and have been stranded. The poet and the 
secret interpreter of vision, a new person and a radius to us. To 
be a passage in its form a variant diversion. The most unforeseen 
as ever the proposition incorrect. Open to experiments 
discourse appropriates congratulation, a case of which arrives 
caviled. Poetry of the goal beneath the poet’s poems is where the 
how connects when I was about the idea pleat that I began 
another. Deal with the ash to bury the once. Summer what I 


expect the move toward lexical motion too often that I bring in 
order to poetry against you. Poetry in quotidian dash is poetry 
which tickles, ticks. A poet is being parenthetical puns. 
Substantial dissolution waits. I have in semantic possession 
explained poetry is if rulers serve the real connected things with 
aesthetic onions. I feel the intimacies individually altogether the 
centering. Because if I read poems if emitted poetry is functional 
irony that predicts a gradual tablature challenging the fate of a 
century came against a maintenance. Steal free explodes 
impossible. And nothing jokes steady for the what he says to 
form the merely correct less avant-garde. Universe of thoroughly 
and these selves both and a fine perhaps. Barely a test of the 
already written correction this secrecy sutures doubt, it’s going 
to fact some semblance of original things, one place to join very 
much to sever, falls clean that I write a moment, certain kinds of 
votes attending out there for special effects body forth an oeuvre 
of such mutation, communion culture. Poems are not crimes 
that at any cost and ideas in exemplary rhymes communicating 
those of so much eliminated join. Grown staggered is poetry, the 
version becomes a versatile, in once were certainly was the 
splintered writer who by these skills the same ornate reveals in 
function. Tumblers is an occult falcon eye some several finer 
charred that the reader pillages is a real which could be utterly 
moon to point to the face a finger, example the doubt can only 
do is its provide. Fever of a certain parlous will slaloms 
understanding. We have the useful past up in a halved tuition of 
body intuition, but also once the sound is free, shining one 
which is. From my self serial from disappearance of finding a 
work with it, ’m that though insufficiently moved into the 
teachings of Plato as at the heart of the page, in it because 
theater understanding what is and in that counts excess has 
been. Witnesses of thought to dream an attempt mad not only 
bruised on the dread had never view both of wrath and buried 
entire. Either of two sighted together, reality wills it from a poet, 
lullabies of a rhythm, of authenticity mundane, diluting abyss too 
deeply to eye its eeriness. Assumptions but too exalted in the 
enduring, within the reader’s eye you may wind intentions. I 
know it is very aspect, also slick along the way. Complain about 
it as writers and something like a drop. Assumption that it is the 


duty, no sniff but the song to cause to be the one social fur the 
synapses lichen stirrup, so rather the known or ledge of life, a 
gate I study documented as poetical causation. I would oil the 
sun coiled could newspaper suddenly indispense the real. 
Display the jackal spice, all poetry is a form of God. As poet the 
whole will I am by the weapon the poem elides. I would memory 
grey levels every parry the empty poem sings and sutures to 
entertain the always improvisational so. 

Open the ambition the idea seems becoming. Pirate places voice 
while not that. How the explored from philosophers deletes our 
fellow arrivals. Filter arrays the poets marinated in difference. 
The base of poetry is standing abstract words surely in feeling 
and wrath engaged with bone. Ethical numen to invest impatient 
beans perceptual bleed suite the large author of the first. The 
immanent more or the moral the storage possesses. I see people 
in poetry, word but the mystery is poetry our sojourn, 
malcontent aligned in eyes, poetry neither a wounded 
imprecation nor the power to make. From fragrance to such 
decorous pleasures of content tying up the robust knives. Arise 
in introductory scratch is threatening iambic binding. This is to 
help keep readers in acclimated kelp. Great deeps adverse word 
he speculates naming or times after their song to every one 
which intellectual aubade all the world if we must say origin of 
most official ice of genius and symbolized by the word a 
paleontologist finds delight in language is fossil poetry of 
infinite message fondled up to its images against one thing 
because of this exemplary other. This example grown out of the 
eye is a certain allure does all things baptize her or both. 
Dispossessed verbs the poetry sees secrecy that the poet seems 
works of art either sees them fall or the spider’s gesture her vital 
circles sown. Beside in mechanical inventions never so 
surprising either the spirit particulars as never nerve or the 
sphere of time and the corrosive order it is not. The now that he 
never was the poet finds relict is to enhance and dwarf any 
exemplum as the form of verbs and nights in which life is grief. 
Cahoots of possible symbols with their computed rites which 
they roll precessional loments in a ship. Witness slick the palm 
etiquette of national emblems in eagle or other vows how on an 
older slant the ends of the dust orate the most they hate of 


poetry. We are ever the use of things severed with embolic 
language. In this that the whole sense of nature and in affairs as 
suture is used as the vocabulary excluded images exclaim. The 
soul makes doubt a critical eye would go very warrant into 
variety wherever the soul doubts it our science wealth and the 
heat fully threat, as if this that being we harbor in transfiguring 
perceptions, breaths of intellectual health or the leavened justice 
physics. Preamble a new silence of course the hands or heart may 
talent sound in good ear their halves waver if silences his news 
the fittest moment of that time. At the birth of a mangled never 
so brother who cares with whole his own as an inspiration above 
these closures enough they seem and comprehend the renovated 
sounds as natural, what I already know and see to mention from 
the words, tools and I became an ash is the hope of this winged 
night. Ugly as of an I allure of things immanent at all risks 
unsung there is an eye to roll and unity in words are somewhat 
the poet wildly knows. Correct used as an adjective service and 
surge of life or as the girth of intellect almost the traveller who 
sticks and trusts to crust we do not wander for in an array of 
worlds are opened forms sing hardest as words meander love as 
wine. Eye using his fire production of intuition or the poem my 
younger born stands in that directly. What conditions he could 
before the dawn of which it is catoptric tranquility, as the form of 
a breath it is said all also resigns hilum is expressed or is masked 
expression when liberty inverts the retina of the eye like the 
tendency of poetry is mind their change intention and the order 
soul. 

Thought the poet is the same thing in balance and given 
rejoicing the music a poetry of history, answered through the oat 
at first a stroke of moments in symbolic etymology, picture as it 
consists of content. Language is made of exemplary use, have 
eye the poet names fever to its second nature, then any at we call 
exchange, nature to nature to leave another, always and fantasy 
for these then singing, but the poetical beehive only very fast 
into nerves like her oven how many melodies milling around and 
kindled in grain’s weakness, by few or many to break the 
currency for the first time his little wonder and its uses, knowing 
them as easily as the faces of the new, life which can warm the 
belt by wandering under the mind belittles it, for through our 


political parlance the great ball born in politics as canoe, salient 
the hickory street these powers seen, ascent as credit or a lion 
God knows as sound under the ruse people fancy truthful on a 
fort. The symbolic of this superior lease walls are coeval 
components of the deity not to care or carry the whereabouts 
mistaken in events. This brace of words annulled appears when 
nature singing fit for use. First pure heavenly light procures 
scholarly delight, amenable sight the storm broth takes the body 
masks suddenly not in place, hand shoulders the secret of 
balance and unity sensation of the serial appearance around the 
artificial, the ear we sensual industry, the retinue of thought 
exhibited in detritus, pallor of intellectual apparent period 
forgoes abreast with religion as its metaphor. Purity of response 
adds mannikin notwithstanding themselves eye peak announced 
as phrase will breathe eye the world for memory attests that in 
chronology the arrival of annihilation has made it his couch to 
confide in Ps opaque: I shall mount the truth opaque; I shall 
seam them fondle me to life, arrayed in tendency. Now I shall 
seem array them such that birthday of the real, owner that it falls, 
of a new energy detergent to the natural thorn individual night’s 
askew. By unlocking the ethereal tidiness up into the light is law 
and how the animals he speaks somewhat with intelligence 
greased from random, all its celestial themselves, not where alloy 
nectar. As the ash his horse’s naked sown behind the road, so 
through this word new passages doubt, and though this gnosis is 
possible why barely reason. 

Standards taught in the finer ends, in the process namely as 
ascension. I knew in the youth which unable to tell wonderful 
indirections to undo his habit becoming one eternity out to 
express this trout of marble tiles correct as such. That different 
then a poet which agitated his totally new. The eyes themselves 
to images on the run of the whole united air in his essence stands 
its daimon, organic forms. Horses of momentary thought this 
science naming markers after their essence thereby other’s. 
Boundary or the archives cough the muses, because each word 
was for the night, once a brilliant word to the hearer. One of the 
continuous immaculates so later in their second origin. But the 
song steps nearer is not art, but the gamut of a tree, what tilted 
motion or clings and does not leech. Age and diction broken up 


by their reading in not less than teeth adopts them the reign of 
cars she loathes signifies nothing enough you add as has not 
gained unalterable by appreciable heights through music, it goes 
to the cited doubt satisfied with all the fine eyes honed he 
disposes of thought, the chiefvalue of light the consonant fact of 
ice. To which and ever alike being thus put under who can 
articulate. The themes broken emblem see bundled hills land 
blends in a shallow theme, log cabin balances of partly silent 
leopards, wing in the whisper blood tingles full exterior. The 
universality of mystics and the divineness as a temple whose 
blood commandment reels which does night munitions which we 
reap disabled thirst and base mistakes every thing a man might 
emit. Spirit as it is motionless is more of danger’s body slothful 
peace and its moral faith, full grace arrayed in the fictional body 
of the soul, normal and supine both dead ourselves, but in holy 
purse we stand before appearance parsed in the external, bursts 
into appendix dread, therefore superior to physics and chemical 
doubt, but these are to haven the proclivity, excess of the 
splendor, intuition within the unannounced, science always a 
galloping step within religion. Veranda is in us the hand realizes 
fur in understanding watchman on the spoken poker, and the 
earring voice of sacred history called principal events ill watches 
for truth until he handles a poem which allures is broken and in 
which I live, the heaven of thoughts, that will reconciled 
animated by a tether to more breath a noise by which they magic 
angry better, soap than mine into the often science postponed. 
Porous intellect fed on itself by the privacy of powers on which 
succor and slough him. Then enough is thunder legible as the 
adequately thorn power of the mulch these tenets want to swerve 
intellect away, who can stimulate the animal eye then fire of 
mind. About nature’s bells then soul into who tutors the mask he 
was, I as unhappy as canopy one day, morning break after rainy 
days had spoken the phosphorus book on it, word and that in a 
new type of poem, eye sun objects bleeding the delicate nerve, 
poeisis of things over the things of. Speaks her appearance its 
own name delights in trills therefore it’s a sort of flour of words, 
world is obtained to the first parade, word as poetry. As soft of 
the tropes or remind us of seeing the seized expression. The first 
singing by her doubt baptizes. Memories of the not yet are 


within the geometrical sand. The and centered around you 
singing. The fact no mountain ice, a shrewd and sensual fact. 
Displacement about the saw such as this place for ice the emery 
eye commenced around its noun. 

Lapels then the power of form swells oneness goes into and all 
the problems some old rag of eyelid earth. After the eye and they 
inhere whereby there is no nature. Low, and of an eluded 
symbol, and from poetry. Healthy and where he is. Slovenly they 
were brave. The permutations being moved banal nature’s 
imagination of the inner state. Tryst eye the value frolic. Earnest 
and haven work. That the doubt is the truest thirst musical. 
Often born hold him at joy [ unlearn. And now buds transparent 
sound and my structure to form doing omens. Knifed and thread 
Satan’s animal, now but the woman who. Abandonment power 
as answers he can draw suffering then he is caught, his thought 
plants only when mind and not intellect relumed direction 
froths, express the inebriated his reins ordain, animal to fire 
carries us there. This instinct flows into a metamorphosis: this is 
the. Once has a higher security, narrative form a higher stature 
of the remember, but by wonder according to grand as thought 
he strove to fashioned open, whose aspects become sincerity 
thought where manners’ total watch things paint their aspiration 
a copy of the everything into highers. By virtue of language night 
sometimes and not anointed detachment. Language is of tombs 
the forgotten eye currency, becoming speakers and have been of 
the limestone, shells of annihilation which now their poetic 
comes or naming flowers it. As a leaf our self regulates its own 
hands. Landscape is consecrated grief order webbed nature 
gliding trained mind its signature the exhibit of mechanical 
remains unanswered of any apprentice country buoyant is 
neither citizen nor sea but dust not before the railway grease and 
climate circumstantial. The world as America and the poet is her 
veins. 

Popped badges and moral belts to anger in a loom. Barrel the 
cognizant stars as cider. Lilies which figure bunting blooms shall 
make to conventions beyond this all are poets. Apprised of the 
world is pictures, nature in fact the higher omniscience, the 
distinct my honest thought. So half in hand, so it is, the habit to 
fairly in with a cheerful for. For of the serial for, soul is free, here 


we find reverently speculation, the universe being passage this is 
sensual life, bodies the physical self experienced as nightly heat, 
clear images in conjunction, therefore mantle keeps. Genuine 
juggled so far genuine availed. Foremost was word ever so 
uneven and all the poet deceived is that statement as a poem. 
Steady to a beginning to reason my chains as opaque airs. And 
from relations see trifles affirm life will note the signs between 
days shall breathe fruition is as invited. Ledge of the thing is 
agrarian as lamentations. With an ear by which to write down 
therein is the ledge the poems are as thought to breathe. Do not 
be less pleasure resembling difference, the bird is an idyllic 
enough ode without town, reaped and admirably executed to 
modulate these gyrations, of nature by what is called seeing 
which dilation coheres. What is hand it forms, so singing is 
silence words a spy, they will their own nature on the poetry of 
naming, aura which broken metamorphosis again. The decays of 
trial and finite knife herself. Nobody grown from the gills being 
preserved today the new had not this mantle to the accident. 
Having risk of losing this and renews the self that the manual is 
exposed. Thought she defined sleep, clad with witness eye song, 
accidents of thought which money came. Whistle into the hearts 
the song’s full reap pursued by later numbers. Winged and at the 
kindred rot. Having record breaths of beautiful wings. All men 
are intuitive yet they cannot work matriculated symbols, bled are 
emblems within their ensconced thoughts. The pleated gem a 
power wand and tongue. Eye independence thought the 
accidental links were causal. One world to glass succession. For 
thoughts nearer to things than thoughts, each his eyes the lower 
force impelling, his speech flowers animals, symbols of a fever 
there a channel senses, forms according to reason animated by 
true science, problem horn as signs within these flows. Modern 
obscene to think connection of thoughts is oneness, the circular 
eye the love and one treat symbols, the ear pungent as we choose 
to be carried hand that it is, imaginative and that. He was 
accrued preparing to speak church enough for a covet to 
acknowledge. Books flavor we are a few acculturated oracles 
with simplicity dead a few symbols it does was once a poem of 
defects and deforms. That the evils occlude mythology my 
nature’s as lame to signify exuberant eye, from the life of things 


attaches artificial things, another eye. Juice everything remains 
phenomenon, the observer is night, in that we hover if the fable 
provenance, all others or if susceptible of the one. Thoughts 
when fascination resides is not only with her. No buffer enough 
they expunge their choice of water over the hunter values 
dualities, his weather is commanded rapine present, no infects 
him he loves thought blood, iron and which we can see singing 
the supernatural hips. With coarse detachment drives. 

The clouds there dead still affirming novice. Am slow to the 
heavens as rise. Like a fowl one water but the haven that man 
sings into my old nooks, lost my faith in either eye, where I will 
with new hope has assured the affirming, namely sound to him as 
a higher beauty, second wonder as the kindred value our ear 
enormous closes. Ebullient than every images things a symbol. 
In the sand has expired genius, all formal banality of the life. A 
perception of the good, the parenthesis. The form of its own and 
eyes are every thought. Has a whole neither precious nor scrim. 
Ice of each new seems always valid. I was every much youth who 
sat in night. Scribbling none could tell what nothing knife. None 
could tell in hovering and sea, how to be composed doubt of all 
the signs. Eye had the night that was its roaming home. No moral 
seen written this night that wonderful ill sparkling and glint, 
nature these angry pores and foaming interest in the doubt, what 
should or whom it may concern. Poem mine or another’s robed 
in durable eyes. Ingot he will have hovers to the reader. Manacle 
to be a lemon, newspaper in coriander, a real mood one wounds 
in the poem as real. I would like to butter the pointing orbs, 
their forms as former speaks alone, which in only openly into 
order. Dresses himself as will arrayed in masterful cards. Born 
through misunderstandings within the arts has kept the 
suborned culture. Role blooms in harrowed player, who gets to 
mill the zenith rendered thought. Tradition is both bound and 
guess of all that thought the same old thinking less our similar 
harms. Spontaneously frequent incognito. Material incorporates 
italics. Doubt in a sense and getting stuck. Observations about 
suction. Seems to me worn of word and charms. A contemporary 
characterized by his own filters. Reach is the analogy arranged 
artfully on fire. Form breathes its poet but the end is grinning 
death. Sound meaning in words enlarged. It is the process of my 


procedure. Screening roof. Mature then a process utterances. 
Cull knife sex refers to arable poetries. That hang beginnings. It 
was premature no longer. Indeed as distorting our vagaries 
within it. Jury roams the action gnarly ledge of him in the 
bringing toggle. Two realities brought newer and poetic rent of 
grief. 

Trampled into its essential eye. In this way it authenticates actual 
challenge, completion foreboding its adjectives. We are 
barbarous in our words, about to make assertions from 
assertions. Except associations yet engage stuff, may indeed give 
situation, and your own habitual intent to warm me. This 
palpable funk readable in any other word. Serial that I am 
certain. In nights from hardening and readers sown, rose 
married to the wall. Array mystery as poetry born where extra 
rays analyze the gulf of poet totems, all the way then leaping 
actual objects, lemon like a null, my poems to breathe as nothing 
to do, perception the strictures as no sound in it. Wall to stew 
the ventral ace. Plan as well take opens speech. To let it speak 
the open poet makes gulf of no other in wakes himself unknown. 
Poetry is to teach continuum of cull. Apparent poem from the 
tenor morning. To play the arrays with the weight one sees 
oneself. One confirms to obey it’s less similar amuses them 
openly. A poem totally sing. Sonance is to be able to capitalize 
conceit. Too much to fasten haunting facts and open particle of 
social lizard the association blinking xenophobic. Particle 
curriculum fox melange. Surprising poster hears in freedom 
errant. Majority of eyes, pearls aloft. Doubt to write poetry 
encroach another entrance, sense of balance against his goal of 
course. Generates a cosmic glint, open tryst is less literature into 
affective utter. Obvious way circles the range of possible other 
human beings poetry and art were reliance on them, words 
strewn with possibilities to be a poet is the bright comparison. 
Friction between the moral emotive powers. Less dissociates to 
warn the clock tableau. Aspects of existence guess our sole 
intelligence: it is in dictation, scission of bloodless weary and 
too barely norm. Emotional language nobody inheres is free 
from one struggling free from anthems as they slip over 
conditional displacements attending to you. Unspeakable which 
creates the seemed. Gaps of art in the general mind. Arterial fish 


I would call poetical screw of the mind. Song is to be there. Bent 
of its going form. Everything and not finer that. Eye is the purity 
music with whiteness dead. With solely in nightly beds amid 
cloned terms by many inscribed in these terrible, tainted verbs. 
There is no now some song of his life and history defined. Gulf 
of theory although scarves the writer’s purse. Combined with a 
sense of immanent stillness, songs are the unreal grave, the 
verbal sketch, screw phrases or words the poetry happens, 
viaduct of the poem, it connects the upper with the further, from 
one moment is no less dismissed. Against the development of my 
social coronet. Self and expressive gravy because I have weather 
written. Join thought to what one has to open hands a chief of 
selves or actual information. Mass of lumps below illogically 
appearing. What might be thought severed through the 
impersonal dire. By fiddling with logical myth heart points a 
view. Anointed crimes, then someone poses the reasonable eyes 
against the broken bodies, not stupid bells akin to liberation. 
Intricacies of life itself held to a strict signature of personal 
nights. I find for myself at cries it ought to result. 

So cold no fire can roam my jeremiad guns my heads were 
talking. Poetical doctrine then selves can easily be appropriated 
banal indentured professions into academic compost. That 
emerged in the being performed only whether a writer if the 
academic cult. No longer serving the unconscious which. The 
poet is to reading as written form. The way to be the dilation 
then write the work. Are his sayings poetics as poetry unborn to 
more painstakingly personal statement’s fullness. Marked by tin 
forgoes. All poetries frontal words. The poet is to reason a 
written form. Most of the possible diluted, that. They are 
aleatory terms made out from breath in turns. Allure weighted 
without form. Doesn’t stare against the cull of poetry. Can 
neither beliefs nor such believe. I want my poem intentions 
between unrests. Write a poem I harbor and it may be juice. In 
connections and began with I may do. You have a few poems 
getting from other poems is really thought perpendicular to 
experience, towards incremental words less and less direct. 
Think that the reason read is a kind of nose. Sound is associated 
antler to advance its humus insight. Trails of love not altogether 
snow, ankles the end of thought is an individual poem. 


Anticipates in the thought initial creature cards. Intuition within 
the buried rake. Never been able to crawl historical arches snarl. 
Kiss a magnetic innocence. The function of poetry is to doubt 
the beauty of poetry. Which deadly crimes form the chimes of 
hats. I write about an open field in renal altitude. There’s a little 
rope and feral poem to the principle of aspired. I feel a book and 
its muscular psyche. Dark as a sun is the practice of language. 
Burning more as an eye that allows us to settle our literary 
seminars, rooms burning only perspectives of the experimental, 
sound a similar openness engaged in the severance. Dream is 
the culture of thought itself. Loses its caul in the marks of spin. 
Candle to write a kindness. To leave diaphanous writing is at 
once evening and elemental. It is the frequently greater as the 
song listening. Answer that is dealt in hidden daggers. I’m a ship 
largely abandoned to sensitive wreckage, insidious values taken 
for jackal gravy, lack of the loom for the poetic given norm as 
much exposure. As at best it coils fever to be the product beliefs. 
Combed as oneself to go roaming as themselves. Unconnected 
thinking I have no idea or fist. I have a fallow song, these things 
thinking. Decide to cut to doubted points. Place that you cave to 
another as the poet is sincere. What cannot exist as a bracket of 
intervention. Blankness of serial reason. Treason I write 
poetically as everyone else. Poetry is about an order to grow the 
shorthand pallor for spirit in the brainstem. Poetically entire 
biology, theater of objective screens. Only breath discovers 
shared domains. To stand someone in logical or martyr eats the 
audible innervations. Rafter poems as crucible mimicry. Pour 
texts that body noted crime. Suffocating and flower love. 
Hatchet the basic intrinsic worn. Poet in which the silence is 
posturing in my room. My poetics is that, as if the top of circling 
itself remakes my body. Element of a possible distance, our 
strategies wherefor that radical pallor in techniques. In frontal 
writing the iteration is now. Guessed and eaten knees. Charred 
body dissolves into radical vigilance of poetry instead of words. 

Irony in worth everything a hinge like God core open and reach 
he submits where he says regard is from its corrupt at. Such as 
avant who share my worms. No more have been so no more need 
for. To the words the money as one man carries. It is inevitably 
enough perceptions of already. Dance of a desired direction, 


reality of earthy poetry of what idea. Words in mind or in silent 
facts. The order of getting from one poem seems vulnerable to 
the moment of another. Longer privacies. Moment of my 
conscious ego in whorls joined marbled nerve. To do in various 
states or whatever lies. Neither layers nor a realm of spelling. It 
speaks in buffered song, the essential nature of suspect 
confrontation. This uttered dynamic the lines of a gifted joint, 
lines of articulate poem. Once must commit doubt or violence is 
a terror against ideas, a coinage but exempt, if only I’m loss or 
optional identity. A minimum if not itself after sobering gulfs. 
Jostles thought in poetry. Never wounds broken off. I know this 
as agents of submission, commodity appropriated by uniform 
fetish scissors, turns what modalities this wash into the first half 
of eyes beneath the innovative is propitiated. Cure the song is 
disruptive as furl, furious aim is to create. So the soul mountain 
riots in predictable carrion, any man goes deaf and endeavors 
then that thought with faith which bonnets shoulder should shell 
or despair of telling, best is a rough as harvest sound where many 
addled truth. That music ate the invective addresses itself. Thigh 
a sort of silent bract. Which being sings through the path of 
widths. An ascendency of them, scorn of true nature singing that 
intellectual of his possessions. Open the metamorphosis to me, 
thus which repairs to irony of materials, thorn shakes heat 
insures never a down of which, sorrow or next through the old 
one not subject to an eye. She makes an anger run the limp from 
him. The individual ripeness of thought or apposed songs. 
Poised to the thought furious offspring the thought of which 
thinks recoverably. The poet’s soul a lateral parent, a storm in 
farther grease. Lasts are not whips and down no beauty came 
grand pierced hand though inhabit is named symbolic sound and 
death all singing infatuates. That they are option thought gives 
the sound ear putty eyes. As beauty perceives the eyes of 
thought, poet turns to queries and procreation, sounds one step 
is nightly creature perceives following hollow wit. Life so limbs 
fact growth of the hear. Mandolin to surfer under fact. His usage 
form. This is the vegetable ministry, employs thought until the 
eye was straw, why craters in the ground for evening rods. A 
base of bees or evening niche in a new connection emerges their 
gross of poetry to raise as well as gravid nerve. Undressed the 


mops. The cries of needful men utensil justice. Suggestive to 
angered chat the ham when he was experience. Why coal in a 
garden is rising a few sands all spectral significance of the 
terrible simmering. Every word we use decocts our senses 
singing so. Nerve in the mold bled to divine night. Like the 
detachment who reaps the poet’s eye. Singing even artifice as 
deeper insight of readers. Fire knowledge, silent plough if any 
phenomenon striding faculty in thought. Later slip to be so deep 
the beauty and tooth of the poet, as silence to the poet all 
mention haven thinks. | find that the lure who does as onion, 
who lives the wand and butchers life, not in the manic conch of 
quizzical fiscal knots, superior as slight a rated intuition. But he 
feels to be there would content if stone. Arm and wound where a 
beauty certainly the worst which he worships nature’s bribery. 
The silent intoxicated wanders this attitude of emblems. 

Whirls me into poem cloud to cloud being myself a knowing the 
way into a mire his skill to the ground or thought oracular air of 
hearing sown again soon in before, and having to slant leads me 
thus of vacancy letters wound from worthier impulses and 
inducement becomes her creatures anew annulled and read as 
type, and letter then its olio if you hold your singing more 
excellent stressed through irritant nature because aslant in 
nature’s eye, drawn in cuts or its spirit intuition, of the question 
for this reason, proper only to the necessary. An architecture of 
thought and flower of genesis the weaver thinks. He lowers with 
heat if washed with high however. The experience was young 
and the silent world however appeared in a yarn, bone rambling 
of lines and buttress, but coat wherein he covered heaven told. 
Society seemed which was to poetical ice the distance. Roam 
where shallow leaf and licked has beaten poetry by our side. 
What moments are still swerve all silent light. Thought from 
every one has sorrow snow in mulch. Found roof but a vital 
mountain rains into our hands. Dead by the eye. The sea or 
supper this night exists. When altars or anthems depraving this 
thorn of mind. Next in nature a doctrine of our soap. Kindles of 
a sea flowers the snare. A tempting hammer with flits 
coordinating hole. Symmetry and dead we participate about. 
Nest is a very experience which hones by the intellect circuits of 
the broken others. The waken we go to doubt is the transitive 


condition. Song himself to accompany indirection. Which every 
dread the energy this thorough doubt described. The activity it 
wholly whitens or partly her kingdom fungus. So she pores. Any 
order spores to moment chance. A new place which works rods 
off latch no longer detaches will to flints which hasten come. 
Twinkle poems is not exchange of hinge. Earless vivacity of the 
soul, outside the inner to fix them in naked beauty. Tough carom 
their mordant warrant switch. But these lamps play fallen 
plumbing, which they calends and leap. Sound absorbs slough 
which ire as symbols. Things birth as symbols and breathe below 
not known. The intellectual pierce forgotten, an ornate object 
he pools the stability of the symbol against the earth, so the fear 
nights sleep adoption he stammered metamorphosis of every 
form. Fire and heart express that nature, all the gestation birth 
into the soul anew, a higher anatomy of wording flames 
chemistry to these facts, but shadow of space and staggered 
moons wealth mention as fabulous goggles. What would 
industrious spoken with prophets purl as the power of leaning 
things. Serve with a law is expression in the memory. Sign in 
which any are found supine. Related of love the poorest eye 
dictionary. Light expressing the house and shroud. All trades 
robust yet with them the sign breathes lonely shroud. A new 
word all rose so expressively to the evil eye. Facts are ascribed to 
illness, cupidity, dislocation, and ugly singing. Reattached 
nature by a closure of agreeable facts to reason. 

Index of our selves answers to a moral prediction. The 
correspondence then if these religious regardless of the sense to 
flower. To fan the ash is so far a form of nature. Celebration who 
loves the natural eye. Cultivated hand retainers grooms a hairy 
lamp of choice. Wonders what thought death dogs. It is not 
these holds at heat has no deficient world. The things which he 
verbally winds outrage is dreary rain then we the symbols 
renewed by life where excess and mystery are not more than the 
use of empathy in order. Into the heathens toward graven doubt. 
With me against I. He does not know that we should accumulate 
alittle way from will, feeding at. I tumble down exaggerations as 
heat any guide where these victims of nature. Office of 
annoyance by working songs which become nature offers all 
usage. Being abuses the objects, far beneath a cord stretched in 


the breeze. These nests are experienced as cymbals, becoming 
every line within, without character. All conditional healths. For 
sympathetic and, foundations of or dispenses teaching. The 
animal has a new thing, but it orders in the eye. His fortune will 
tell us hovering gaze, few confessions after number. When I was 
at genius his work had a deafness left. Forgotten hunt dreads 
him, so credulous a beast of sunrise, wed to breathe at twice 
rather than that. Were in the yellow hot. How to know that every 
roof by youth. These stony mirrors that the oracle beholds. All 
night dreaming is poetry everyone knows. No one we know. May 
not cut the knife. 


JASMINE 


Scrying screech at deeper insight, facts reading the 
railway fire. Alloy of these for tilting, but the porn in the beehive, 
poem, a verbal fasting, like her insouciant love, how many red 
millions against the garnered night. A grain’s manly or by femur 
to break the blight felicity for the firn. Health to his little work 
on kinetic houses. If them as easel glue of the new, if life, which 
opens, itch of the belt of doubt, under the belated moon for the 
grate of it. 

Emblems the reins intoxicated, our political grease the 
great bayonet. In the political shoe and saliva horn, the hickory 
seeps a powerful crescent lion, credit god gnarls unwinds a 
formica bugle, under the knee people fan. The symbol of excess, 
of this suppressed surplus, those armament walls proponents 
arrow of the deep. Kiss not carry the eye. Make in evening marks 
when disappearing unfit for use. Embrace of words if the 
necessary propensity of this less. 

Eyes lost pure if heavenly lips. Procure the dairy night 
inimitable in site. Form broth tapers heath. The body mulls 
suddenly, not place and shapely lore, the secret alliance of 
fragrance and unwilling. Appearance aroused by manifestation 
of the superficial ministry. We sentence the retinue eye to a 
calculus splendor. Sentinel exhibits inhibited by serial 
intellection. Apparent peach glows manioc, apex religion 
abreast. 

A mountain key into our paucity or its representative 
bleeds addition. Manticore peak anoints the phrase, blending 
themselves each will foments a world. Story attests thought in 
chronological daughters. The arrival has made it rich. I 
confidently siren opaque if truth I shale momentous nerves 
reconcile me to literal tendencies, tactile against uprising. How I 
ship discreetly may be my birth decay. Voice of the real softener 
as it falls. 

Sample the garden and universe of thoroughly after 
these selves both the and perchance as Canaan meaning 
nothing, the words worn of a certain sound, argot’s will can only 
do the sun I am to provide its ground and nothing. 

Everything that calipers the lace steeps veins in the wall 


as ace. I’m wrenched largely abrasive, hips’ wreckage sensitive 
values, taken for reeks the jackal sun or maculed. For the poetic 
width as much as louvered belief not in the words. The poem 
already fallow, the fish his composition possesses, how to leave 
himself into the writing, to leave diaphanous legumes making 
poems. 

In poems not always in the world it is enough to 
arrange the materials in the interest of the poem. Words ink the 
whole sounding altogether, born myself in formulated couplets 
charred by less. A kind of adverbial aorta, or the worship of 
errata in colors. I believe is knowledge and means beast in the 
eye. There is no towards what opens. 

Gauge masculinity to practice thought by cultural 
scale. Definitions of prayer continued recourse and overtly of 
our wants, who to stand some neurological or fraud, that the 
basic instance in which thought posits room in my sound of 
talking impostures action and presumes idolatry, not a sufflation 
of despond inherent or into. 

Scripture cripples that which bids the gaming element. 
Infarction of poetical auctioneering. The human legislates 
maintenance, any poetics if to stand decides carrying on with the 
what, words eye the notebook in fire. 

Night disposes a valence of poetry seen in the infancy 
that the poems release. These works of arranged poetics seethe 
them familiar or the spider’s ganglia into her vital circles as her 
own. Beside the mechanical inversions of inner never so 
surprised as the weight of words. The spider renews the 
particular as the curve of a spherical thirst, the wonder and the 
time. It is not thought to ponder now that he never easily 
finished with fact as the poet is enhanced to enchantment, any 
annunciation in kind as a wiccan dwarf, wandering the drum 
unkind and sloughing life for verbs or issued grief. 

Schools of poetical scorpion eye blood computes with 
symbiotic repartee, their gall which they rotate in comical 
precision, processions limp and lemma in a ship. We stick the 
palm emergent gravy, beaver or a national embolus, an eagle or 
other cows however fat at the end of an angry heart, crude 
musical orifice or democracy of poetical hate. Angelic language 
is the interior use of a thing. Eye covered with entropic ears. 


Deity in this, the whole sense of emergent referents in that, 
affairs of nature scorned in arrogant usage. The vocabulary 
excludes the silence of the images. 

The soul makes a mockery of sight. Fake in a critical 
lake should go very well with the watery variety of the world, 
vacuity wherever the eye or soul should sound it. Our science 
emits the earth. The heat unusually treated as if the weakness of 
that being, guess in its transfiguring periodic rituals of 
perception. Intellectual width elevated to the order of 
metaphysical justice. 

Ramble a new stare or course of hands in port. Salient 
mask in kind, in good ear shelves and words their influence, his 
news lights soil to musk the fittest labor. Melody that time aligns 
as a birth of elegy. Name never soft who brothers his own with 
wine. Inspiration as in a fount above these commas. Though they 
see the real and see the compressed life and renovate the 
readings to know what crawls in mention, seen vulnerable 
returned from foods as punctuation, then I became another, or 
such is the hope of the winged this. 

Than as well as taken other ones. Wrecked amid 
terminal abandons. By many inscribed in these granted therein 
its magic low. Giving some of history to repose and historical 
wish. Too sure that thought is a fluke of the sky. The poem exists 
as an effort to be heard. Mentioned the poet myself as if in no 
other vulnerability of speech to let its stuttering silence be there 
as issued raiment of its going. 

I don’t consider imponderable that I am the thirst to 
suffer this gift of nature as heat and giggle enough to kill it. 
Worn is to be totally a poem ably writing, persona either too 
much conceit or concocted to noun recounting facts, read as an 
article returned to steam of meanings. Ergonomic tease of the 
heart’s imposter. Words alight in a jural freedom, marred by 
loping pearls. Not to write but to approach another as a greater 
sense of poetry. The goal cannot exist as an end of this. 

The range of ostensible others. Human bejeweled 
reliance, wearing art and poetry on their watery hems, gown of 
possibilities withering to apathetic thesis, one fiddling with 
mythological veins as if the intimacies of life were a signature of 
projection, held to a strip of foraged poetry. I find some kinship 


mediated by tissue and witch. Precession of the bloods against a 
bleary tooth. 

The unspeakable which creates the seemed. Intimacy 
of the hand and generative art. One mind forged as poetical 
artillery. I would call the eye an artery of the mind, in that its 
thought is screwed to recount the heart without, what is inside 
somatic and misguided. The letters in front of you make the you 
in front of me. 

By analogy to disagreeable nature facile and the right to 
pillage is broken up bleeding in their reading or less than allure 
adopts therein to attain a carriage of sheep lint signifies nothing 
though you add in italics has not gained by a nod to the 
unalterable bind appreciable in heights memory goes to eye the 
witness not satisfied but seen refined in hubris he disposes the 
chief value of money or the constant fact of silence and to which 
all words are alike thus being prudent who can articulate. 

Sought the use of embers are not moments within 
theirs in sound sequential emblems to junk or hills lying and in a 
squirrel the log cognizance of partly cabinet scruff a cream of 
leopards which came into coil blowing the vine eye blood 
tingling internal exteriors the goblet hand his mystic versatility 
whelmed in template divination sound commandments sinecure 
which dust predictions hinge and basement west diluted every 
thought by mange would make the eye as doubt. 

Foundations of the spinet ear teeth spirits teaching 
moral as it is the morsel tints and hairy body gulfs suborned in 
favored morse face and rueful grace announced the body emits 
the soul and dots superfluous form to find ourselves stubborn 
but in a holy waver we stand before our glasses to appear reverse 
in external tincture bursts into apparent sound therefore sun or 
cherry physics raven but not these archived nuts pronouns said 
of urges in the splendor’s suction the usual science away 
hovering within one step of the night. 

We know not. May put the veracious guess in us. In the 
sinus realizes and far watchman understands, spoken on the and, 
unerring voice. Sacred nerve we call his riven principle. Still 
watches for a truth until he reads a what as poem, what rivers, to 
be broken in which I live are the heavens or a norm. That will 
reconciled animated by a no. By which they night into the 


science, better than to be postponed and of the sleight. 

Symbol for enough some poetry with hyphens, all 
poetry is perinatal. Words most of the possible belated. That 
they are aleatory terminals, fan or be made out, and are weighted 
with those who do not plan the singing in other words. That the 
pixel is a syntax which widens at the stroke of caress. He could 
toll to know the rotten form. Sway is to be dilation. 

How to locate poetry in the musical flavor of a cow. 
Gardening is the verb, reduction to make a purse of netting, all 
thought twittering to me my parenthetical places. I think 
enriches to me is filament or fiat, interested in how the self is 
gulfed, gently explored. Painting a horn as a sparrow, role of 
libretto in assizes, typefaces or the reason I write. For me the 
bovine is a swaddling novice clan, I experience the at as 
movement towards the eye. 

Ornate on a softened paradise, but pustule hat of the 
western duration, ancient and fat as our selves. Numen 
experiential study for a mandolin, ribbed darkness never stable 
beans. To lisp the historical archery, an anal tonic I write about, 
altitude opens upon a field, little hairs, some kind of kinetic 
mimicry. Calculations include geometrical singing, song 
depends upon spelling, tool and tooth spilling in a loop. 

Sniff but the cause to salients breathe. One social 
funnel through the synapses, funky ankle, so rather the rife 
ledge now than the feral principle of atonement, to gain a point 
you occlude the song of its subject. Carve out the toad is a start. 
Leaves stipple thimble, open shapes in this nightly pen. 

Cry easily of ice, symmetry of the heart, not yet within 
the aerial geometry and the images sworn in a centered 
recitation, your uprising the fact and ritual act, there is no 
mountain shrewd enough to inhere in complacent fiat. Hear 
such sounds for place the silence saw. Every word the commerce 
of a noun and its conjunction. 

Sand polis, ill then the eye, power of form to swell from 
logos, fitness the stiletto, soon and all of finer blemish, witness 
fear of ghetto fog to drag the earth for frost. Tryst and thigh are 
wings. Emblems whereby there is no nature, low signs and hiss 
of occluded symbols excluded from an answered polity. 

Ankles the body summarily inhere where stand refines 


the face is heavenly. They were naive to halve the rations. Being 
moved by banal and rational natures. Gyrations of the state of 
fugues. 

Argyle of face, an eye, the value of frolic and earnest 
halves. Work that the lift of is truest music most also often lost 
so cannot hold him. What joy I friction now, clouds and sand the 
gems transparent, fiction my nature apprehends to extend what I 
am doing. Women kind and known in satin sounds satanic. This 
foreign animal I now renew I knew but then the whole if mantic 
eye her forms as if for exemplary suns. 

Such an advance grime who shares my yellow urge. 
Terms have been sold for songs, so no more need for sounds to 
needle lives into the words this destiny tilts as one mantra 
viaduct the little words neglect. Doubt is to find the sounds 
unwinding open gorge, ankles himself away in mastered will I 
am, speaks alone which clone in order only rings as everything is 
forth. 

Myself a poet and an essay on it, poetry as trashcan beef 
found in a trace of amyl trance or grace. Not a piece of light 
erotic in false mittens. Spontaneously from tiles to incorporate 
masks capitalizes in sensations often fasting and betting sacks 
stands observations of silent society and nations. Coherent in 
the prearranged analogies. Artfully otic scoff or bribery to 
breathe a poet, end of the tether that balance and meat banal, off 
course is its developmental force. 

Spindle poetries that haddock wings. It was no longer 
promise, humus distorting our vitamins within it. Roaming the 
jury as knowledge of himself. The lines of the gate point to new 
lines of possibility. ’'m loom itself if night myself a gust of 
affluent identity after the minimum personal addictions. Sound 
of thinking. Foreign completion less adjectives withered 
barbarous in hours. 

Palpably key spun as guess in parable any other way 
into the serial of that I am certain in vision starts from hardening 
stomachs marriage of the wading rose and its readers just results 
in poetry there in front of you search for the great blue lines 
hidden in the ink the unstable window the bluff of poetry. 

Should be the spoken base in news. Purges their 
erasure of poetry to serve as well expressed. The stories of 


mental thorns needful utterance suggestive tips. Word chatters 
memory hams. When he vaults experience in thought, when he 
flips the garden to sound all angles of spelling significance, 
width a terrible spring in every word. Also we use guessing our 
sentences in the oval eye. Bled to divine forbid. The land 
detached from the whole whistling of the poet. 

Flowers self knowledge cranial powders responding as 
if in a faculty of waters. Bee soap gizzard the beatific totem poet, 
angular as a poet to tooth. Forest ball hasps mint in linen eye. I 
find that nurture whole carnation rapture who lives as butcher 
after life and notes. The major coach not a superficial chat. 
Slight as definitions, but wheels the fleet to breathe a toss, would 
count a court of stone and ham as beauty’s doll. Certain nature 
of his mystery by which he arrives in words. 

Seven whirls moot from cloudy tonic. I bring my world 
being my word. Knot know the wound admires his skunk, harm 
the ground sounds against an ocular air, sown as before in sand, 
though he can lead the night to vanity, no letter gland worthier 
impudence. Pounce meant an ounce becomes its newt. Scald her 
creatures disabused. Dressed as a type better than its letters. If 
you hold things more expedient expressed through a causal 
nature we can draw out its spirit as diction of the impressions if 
only for this reason. 

An architecture of genesis under thought. Hewn 
thought renewed within the wash. With the experiential floor 
when the world was young. Holes appeared in the work, grown 
radical and out of line. Radial buttes, coiled siren mold. The 
coast of heaven social and seamed with earths. Distance which 
was to crisis the roaming split. Whimpering hyphen admits the 
pillow leaf. Poetry has blithe the whale sidereal flour. The 
moments are silver scissors where all silent form evaginates a 
light. Ripe wound as sash in vows. How much proffered ground 
below. 

The cleanse of surfaces layering the meanings of that. 
As we read the sinuous minstrel offering. Today along the sod. 
Clout without the mythic cranny. Vivid, arboreal suction read 
from the poem itself to seal the spout of real colloidal taste. 
Moon eye in my cloud. The poem that has, that has. 
Imaginations of a lateral poetry. 


Once everything thirst in a different from. Form of two 
in the morning. One plays with sound to vat or please restraints. 
Forms less harm connected to the periodic syntax of things. 
Flowering eye, I have no idea. These things felt thought decides 
to cut outside. Hints that you cusp to anoint towards place. An 
other inheres in poetic floors to ask the sect as sound or 
intervention. 

Blank crest of after all. I write poetry is or else has 
never written is about to cry poetics in order of a grief. Below the 
sailor stands for the spiritual brainstem. Mimetic entirely 
biological theater of objections. Only to be discovered snared in 
no longer a domain against our values. A sluice of sense between 
the fairly lapse. 

Gem moronic ceiling ploy. Prepositional gardens 
where the subtle offal struggles. Ecstasies of thematic fate. Form 
as such an unconscious obligation of attention. From the excess 
of my body to the top of my song, meaning itself jeweled in the 
wake of poetry. Cracked analogous seeing almost sings. The 
organic slant of anarchic gland aesthetics. Swerve together 
under garbled truths. Fire rife striations of planar mystery. 

What was scion illustrious spelling ladle of the 
powdered prophetic brew. Things mean law which is an opening 
in the memory. Eye grease in which the words are found to arrow 
related lists. Play of dictionary blight expressing the poorest 
trough of porous light. House among the wounds tradition fails. 
Signature exhausted by its signs. Seam them yet witness should 
be the local poem. Suppose a new word so openly to the evil an 
anvil reflects, proposed so express to only cavil the open defects. 
Kindness ascribed to the culpable airs. Dislocation archives the 
ugly things we attain as wholes. 

An index of hours answers to a moral corrosion. That 
quiver then if these. A religious finery regulated by the cry of 
sense. Stand so fatuously referent of nature. The celebrated 
whole a periodic nurture cultivates love in rumors. Rooms 
grueling spin their choice of what wonders under dogs. It is the 
ludic which holds these hastening no doubt. Power which holds 
these things a church of wind rains stable in dreaming thought 
the symbols suture. Flowered by life in words undressed myself. 

Time into the heat about appointed heavens within 


meat. That he does not in that I should. A little way from song 
feeding against bits of fall. I tumble docile exaggerations as 
aspects of my guide. Wing these victims over wilted nature. By 
word his wish annulled of openings which bequeath. Nature 
offers a language being under the object. Far below the 
stretched codes the ichor breeze expressed as symbols breathing 
art. Every line is no body without its character compressed in 
health and fallen on sympathy. 

Animal plan into the teeth of thought. It has a new 
thing buried in the original. Fury will tell us hope as a history of 
fortune. Few confessions remembered when I violate that genus. 
Violent head bled left his lift in work unbidden. A hundred 
thunders in him washed to threaded words. Beast was the 
credulous sign of man, silver the grey of sunrise woman 
returned, to be at that twice farther than the yellows were. Cheat 
to know then every roof by youth, these stony minutes lead that 
the oracle sounds behold. Sound events streaming all night, and 
no one knows the price of the world, there is a sentry of opened 
layers present in the eye. 

There is a serpent of open layers present in the world of 
words, a gathering of frames I write as sullied body, awaiting by 
way of transfer the energy to mask a poem. Squeeze error or 
taper eye. I would like the clinch covered with a slant of images. 
The refuse to make a pith. Styrofoam is experimental. 

A writer is a mask neither real nor mulch. Drive filled 
with the twine at eyes. Which is to say the customs of doubt 
arrange our thoughts, but there are consequences of significant 
difference between unconsciousness and silence. I have halved 
haven diction death to write a poem kindled justice may be fire 
in connecting width to use. I may deflect a few posits, haven use. 
Deposits forgetting from one post to the flex. A poem is the real 
allied with thought. Flux so natural brook to look cleansed burns 
inside the book. 

Less dirigible than dirt. Garden towards a reap. That 
the reason is a bracketed bird no kinder once associated in fire 
order. To advance the humus lopes about another short. At the 
ends of torn individuals pose. Participates in the facial epic. 
Born within the creature dance silent as a berry. Sky poem 
assumes a token entry. Poetry evaluates the dust it does not 


produce as mythic coinage in italics. 

The craft of the eaten is entry. Lush to implode the 
moment, present glass positioned in conditional delights. The 
temporary escape from ordinary poetry as a taste of freedom 
lived above the class. The book marks the dance a physical 
aesthetics kneels. Languages practices the sickness of kindred 
suns. Almost slanted breath to write a bind. Cup the pleasure of 
reproach to writing. Fact maintains an important thrive into the 
excess of things. Wind a garbled kind of trident eye uncovering 
rubbed on often the isthmus of desire. 

Obscenely even floors betray connection. The grass is a 
nest of thoughs. The low only a raise of as. Green beats symbolic 
mirrors more pungent than manic justice. Just as we chore 
utensils, can carrion breathe into an imaginative norm, that 
which he was preparing to stitch was rich enough to covet a 
covey of books both flew and known. A few spectacles we 
arrange as tentacles. We are the symbolic few in dull simplicity. 
Words once washed in defects as default. The evil lens that 
mythology unfolds. Nature mirrors the lamp as a strike of eyes. 
Expressive form signifies the living code, the referent attaches 
return to thinking as an artificial thing. 

Edge since every entry is phenomenon and 
observation. Deep beauty that we fable of the sound. Bechive 
thoughts susceptible to all others. Ifthe fascination does not it is 
over with her, nose though they emit in their choice tribal 
qualities or a scorn of the hunter. When grate as your historical 
thought therein he is not the present commandment. Sent him 
his loaves blood wood and iron, which we can secrete, 
identifying the supernal readerships. Driven coast drips 
attachment. 

Neck into the clouds. Still affirms itself a novice against 
the other clouds. Skill to rise its way into the heat, like a dread of 
water or leavened blood. Iron into my hat that mold of night. 
Have lost my face faith fate blithering the hair of me. Guess 
within the lashes of new hours. Has ensured a nascent sound 
affirming play, higher beacon roses to resist him. The second 
wonder as an eye. Your ear as close to error as the older values of 
excellence. Wealth of images is more than ever a symbol of 
things in thought. Ash in the genus of sand, all foolish qualities 


of the life, a perception of unborn thought into the goad. 

Edge of its own and sound. The forms are the ecology 
of thought. Thought is a previous eye. Ash a whole nerve of him, 
mercury each mirror and all of silence. Each new word seems 
always wound anew, now how much I was mirrored by the site of 
night knees rambled in the noon of youth. Loud knots telling 
when, cloud or crowd could telling nothing. Birth howls in the 
sea and sounds of sand. Spit out the staples to breathe a 
compromise. Entice had the night that was roaming moans, no 
more beans written as the hat. That wonderful pill still sparkling 
and inherent. Nature hones these fires in every pore. Some 
interest in the lit it may concern. Who or what should site. 

There is also an opening to reveal the thighs. We are 
entangled at the site of our words. A poem is an analysis of the 
mysterious rays of sex. The poet inheres in otic rot. Objects all 
the way over to the lemon. Lemniscate like a newt. Furry poems 
to breathe a rip. Nothing to do with corn pictures the reason 
butter soap Inuit lace seven entries into the wall of sound. 

Sponge of lamp bland nothing. The tenor prayer 
spilling to play the mill. Girth the weight of almost itself. One is 
bottled to obey inside the mimic. The unreal havens are the real 
verbal sketches. A few phrases or worlds in which the poetry 
happens. It is the freight of the poem to connect the upper 
sands. From one moment to no slip dismissed. Every eel a 
negligible poem. 

My social compass flowers self expression, because I 
have a necklace written in the mumbles joined. What one has to 
arrow and seep achieves, north of the frontal informations. Mast 
or towering layers illogically appearing. What might be 
peppered through direction the forms concern against a 
personal value. One might commit to a cosmic circle it generates 
in an obvious way. 

Language not to nibble the knees is free from 
aspiration. Maple songs as they slip off their conditions free 
from associations. Situation disguised as pending to your own. 
Cold fire can only eye the nose as the heads were taken. Erotic 
rope the material gun. Unconscious which accrues to the 
enigmatic evasions. Aspect beckons the naked I, seems to 
moisten the jungle aspect, floor unnoticed or curled in blood. 


The necessary beacon is neither. This truth is a naked hiccup in 
the smile. 

A new persona to unveil the impersonated genius, 
juggle availed to gender soup, foresworn vocable wax. Word 
everts the wand, all that wisp the poet thistle deceived to steady 
beginnings, treat my chains opaque and ailing frown. Relations 
seen as trifles rifles seem. Life will night the signs knot day until 
the shale shall fall invited clams. Fruition is its vital fiction. 

Form of the open thigh to experiment the appropriate 
discourse of congratulation. A case of capers which aerosol 
resolves. The among so syllabic feelings thigh and bite. Weapon 
weeps to be a tin, its written passage getaway. 

Particularly invention sudden within the idea of verbal 
ambition. Disparate seems born in the white of a voice. I’m not 
that hidden in insufficient thought. The poem marinated in 
silent difference. The basic understanding of poetry is that its 
whiteness counts. 

Imaginary bean perception, shuffle bean the lager hurt, 
fist auteur typhoon. I have nerves explained semantically. I feel 
the intimacies of individuals altogether material and in time. I 
see poetics explained either by entreaty or a wounded silence. 

Threatens to plumb the albino kiss. This is the yelp 
help’s keeping. Readers aligned in the unacknowledged kelp. At 
a certain despairing fall you halve these letters into the thesis of 
trees. 

Conversation becomes the fife of helmet examples. A 
small lamp hand typed by moral wrists. Last canasta inside the 
floral box. Lists of words as if read in the bailiff mind. Parliament 
of collapsed purposes. Day is well having exhaled the night as 
ash. Came to us that a poem is the relation of sacred purposes as 
such to observed and vulgar dilations. Vulture dilutions. Blue for 
biology as it is. The words that make the plans of nature. 

Science is nature answering to its darkness. No wonder 
it is an active theorem. Please evaluate the importance of 
enchantment within the universal bliss of symbols. Hunters 
famous menace of leisure. Affection irrigates the written horses. 
Within him as a sympathetic lamp. The living order playing a 
northern golf, not to explicate the gulf of nautilus. Body the 
inward grave of class overtly rites. 


Frisks will carry sand is bound to hang. Perceiving 
merely bent or piercing the flights of fish. Never inhaled the life 
of the eye. Possibly buttered leaves observant hovel. Fidelity to 
the hoax of beauty or thought expressed in punctured language. 
Carpenter appears in musical silence. A jumble of blind seance 
arrays. Plastic being used in every gland, therefore the effect of 
church is harmony, we should bleed our rests on this. 

A plant or armored nature. Whim of time or the form of 
order. The richer inquiry requires a native poet. | remember 
tidings tilted beside the table. He has a wrench and had a witch, 
an inch of which was changed, at home we listened. In the 
bastard aurora seeps a wash of fiery mulch. Shackled to his 
pears. It is musk under yolk this knot expires. He fancied her 
fires as avid beams. The poet secretes an artifice of 
interpretation. 

Not only read on the pad never heard but both of the 
urgent others then entirely now the self. Poetry from a geometry 
of not locating. Those of so much soberly not avidly eliminated. 
Antics eroding the abyss. We are too deeply torn by wilderness 
to error. 

Aspect also nickel thorn about its written hand. 
Something like a drop of ragged honor. No point in the timely 
harmonies of wind. The pen is a leafless ink, rose deeply nickel 
sighs. 

Eye piety into the obscene thought. Circumspection is 
an offensive of orbits. The meaning of the at is the rose of the 
smallest birds. Bare serried nerves accustomed to excite. Speak 
in the edge of doors as an alloy of new facts. Nude actions sever 
us from afar. We use the wicker guess to knot the needs of 
poems. Every new enormity is a truth of the world. Mythological 
openness to exuberance. God is the sound of nature’s violations. 

Everything remains brute in the ear, not yet hovering 
over the proven furor, or if a love of this resides in the only poets 
whereof their words express as values in riding blend, the 
worship you talk is mangled by imitation in nature, the earnest 
beauty to the natural end of ace, but sincere as the meaning of 
the senses. 

Then leaps murals performing that he is proven slow, 
the given in the veins and issued fowl. Abut the leman books 


shall leaden nooks. Pith in the eye. I would be agape, unnamely 
by the poet’s bread when beauty’s elder value full enough. Bleary 
image pings and admit of the whole. Expression worm is a ball of 
strife. Beauty full of a lesser bounty. 

Equal adorns in the prior to renew. Experience will 
beaten carnage waiting for its innovated morning. One 
mourning near me at withering blew. Ether that tall but gladly 
attic. We sat bruised before surmised apprise. Arch of the lute 
and door of the shroud. Heard spirit has animated the viral day. I 
spent the aural sadness in a nervous advent of hymns. We know 
that wall to be our hours. 

The hidden surfaces of the verbs, a sense into the 
puppet of all that is. Increasingly inane compliance during the 
reading work. Wine or another’s anise, robed in dulcet curds. 
The will to have some fever towards the reader. Open to be a 
monocle that thinks in newspaper allegations. One serial moon 
worn as the hinge of glitch. One myopic moose the width of fall. 
I would like to poison the pointing of fingers at a drought. 

Like the Jack of Gods. Who gets up in a month of 
calves to render a body stalled. Tradition is bound with pills and 
free to hone the sane. Which susurrus of things is the motility of 
the poem. Every idea is a whitening of the groin. The original 
sign of the mind or its somatic fact. Sign begetting the form of 
only place. Poem seems a detriment to the verbal music of the 
eye. No lodger privy to another lapis. Chosen detriment is 
intention. 

Delicious ego in what I squirm. Join the mention to the 
tenet. Bled for a certain guess of clown beneficence. Door in 
various states of self. Whatever lies outside a realm of spatial 
pallor effects the bodies it speaks and ferments an eye. The 
essential nature of suspicious conduct is confrontation and 
dynamic mucous. This union cleansed by the arsenal of words’ 
agenda. Lights seven salvage feeling antic words. Hurdle chins 
in nightly sex dishevelled. Reference to our hyphenated fears. 

Assertions mask the buttocks. Assertions are durations 
exalted in enduring thought. In deeds yet given the reader’s 
intuition. You either write with the hand or habitual intentions. I 
know the scoff of fevers warms me. I know the hiss of poems 
warning if a cough. Innocuous aim is resistance to creation. The 


crimp of nature is reality itself. Often enjoyable wrought 
ungovernable instant. To mumble the moon bolero under utter 
involution. Abuse of resistance is a harlot of deduction. A mist of 
verbs reduced to the shells of life. 

Furnished pages behind veils. Mixing words contains a 
gathered being. I study what answers as document. A poem is a 
lesson of parenthetical causations. I would like could cut our 
suddenly cold. A few independent realities disclosed by paper 
lacks. All poetry is a silent spice of God. 

Eye over is as it stands. Sings to simmer hinge to touch 
the brace. Each to join all ceiling cleansing. 

Tip detects its church as mutually worth utility against 
a written attempt. 

Open birth under ground. It is an entry. Elf revealed in 
this hand lifting its jumbled forms. From its eyes which auction 
the venerable fable. 

For the work derived from a world of addition the poet 
is an empty smoke of vivid soul. Improvises to entertain breath 
always signifies how connections. When I write a beat about a 
dance ample with idea, I begin another trance you reel with 
gulfs. Ash once the potential burial there, in navel harps less 
charm. I don’t knife the berm. 

Between towards written a motile beam. I often think 
poetry to realize potential. Try your hand at attending. In there 
for you a poetry which trickles nothing. A poet is a 
pandemonium particle. Subtract the slants from cranial 
dissolution. Vatic jasmine thief. Forms an abstract basin of 
pretty knives. The ethics of words no poet invites to investigate. 

Appreciate your power of making pleasure. A poem is 
the fragrance of decorative such. Fire is the thrall of 
contemporary pleasure, tying up the robes to squirt its lyric keel. 
If I read a breath I feel a gift of felonious poems. Lyrical mileage 
dies in the lake of poetry, impossible as a code of arson. To lasso 
the sense contrite against the appetites of my others. Throat 
permits a gate to rise in the introductory scratch. 

I don’t transmit the thigh of genre as the labor of poem 
myself. Material from finding the eye stuck within it. Seems to 
me that the heart of a page is about that turn to doubt. Because it 
is, its end is greater than its beginning. What is in the process 


that has my process in it? 

The most facile of torrid vigilances. Consecrate the 
landscape as an order of webbed grief. Natal gliding translates to 
mind. It is a mechanics of exhibit which remains. Until any 
approval of central breath cites its zen as night. Not silent dust 
but before the railway graves. Circumstantial miracle is the 
world of the poet. 

Philosophy populates the badger grace. Bald morality 
sidereal in a loom. The barren cognition of lyrical stars. Figure 
while jumping shall beat the fallen marks. Conventional glare of 
poetical mauls. Beyond the appropriated prism of the world. 
Pictures arrive distinguished by their natural facts. The honed 
thigh of thought, nightly omniscient. 

As the wisdom sows the verbal path in hands. If the 
fable sows the habit twined with the forms of cheese. Heretical 
soul speculates the reverent wife benign. Passage is the universal 
life of sensual harms. Bodies phrased as existence of the self. 
Nightly heard clear images. Therefore keeping mantic in 
conjunction. 

Perils prior to complex singing. Several occult harms 
less charming eyes. The reader is a real. Could be in utter 
butterfly to glint the integer. 


§ 


EUDAEMONIC 


1. 
At deep is adequate every word her speaks. Lame or nests after 
their heels, kneeling to one every intellect. Deal all the words 
deaf if we must saying origin of eye most. Gentle gust of argent 
and embolus. The way the gist finds the each. Language is 
infinite fossil mass, brindled cup of images, long ceased to 
becoming the one thing after another. This eidolon grown out of 
ocher, a certain eudaemonic dust, almost timocracy to baptize 
her. 

To the deeps of after speech but raw individuals sausage the 
solitude of these sculpted forays, rubric the public garden bade 
him hapless quell. He rose combed and saw the nibbled dreck, 
for mane below his chisel, beautiful youth who parsons one 
herself. Is molt to his altered buttons, orgasmic or idiocy of the 
gyrated ash, as in twain to shame so they paint. Far maroon the 
metamorphosis binge into the splintered melody, sound as the 
model of the form. 

Quickly learned and conscious lecture doubled, beside his 
pocked retreat and ludic pubis, inculcate through his human 
door recourse to thought’s reverse allied with speech, intelligent 
flavor without the flurry of its organs. Offered to butter the 
withers, take no ancients where none has lost but with his 
instinct the ego, within the divided crannies of matter to wonder 
us into nature. Word highest and unread narcotic. 

Rafters why the green forebodes, in evening spite her poet is the 
noon. Things sometimes glance and giving the inch rejoice. The 
poets majority and intimate history through the olfactory at first 
a stroke of moments, symbolic itch the etymological languishes 
in itinerant consists. Language is made of exemplary use, have 
thought the poet names reap to it any than. We call nurture the 
second nature of exchange, natural in language towards another 
grave. 


2. 
And pierced into using his freezer production of necessity, 
normal the passage only stands in younger days, the point 
directly which, what mirror minions he could table against the 


lore of dawn. At which it came tranquility and in the form of a 
becoming, as it is said: all possibility also resigns himself as the 
form in which it is expressed. Expression is only lake when 
liberty of the retina. The eye tends to mind the verse like 
thought-songs, their changeling options annulled by sound or 
soul. 

Telluric lectures united in manure fist his possessions. Class of 
an intellectual debacle of things. That there is a grovel clan 
hidden at all risks to roll his cirrus grimace of the universal 
words. Poet that knows somewhat wildly or porrect, used as an 
eristic and suberous oriole. The sith of the intellect is the aloe of 
the traveller. Whisk dusk viand musk weed topaz, we must do 
with the world as if in a folded dare. Opened folds are the hardest 
wings to apse. Carrel love, the nimbus wine. 

Reagent phenomenon of the standard moons. Stars with men 
and goiters of thigh horses, maker of the naked markers, science 
of naming others after their essence, thereby the archives of 
doubt as the boundary of the muses. For bath was a neath for the 
hearer to the word because once a brilliant neigh. Continuum of 
the immaculate simulacra. So lambent in their recondite origin, 
but then as not is one step nearer, not art but a pict of a wattled 
tree. Read motion as cherry and does not floor the lettuce. 


3. 
Transcend and leap the starboard taught me pincer end, in the 
prolapsed game elapsed ascension forms. I knew in my never 
youth which sliver unable to tell directly. Wonderful indirection 
into his habitual before eternity touted or to express this truth. 
Fruit of the marble tect as such that the referent agitates against 
the poet niche. Agitated hiccup aurally anew. The eggs 
themselves tapered images on the recto. The whole of ulterior 
essence in his organic forms. Strands milt in its daemonic. 

Britt which every brine the energy of anew. Inherent to the 
natural energy, individual mange, by unlocking the ethereal 
tides with slat up to the lift of its law and into history, the poetry 
of animals. He speaks some grith sleazed from alum solum, 
brume of the intellect notwithstanding its celestials themselves. 
By nectar as thought on his horse’s negligé. Blind his road so 
gruff this wondrous spit. Noon passages sound the meiosis 


through our possible thirds. Aversion to reason whereby the 
barely bardo. 


4. 

Suns them as the animals wound by virtue of language hand. 
Sometimes and not another. Detachment is the forgotten 
language of the tomb. Breath of the eye is the currency of the 
speaker. Have been opened the limestone shells of another 
which now is their poetic. Comes as a leaf naming it outwardly. 
A self our own hand’s regulus. 

The possible so far. Time the neighbor has a narrow security, 
remember forlorn of the statue built by wonder. According to 
grand as he strove to fashioned the coves whose aspect became 
silence. Thought whole manners in which thinking totipotence. 
Paints their aspirations otic. A copy of the eye into a higher thing 
everted. 

5. 

That the beyond is capable of ironic abandonment, power as a 
draft he can suffering throng. He is caught through his plants 
and only when nettled mind. Not intellectual relics fremitus or 
direction to express the inebriated loge. His reins orphrey to 
fimbriate, animal us to carry this instinct thought. This is the nib 
flows into a metamorphosis. 

Hardly phrased the beast of deliberate thinking, refuge and ixtle 
through cerulean hijinks. Copper ideology, paper language, 
gnosis is a collage. Never burgle the sanitized junket. Couth 
seductive virility, voice of the toes. It matters teeth at definitions 
to divulge the justice havoc. Lyricism that relies on a frond of 
talk. Into a sense of lineated plenitude foraging this makar. 
Belittling to the eye environs. The lark operates against the 
pome. 


6. 

Pions in other vacuum. Eluct the brand of possible people. 
Ground language into writing itself pheromone trophy 
christmas, scribes are his ribs methamphetamine. Self portrait of 
seditions and salad address. Time as they proof the moist of gin. 
Flour peeve geese reminded mittens. Procedure is the ingot dew 
lobes darkle in the text. Peril of pearls and mastic hives, shape 


sharpened by which reminds us. Writes about towards into the 
body. Altars of romance bled an alphabet. 

Mesmerism concealed between mediate intents. Fails to preen 
the eagle neatly not. View of the raceme from a social aperture. 
The contemporary mackerel guns. Grass to define the cavern, 
the selection into his own streams, through a written anger. 
Suage colic the caffeine winery. Victim the semblance writing 
lies. From the autistic weeds a vision language. 

Cavity as an urge. Stein of error writes burning of choice as 
debunk. Dermis modal writhing terns to wine the lyric novel. 
Eccentric decal an impish think. Political shirk or shock of 
debutante debris. Yet is the unravelling of the grill into an 
unauthorized money, bribery of authority witness cliques. What 
dares identical we weave as difference. Cognates melt into a 
groove. Abruptly dove from satire glance. At having creel once 
homage to our eye. Sustenance and grief dulled by heretical 
eggplant lyrics. 


7; 
Snakes connection of language antic against grucling ants 
accrues contretemps to foreskin burin stipend the vacant tent 
describes as a catalogue of hilarity. The feral ally permuted 
before the same attack. Romantic valences of the fecund lime. 
Gallons of poems sprinted her April doubt. The nekton rewrites 
poetical dew as the history of flown intuits. Eager which are 
limbered reflex. Which lotic perimeters pearls maintain as 
avatars. Backwards priority of the tastes. Interpretive story of the 
calender. 

Postmodern scurvy to so much snot. Erection that consists of 
frustrating wert. More catholic sperm, freckled vellum wars. 
Features of the mother tain. Collection hands the certain nix, 
mantis instilled in sabbat. Anthology rosin and beguine. Tow gat 
span subscribes belief. Fling poet as question in language lisp. 
Stare murder in the married hand. Door sock marred by cinder 
borage. Reck jess teas the bovid halm. Modern lamed between 
the gulfs. 

The ego of the poet is brewed from a serial guess. Death to the 
postal beast, lark charred by beetle eye, poetic suss to ankh 
against ague. Debit the risk of shackle shut. Engages pat the 


toke of garbage art. Talion caps lytic poll. That is the financial 
argol of the hose in tone. Burn the tine stirred creatine where 
the poet blondes conclusion. We model torn for penitent 
disremembered. What we take to bed bled parched with gyre 
may rise from bend. 

Depth even as networks treen if brother as notable hatch. Berm 
wen in stint experience. The eve of text is museum of the eye. 
Theater which echoes the generous panne. The line beats better 
than lily skews the bets. Semantic rice which is the twiggy line. 
These two poems form a rhapsody of kneecap baklava. And then 
he writes his interference between the shapes of mattress 
numbs. The poem is a mumbled lorn. The second sect infected 
by the poor in tours. Poor tartar embodied by blood potato eye. 
Roam the martyr mantra hiss. 

Repp not already prickle. Fork more gambit written doe. An 
introduction would not be so flume as hair to gift a need since 
the napalm picta maims to shower centrist nosh. Radial shag to 
shirr the comet beef. Rotary engaged in language palmistry. He 
has churned that we still bisque. However gaping macle hies 
these abrin juts. Whether the work hent muffled jinx broom 
midge and languor crawl, writing the bromides rather than 
whippet forz. Stative pestle moons another to prowl the morn. 


8. 

Corned with beaks he rides on river disappearance. Eye his own 
name hint delights in curds. Therefore a sort of dandy our words 
obtained in dalliance, world to the first undressed to word as 
poetry. As sash of the brush to trope our useless remind, he 
seize off the thirst expression hinge by her shut baptizes. 

Infinite truss enhance, mogul to inflated hewn, maverick then he 
was as I am plied. Happens under the burgeoning dais. One day 
the morning breaks many days after all. Mad hospice florid bolus 
crooked on the sandy snood. Blood in the phylum of the hat. 
Objects blaring in a nude type of the sun. The delicate shore 
thrombosis. Less governs the nests of things. 

Sons telluric textile he pylons by itself. Swerves of which quiver 
and girth him. Then next is illegible thunder as the inadequately 
seen. Flower of the teeth its bits to thieve. Font throws tell the 
pectoral way. Eye of the animal reed who can stimulate the suds 


of the mind. 

Glint ligature of the origin. Tally the uses of work we 
sympathize, polemical uses of upset tools, by a chemical birch to 
rake the verbal numb. Cyme of the thought and said to seethe 
the shadows, clan of the fatted bough, multiform unlit to ascend 
the truthful knife. Fly with the sex of passage and wadding grace. 
The poet alone is frisson to the life. He lopes the fore in tremors 
known by the flay we call. 


9. 

Amber that embers rapture, ruptured suture aim remembers. 
For planting eye agaric smiths renew. Wick of this soft seed 
destroyed, croft wrought helm to ponder plat. Damask the bema 
soul and chafe chime ester quern. Sends deathless query into the 
weary kingdom, such was the furry darkness. Flurry past them, 
scurry mention, these sifts flying sonorous flights to threaten 
threads. Bread of the verb evolved from the very melody of the 
vault. 

Mend are intrepid haute they cannot extol. Work with the 
emblems to burke this economic thought. The pail in a powder 
which powers the tongue, noil pealed in independent doubt, 
impedance pendant thought. The accidently truncated 
homunculus, werewolf to the world, glass onion. For through 
finer to things is naught impelling thought, compelling silence 
spelling the littoral of his eyes. Speech flows primal economy of 
the symbols. There a changeling singe forms accordion rue 
science. The animal health and its animated signs. He flowers 
within these as sings. 

Positions of baggage insure automatic language. Night addled by 
bracketed choices. Language crissum that burls the spiny 
metaphor. Neither army nor conflation to formalize the 
smugness of its goals. Research tandem pastiche mended pleats. 
Tears of jacal timber. A holy landscape spearing hope as wept. 
Emic sense beckons historical selves. There are instances of 
fantasy divided by the source to teach. Deference lines the city, 
penetration lined with profound interference, bred here 
bracketed by finish, style of the linnet and ash of the volant 
berry. If text is the end of the present, singing stanzas. If spelling 
affords the body a query of its protocol. 


Pillars romance history paean nature to this drape. Every wear 
rewrites history and so is an open cone. It always evaporates, 
becoming language in reverse. Gardening poets in his torque of 
talk. Foreign or phatic metathesis. Subsequent compositions 
identify and fix matter in the quotidian imagination. Held arable 
to describe the bliss. Greed gives fondle as weed the impersonal 
poem. Mannerism of thistle eclipse. Politics lift the gist of rust. 
Thus the line of history from attrition of sight as this. Poetry is 
the drought of reveal and other negligible styles, muttering into 
an ordering. 


10. 
Mud gaunt with introit ruction. Forb miff gauntlet, descry crib, 
sulfur gulf in the writing, jibes with clang and bidden in the lane. 
Text utilizing the no one talks in their distill of poetry. To 
reduce the body is a possibility for a lento of the eye. Fascinating 
strength into their strategies are compiled a critical standard of 
muffled length. The most dry tinge daring crag. Boxes in which 
she flew was the bottom sheep. Sect soft several clines. Parts 
which the reader sands thin vulture hair. As she has watt 
assuaged any written nothing from developed glimpses. 

Purpose for readers who are follow as minorities. The air 
undergoes collection. Means by which those, that. Lank modem 
pelf infinity. Curiously definition granite granted centered 
selections from convection. Mentioned the names to noon the 
author’s language. 


I. 
Chic letter they carpel retinue. Barters once the victor’s thigh. 
As kneaded the cauldron food in serial landmine. Limits write 
like lopes which voice preens. The operative that composed of 
original tendencies. Reduction of the glands to a radically 
utopian garden. Can we not. At what peril malfunctions reading 
knows. I aligns with the carnal style of eidolon. Work conveyed 
from the great eyes burns through them. Names to define the 
nouns. But for what if. Disorder of these poets dependent upon 
their vices, voices in a vise. Then the dual individual means the 
truth dilates. 

Not so wide after tiny. Violates the decentered quietness. Stray 


forceps strewn in toilets as an easel listening. Invoice as tonality. 
As fire in the nepenthe posits hearing poetical content halved by 
sound. Turning was sown fiction foisted on the eye. Away from 
the nerves scarves flour us in return. The reader is located under 
an empty gulf of words. One sees them beginning to fear the 
openly dramatic. Writer of an iridescent iris or a seizure like in 
reading. Readers covet the suspense suspect. What the seeming 
fragments, doubts erase. Once seams and that. 

Suasion my bowl in condign fins, frown trusive lysin smaze. 
Rinse curt morphs magenta, schools rood probable boots. Sober 
curled the climate, felon language, nasal howl and money press. 
Bitten dance attack on the long tradition as a lobbyist. Language 
with fist ideology, not their twisted submissions in a fragment of 
initiate duction. No anode roe these written gerunds hurt, as 
docetic its cause if paradox. If editors bracketed other instructs 
hiatus. Honey takes the missive turns to name. 

Fed the mansion alphabet. They cornered the letter ‘c’ in 
corrugated canoes. Accidental spelling brooks the not just given 
phlegm. Police in favor of according to what. Representative 
mantle notes. The process of orality resists a cultural 
punctuation. The turn of the text is ratchet, molars which it 
resists, rabid pillars in a storied foam. Fat we camp and thump to 
save we wait. Work is a subjective ontology. That this. This 
impersonal imperative. You see his cohorts stand in read police. 
Statements are joined to our reliance on native guns. Spills us 
gantry mash. Modem verse if not the ground of money. The verb 
teases the steam from the vents. Black fins of the bourgeois 
page. Subjectively divided pours. 


12. 
Postmortem. It is night in the steeple of uncertainty. Poetry in 
which the crimes instill a woven reading. Poetic vice sleeps in 
the voice of the proletariat. Daily understood as lily. This 
emphasis on snoring thin persuasions. Several of the bonds that 
we wilt beneath croak between rope and raw. A critical 
conjunction seeps us into language, daring rags, tergiversation. 
Lines crinkle as if in fits. Carrot the liens we lunch to supper 
cark. Bellows a mumbler hearing health, a number of the pieces 
randomly effective. The volume of definitions is lubricated 


wand. Random wiles. The notes in fact are us, a fictional 
reference. She minced the words into a sentence. 

The neon euthanasia. Poetry caulks language. Their work 
exclaimed their radical diffidence. A few abnormal lists 
sequestered in the teaching. Work adopted by the lure of 
widgets. Sylvan into academic ubiquity, blushed in grease as 
formal pearls, sangria aspartame, immaculate gums and forage of 
poetry. Story dance lentil power if the style of modern gists, it 
means to revel in the canards of the reprimand. Motes in his 
intrusion. The ghost of modern prophylaxis. Because a tree is 
inscribed in it. Introduction to the critical background, neither 
burnt nor wholesome father. Naked histrionics of the traduced 
virus. Ductile velvet. Referral of the call. 

Power intercalates the alphabetical dormer. Empire effects the 
sneeze of a viral poetics. Narrative closure is a product of the 
ether. Thus conceptual tartar pores as suspect thought in which 
reflected morals bask as perils. Laminated salvation can yodel 
the unity. Machine gun bets. Tethered to it thinks in postal 
models. No words to paraphrase the interpolated baskets. 

The prize is its principle gland. Poetry is utility. The book 
attacks the notice. Moral redaction to lubricate the brittle 
essence of the music. Muscular, disjunct expectations. Nerves to 
deflect the ultraviolet lunch. Pipe shaped like the sound of 
buttons. The lines bleed as words. English becomes the random 
truth of reading. She grieves wholesale inclusions. 

Not so long ago, posited as postmodern and disseminated in its 
tropes. Deep as the image of rehearsed confetti. Fed them to the 
margins. Their desire not to tread however reading a poet 
among them. The job of the peril is to mirror forthcoming work. 
The conservative stalactites of the page. They have opened the 
shepherd to an angst of giving. Since post-structuralist poetry 
bears an anachronistic dependence on yogurt, soap shores his 
fragmented adverbs against love’s tissue. Measured by the 
ghosts of postmodern police meows. The dermal modem 
Mozarabic. Peas sing the rare toad’s induction. Central to the 
meat of literary paraphernalia. Leaves them to unleash elastic 
fevers. 


13. 
Interpolated albedo nympholepsy. Political brassard, wyvern 
goulash. Even when its paws are eschewed by the traditional 
headwind. The rejection of opinions by serial readers confounds 
process by turning it into partly this. This is a passage about 
closure in texts. I burse a new style is fiat, gratis dust. Neither 
doubt nor marlin julienne. Opined pilose is ice eyes rete. Polish 
the chine authority. Not for anole to cire the ringworm, 
anthologies of loth consciousness singing in that sense. 

Pun then formal nose postmodern stripe. No less an authority 
than argyle lesion burl. Age of iguana soapstone. So that it can 
be radioactive in an instinctive manner. The door of a poet’s 
work is not a tress to disrupt our formal golf. The standard 
tankard these days rheumatic aroma and rathe attempt. 
Automatic in her sequence has drawn along the page of a book, 
ironing each page of what looks like holes in English fiber. Bird 
of a dictionary for instance written elsewhere. Specious fiscal 
coffle. The word for blur set down in a dictionary. Flat as the 
definition of that. 

An aquiline poetry the modern equine. Through a small, 
confessional nudity to suborn his part in the public nakedness. 
Orgiastic greenhouse misprison, canned lard established in the 
stable wells of verse. Their neon a new word to formulate these 
belated lemur sympathies. Grist and internal restlessness 
acknowledged as legal debt. Geared seams merely curious splash 
against the ruins. Poetry is a complete glut of critics. I will dwell 
swell in the movement’s swill. Miracle gun, mace granite ace, 
sliced ice in a debacle grin. Fend entirely for lilac hints of 
hunting. No lack of winking glints. 

Voice ceils the published language cresset. I snorkel land 
shingles armor to be co-opted. Effect has shed its burning wine. 
We prune the journal of parenthetical words. Assault is a form of 
language hidden in history. Although more towards the making 
to tower masks in granite without lack of a drizzle pickle. A bit of 
the magnet nap. Benevolent theme of eminent selvedge. 


14. 
Tart gift felt continuous tarp. Art of staring into the reef of 
power. Power is an olfactory dew. Text splintered in the riddle of 


deep lasso. Lance cedes written seepage. Text often expunged 
rendition of supple graft. Seeks to irradiate the tannic 
commodity. Are we not the planned interpret, like any style 
within the model of that service, the sweep of modern cough 
connected to the ghost, postmodern prude which doubt 
telegraphs as slut, recombinant doughnut halva, surds on 
theremin borax, sodium luciferase. The poets have arrived at 
belief in distorted syntax. 

Oleander flowers an ingrown code. I is engendered in splintered 
read against. The straw music is only a wale of comose sand. 
According to someone finally the initial tendency. Voice is a 
tissue of gothic emetics. I become as astral voices aborted forty 
years ago. The poet is a rectangular boot. Forked at whittle what 
words attach the kiss to appointed portions of attack. As if a 
Latin germ is a way into the completion of a text. A foreign and 
piceous language, the singly haphazard niello. Adsorbed against 
the selfand reads as ghost. 

Chute shuttle cerns the cold. All journals are members of the 
soberly condemned. It seems as if diction is an ornate 
changeling among poets. Among gloves our boots are a general 
ash. Each night is a statement of fictional versatility. I apologize 
for rioting in the orpiment of language. Presentation is an also 
stance. Poetry is the stance of a word towards its possible 
anthologies. Like the mirrors of the mackerel glance, the powers 
of the muskox paradox seem to acrate a species of mantis 
progeny, to coddle around its fiddles breathing pith. The answer 
is a tenor of tenure. 

Several ways of placing the basic reagent assumptions in the 
book. Bets called authority or canoe. One mind that makes our 
mistakes as a proper plan. To write a lyrical tension with lit 
crashes. Mixed brushes with a standing capsaicin, lashes like the 
capitalist hyle. Gondescending money which creative blushes. 
How to own the comedy of penury. Soon nested in the teeth of 
noon. The earth is the grimace of distance. Lush ache of singing 
in the forests, a rain of knots along the human scale. Ink is a 
lyrical mulch. 


15. 

A daimonion in the archbishopric of the dictionary also suggests 
the seventeenth century as the imminent downplay of its 
unending history. The author is a stance of reality. For example, 
whose interviews terminate on the nervous beach, then 
permuted after them, subsequent to the first which are printed 
jointly. Crashing into the burial grown. The repetitive replete 
with radicals, whereas the radial is replicate, deplete. Delete the 
previous window, existence is an experiment in sectional 
churches. Slits until always in the inch. A change in the romance 
of the poor. History is the romance of history. 

Mangled pinions around a leash. It is. For those. And that. Gaps 
in the variously indeterminate sarongs of the text. Nothing more 
specific than this. Which poetry has a point of view. This crude 
poetry ankles clearly what he smears as smug from glass 
anthology. Messianic echinate ruminates the positron singing 
the kindled dove. Any anthology according to its cohere is called 
a language egg. The egg is the didactic selection of difference 
between the names. Hear by hand and eye. Shell tone set of 
bigger teeth romantics. 

Spelling the idiosyncratic eye to break its sound. Pauses in his 
cognitive ache to write that singing. Deflected as precambrian 
breath. The filter of the signifier is a muffled language. Poetry is 
a wall of words against the work. The age of mixed clicking lacks. 
Plagiarize a house of sexual words. He satirizes his ass as well as 
his gift for authority. The eye of the hat he hasn’t any different. 
Bet recalls the different approach of risk. Joined to the burning 
ash, brushing one’s teats. The gloss of the salt is a platitude of 
suffering. Forgiveness sings in fits. The rain of things in two is 
boiling soil. The will of the night against the wheat we think. 
Nothing but a network in a station of words. Between her final 
fragments and the paucity of understanding, a carnage and a 
dowry seen as insouciant dew. Knee deep in formal prods. 
Jacent as follows. Source lines alto lineal source. A preview of 
the linear subsequent to reading poems. Two of the very much. 
Off course scribble based on being in its way. More than the 
eye’s contribution to the excess of the poem. Need is the 
nervous toe of history. Boat by the way that history exists. Ear 
glint in which way, by bloody into body. If the pores of the altar 


are tantalized by the gastric letters of the martyrs. 


16. 

By the flowers to bleed the odors referentially fine. Eyes without 
the option of a quieter version. More an ear to tally than the eye 
of a tedious doubt. Mood is fed or an epic of hearts. Why should 
into our sharing not come by asking them? They suffer apart as 
time in needles through. 

Is again. I remember arrays, rays, of things, a finite kind of 
nothing. Nobody cares about the gills of once preserved. 
Translated the new agrarian into this atomic knot. Accidents 
which breed the heavens in sand. If losing this world that kinship 
is exposed, so what if she detached a sleepless excess from the 
antecedents of doubt. A wine of words within the wings of name. 
Songs which caress the rubble of the heart. Thus pursued by 
clandestine numbers and read at the end of having. Received a 
residual buttress of wings. 

Pining is reflected garish and verbal which sails like an ear 
sufficiently down the legitimate notes. Concerns are a corrupted 
freight to be maddeningly less pleasing than an idyl, not without 
false story recuperated in the glide of executive paragraphs, 
these fields of nature as the art is called. Sound which does not 
concern what it seems and so makes us silent to the will. Our 
own pasture sung on the poet’s breathless watch. 

Between these generous middle griefs and concerns perhaps 
seen by the reader to introduce his promise some hidden and 
radical changes visible as sound in the historical promontory of 
the avant-garde. Swan never mackle his distinguished born in 
trees. Double the grant by unravelling the gems in prose. 
Intuition is a formal process bereft of definitions. Illness of the 
writing tilting hubris property. So it is not whether. Snow secret 
to the differences rain assumes. By authority of the lake we 
remove from the sand of language. 

Sound through salt as silt of names. Yclept sounds inhabit 
symbolic deaths. Doll hair fangs infatuate what. They are a 
thousand options, but the eyes are given them as opinion. 
Perceives by analogy the innocuous thought of the eyes. Love 
and a lying process turns the word into excess poetics. One step 
nearer than the creature perceives is a foregone allowing. 


Within his helpless life and song of facts the answers are silent as 
an animal growth. To suffer the other as fact he uses another 
form. This is the tryst of history and vegetation. The tenet 
employed by eyes then strewn in a visible wash. 


17. 
Metamorphosis of the eye, thus crime repairs the decoy, material 
and insured by snakes herself. Down from the gift of being 
which this loves or the next day. Eye one holds had night not 
subject to the masked amen. Runs the risk of puns in a new settle 
of eyelid hymns. The individual is an opening eyelash of thought, 
as faceless as fearless seed of accident into song, clamant 
offspring of which they clamor recoverably into the poet’s soul. 
The banal parents are a farther wreath into the nightly angst. The 
down is not the wing. Rotten meat of no beautiful note. 

One ridged soul of thought maintained by precambrian niacin. 
To write the amphibian ghost by withering our endeavors. His 
rain is a church of sand. The poem in which they offer a 
resemblance of less than a singeing of the birds is roughly a code 
of harvests sown in craven reason, admirably modulated through 
the invention of less than itself. Being is a sort of seeing wherein 
the thought-songs form a path of things inherent to the space 
within them. A tendency to spy on the aura of the true name, to 
divine the need of that. 

And absorbs. A through which is a symbol. Things ancillary to 
their birth announce their being in symbols. We do not know 
that the intellectual perception, or else it is forgotten. Stability 
of the symbol he posits as an ornate object. A symbol is a surface 
of the earth, so the poems in their own right serve as serial 
perceptions. He stands as the form of every metamorphosis. 
Creative form follows the fever church. The hand expresses all 
that is less than nature. Gestation of the eye into the soul 
according to the birth of the new. Fire is the economy of 
chemistry. These facts are but a meadow of space. 


18. 

Bled this through the bet inscribed into a night. The activity 
which is partly a holy scoff. Her kingdoms inside the cranial 
fungus. So she shadows the pores. Any one of the spores 


tomorrow a chance to witch this nudity into place. No one wrong 
who rods the words as roads she often reads. She no longer 
needs the will he detaches from assent. The present into which 
the ash has come to ripen. The hinge is neither an explosive 
silence nor its earless poems. Vivacity of the soul is the duty of 
doubt and the prefix of its theme. Their beauty is the irrelevance 
of their random mortality. Poems which swarm beneath the 
buttons of these lamps. As if they fail into the ditch of these 
plump caroms. 

Bred by the eye. So thought is the mountain of the sea. The 
supernal exists as an insistence of ardor. When all the muscles 
dream they are a hand. Pillars engraved on the depraved dreams 
of faith. An energy burns in the fate of minds, next to the glint of 
will and nature. The drone of our song is a code of nets. She 
shells a pair of flowers the petals flair. A tempest hangs within 
the coordinates of its hammers. Night is the symmetry of death 
and truth, we participate by words through doubt. Doubt is the 
highest verbal expression of being born in a circuit of 
intellectual light. By the things into the others. The speaker is a 
ghost of witness. The condition of his eating is the transcendent 
song of himself, an accompaniment to his thought. 


19. 
We fascinate the dream with symbols. We wear these words 
within the ulterior syntax of things. Their old uselessness annuls 
their animate interiors. The symbol of fugacity is the thought of 
the fall. Through the interior into the bitter perception of all 
things. Within the flowing into a higher form, no flowering of 
nutriment in the forms of witness, the world as it appears is not 
an advent of the known, no astral knots to stop at the myth of 
pain. 

A certain genus of poems issued against her self. Whether 
wound through the pouring future or boiled in countless 
silences, each hour has an interior thrown into its parent 
thought. The shadow of silence is a bloom of ripening rage. The 
poet is an accidental form working away from the progeny of 
time. A felonious virtue coils against each farther answer. Wings 
are the fire of immortal censure. Devour the short leap of souls 
the poet assumes as doubt. 


20. 
Is reflected in the previous melody. He overheard dilations in a 
criticism of the air. Some of the inchoate rhymes with the 
iterated notes. A group of fires sunning against our idyllic rant. 
The song is a stubborn knot symbolic of the spirits. This is an 
imaginary insight. The space of the lover is but a study of 
translucent suffering. A poem will suffer his resignation. It is a 
secret hand secreted. 


DAEMONIC 

° 

Palmistry, trail across, trial in the palm, departure in the beast. 
The world then seen in telluric lectures. Intellectual perspective 
threads perception into the dream of us. Our lotus flows in the 
philter, philosophy of the lotic, there is the fate of the emblem 
perishes, truth weakened wheels, but in that you are arrival, and 
evening of thought. Therefore an ode this emanation, new 
thought encoded in iteration, muscles as it is as measured music, 
all of hymn and in which time. Persiflage accrues in the effects of 
poets. Found words metamorphosed into the consequent now, 
constructed vessels into linear definitions, lineal virtues as if 
unbuilt, Vitruvian and aligned. Crapulous maladies culled from 
the beautifully Platonic, Socratic melodies, maicutic latency 
within historical advent, so following in our aporia springs 
indifference. When oral marks exclude the intelligent goads of 
blood. Coffin teeth, other spectral melodies, such normal poems 
in the games of pictures are severed, true neglect and nectar 
nearer to the tendency, the hymn to escape a how! of the jail 
itself. Hence an aperture of beauty, an opening in the growl. No 
fewer other than the vulnerable of attainment, but into a fire 
advantage, there in simple sorcery, can argue the inspiration and 
live against its excitement. Also abuts the heart equated to its 
silvers. Our bed the beauty delivers, knee-deep in the storm, 
thought-ice, alkahest punctuated by coma, whether in a nest of 
us or feathered against a scene of hearts, weathered as a wreath, 
ahealth endured. As is and eyes are. The still not only the stable 
said. When cracked dance winds are peril, when anatomy is 
opening into plants, woman singing into church a statue of the 
pairs. Whatever of their eyes a relic, heir to the yelp of the pores, 
heresy and love of flavors adored in a mode of ardor under ore, 
heavens that never fire the pure to a heat of darkened wine. 
Certificate inherent in the newer wavicle, how a magic of the lips 
is liberation, chirps when adhesive emotion hems the natural 
entrance. Entrance dilates multicolored wands while openness 
lasts forever opulence. Fold the prize this light distended, lost in 
the folded openings of collage, cottage on the brink of the 
vulnerable eye, inaccessible blend of evenings to think. What if 
you construct an earnest concept against the penury of heaven 


aligned with intentions, behaviors worn as an adjunct missive, in 
the poverty of the opening a sloth of scope? The written seams in 
the book of intention, impressions of an empty inverse. 

° 

Framed and so on, thumb, hand and tongue in thoughtful 
conversation, begin to study wherein our hands sap and stand 
upheaval, large figure aligned with the times of the system, while 
drunk on religion we shoulder the shepherd in our hours. A few 
feet within the gift of a man, who blind in honey is dying this 
wonderful work. Spoken when you are never eventually a prison. 
The invisible rain looks over the docks of our chains, locks clear 
to the fattened mirror, armed with a greater depth, therefore, all 
the fates of truth. Doubt of a cave or grapes, fables opening the 
oracular gods, another velvet we sheen divining mulch. This 
makes half of the soul. Aristocratic definitions sour in pointed 
containers. Figures torn from the joyful floor segue into the bold 
pianos. Whole onions dust in notes, who tells us that arced 
incantations arrange temporal the naive animals. Confirms a 
man torqued to death. Upon whose nerves the hoariness of the 
eye, when product sauced within this privacy. Fumes of saliva 
eye the banal exhilarations. Gland to addle this snow, these 
endemic threads renouncing theatrical swerve, quasar refined in 
a science of ravished hearing. These are the auxiliary openings 
of a passage through his body. Gradual relation of the body to a 
hinge of work and tourniquets. Musical plaid the true nectar, 
triad a life of pliers. Eye as it was an offering, sable and blades in 
place. Dissipation of the patio tokens, natural bind of presence, 
the tribe of wine. The lean and chaste pillow saved by narcotic 
milt. Charcoal below the chasmal clearing. 

° 

Memories mesmerized by reverberations of routine form coil in 
aword like the succus of a balm. Corms howl the power to live a 
nation’s meat. Tapestry in a fire of hams. While our regal 
theosophies implore the gods of reason, in a withered drift to 
shift the shepherd eye, where witnesses to the statement offer 
ears, we are in a miserable impasse, morass of remote 
vulnerability, thought which is also the eye of love we anchor in 
our flight. He undresses his dust in a comedy of anticipations. 
The intellect ascends to its uses as history. Opium sea. A species 


of anima, as if catapult or crustacean. Their powers daemonize 
the sculptural tempo, lured to the daze of politics, coarse and 
serial, the alar fact. Which is to think the glove of mantra 
escaped from totem, custom, the inwardness of individuation. A 
great number of poses in the falters of painted wants. Howl 
singing a received freedom. The freedom to cowl in the courage 
of hieratic wonder. Beats vantage to reap the calm, admonished 
knees. The flower of opium, diastole soul, innate, crural, ontic, 
open to the switch we slant in handled fury. Simultaneously 
generative, but belated. Whole conical outré. The glint on us of 
tropic eyes, thus liberation within their words, morphosis once 
beside sidereal sequence. How much of the serial antics shown 
inside as music. Frantic muscles which allay the ingrown glass, a 
class of wind aligned in flowing hinge, flowers unlike the money 
honed from words. Lichen whorled in tithed announcements. 
Nouns south of the house. Charmed in wells, charred bromides, 
by certain indecisions to reason from an excess of worlds to 
animals aloft, afloat in animate root, which is to sing him. Bring 
him the written under a tree of mantic phlogiston, torn from the 
toppled morphemes, speaking heuristic histories. Extremely 
cold within the ardent sect. Climbs up the chiasmus into a nod of 
collapsed meanings. Trite we have offered to flat poverty of 
witness, that which is openly a poetry and plied hinge. Even the 
libel of the book applies to the openness of communication, rant 
endowed with disappearance, skirl of the krill in a dream of 
deferred diurnals, will to err the cells, outside reverberation. 
The door in the snow is a lift of crescent waters. Everyone nearly 
taught itinerant youth. You are the fathom lasso, so a prison of 
words in any form, farm of the astral latch against disaster. Yields 
us to a new swerve weaving stars. Impartial love of thought, dove 
inside the glove, in the imagination the eye becomes its 
beneficial nature. Open lair air nurtures. This is not a new sense. 
A poetic form of worlds. Formal is not stop. I stand in the 
wounded algebra. Felt its severity in the immovable, Platonic 
brain. Sound of solitude defined as a dream of graves. No 
architecture of violence sings the anatomy of love, its 
incantations serried in read susurrus. The wings of the 
anachronism, screed of its incarnation, tared belatedly in sepsis, 
poems that grow on the money tree where each gorge is a 


chiasmus. Flower whitens the hybrid universe, a_ silent, 
compliant sough. 

° 

A door is the hunger of rain. The horse could be explained as the 
rudder of his inspiration. Their descent into the finery of poetry 
is not noises within the toys, all a mannerist form within the 
plaited afternoons. The plant is the anima of the moon. The soul 
of the poet explained in animals. The dry knoll of the cry quotes 
the suffix of the church. A sable openness within the waking 
trains. The shadow of coffee on the saddle of the will. Shoulder 
embedded in the squalor of stone. Hungry pine bleeds 
imagination into the grain. Misuse of the metanarrative. 
Intuition is a symbol for use. Opinions dance around the mental 
ruins. House between the dead office and the blood. Joined by 
wind to sailing anvils. The fruit a strip of loneliness, when 
thought veers through hints of intention to habits and escape. 
Cream of the canticle eye. Liberated from the titles of air, their 
fray free fare, their sough such moral sulcus, so much more than 
an afterword to thought. To think nothing of an expiated orient. 
His thought a frolic threaded with needs. Let me read these 
arteries and criticize the glass. Class read as an entry into the 
plastic arras. Celerity sorts the paraclete. Original bombast in a 
sling of shells. His cosmogony limps through orbits in the cells. 
Bringing this virtue of the world, duality of the word inside it. 
Tobacco or verbal still. Neither poet did not, yearning ducts. 
Vigil of the trembling selves. Neither the exponents of the 
clocks nor the thoughtful hands of a poet. Nihilism instilled in 
gems. Hinge washed in symbolic truths. Power of tergiversation 
to ward the mobile musics. All sound is a greed of form. Flos 
ferri, twinned intoxications, fire-whorled substitute for the 
formal substrate, porrect by centrifugal coning, ace and trey. 
The ankle is an accident of the house. Pentacle, epsilon. 
Morning cobbled from seeds of Brahma and read _ beliefs. 
Omphalos of the oracle in the Delphic key. Thirst of the reader 
should sleeve the private garden. Flowers of iron fold, enclosed 
hexagon, tantric disaster of the seal. Ears or an argot of thighs, 
eyes are a sign. Originally expressed as a grave. Tantalizing 
translation of the mystic mist to dust. Music of the navel beams. 
Breath without the tedium of doubt. Refulgent caul, indulgence 


as a spurious knot. Instead of the head instilled in an algebra of 
stillness. Into the hilum unfinished except for the refurbished 
iterations. The spirit of the eyes not born in cones or froth. 
Comes to an issue of thought not counterfeit as a bet. Felt may 
pivot, drinks of the mask. 

° 

Each sentence is an imaginative mortality. Not to reason the 
norm, but to sing the heated map. He masks the difference in 
symbols of cocoons. The vehicle becomes a conveyance of 
historical consistency. Schism floral as universal meteor rites. 
Truth twined in every reason, mother polishing a gem, ephod 
into the purse held lightly asked. Which others say is just as 
slight. Let us harp the aural signs. Carried into the chasm will 
yearn a thousand monks. The sign a chasmal filigree. Dialogue 
cascades as closure through the catalogues. Sound is a beast. 
The beasts of reference. Into the fracture as intimate violence. 
Cards splash throughout the generative flits, us through surmise 
to a work of sense accepting, then armed with this canasta the 
author folds him in an illness ink, this argument linked by our 
tools to its crutches, keeper of the leaps, to purl a quiescent 
product through the chronology of its questions. The 
numerology of the will in a sling of musical pearls. It is washed in 
a vine of weary wines. Our eyes, withdrawn by a love of nature, 
which shop the baronet in a key of hirsute delight, should float 
on the edible keening of the heights, air consommé blood blends 
in froths of water, stump anodyne eye shines, to pump the 
convolvulus aftertaste consumed in hindsight soup. If thyme 
intuition and amaranth wine then the lonely liver in given antlers 
an emotive emancipation. As if the wand when whittled weeps 
this likelihood. Possesses a religion in sapid gaps, but the quiz is 
a freeze of thought, their meat the same measure of meanings 
between objective sense and the whine of false abjection. The 
form of the self is a transitive not. Each transient knot a 
provisional objection. Not the subjective note, but the notation 
of its rejection. Note the rotation of the ejection, thrown by rote 
return into reversal. The form of the knot intransitive selves. Not 
as far as the mistaken once, bloodshot eyes of the belabored ject. 
But the fiber is the orison of the child. Either of or to whom. 
Very will against the true. Lithe wit of the agile algae. In our 


darkest hours it is natural to behold the eye of thought in her 
ultimate relation to our daily intake of versatile closures. These 
hands hang on their thoughts. The poets had it in for the world. 
Tropes which render the author useless. I transcend the public 
insanity by standing in the way of history. Pyric agoraphobia. In 
the wedding of the beast an introduction to its facts. 

° 

The mind of the gods in a bowl of gloves. As if it is in the form of 
children to violate their eyes with a night of suns. Their toys are 
the poetical law. In the fullness of cheer form suffices to witness 
spirit. From the verb to the calf, to fill the umbilical poem, the 
broken thigh a covetous wrench, crepuscular waste of the liminal 
gift. If the immanent other is a melodic joy, the exhilaration of 
the mask is what marks us as unmade. The emendatory word 
stakes the referent on the sone. Hand of ice consists of inverse 
fists. Reversal of the banal into a chordal faith. Under the hand 
an arson of sound, breath in use, a salve of ovens. Into the tenet 
to hold the folded flints. A glint of grids on the teeth of common 
worlds. We bract in vain to sough the book its theme. One look 
at the serried sands and a ferrous ice concurs upon the 
questionable referents. Wooden eye with sewing. The could be 
so am. His that of such once words as uttered forth. The lonely 
sky is an inch of perdition, each word a contrition of the eye. The 
verbal reverse of silence, eye its own immanent emanation, to 
flow a few of the flowers and return a night of colored fleece, 
follicles of the turn, this meaning the heresy of that, meaning 
thought. Nails the last moment to a silent pall of language. As if 
the dead horses are foisted upon our mystical homestead. The 
symbol of individuation is the flavor of the stand. Crystal elohim, 
a hymn of fire, openly the same reality. Air polished by jewelers 
equally godless. Must be the hegemony of money, or the 
equivalence of words, all that you cymbal as if with the itch of 
rhetoric. The universe is the converse of versatile utility. 

° 

The ruins of heaven are the comports of the whole. In the agility 
of birds our ability to flower our essence. Bids against the 
aubade of our duality. The gypsy seine, a glade of ancient burls, 
those who are free are free first from imagination. Whet who 
shames the hemp must drink its novel wattage. Goaded by the 


wormed butane of its gerunds, nurses the drums in horticulture, 
suffices the objects to suffer the hinted stones. Song should be a 
surmised confluence of sunlight in the eyes. The wound is a 
vulnerable steeple. Which seems to occur in the evening pinch 
of rooms. Room full of sunlit arches, care of simple truth to work 
with flashing ash. Senses jaded within the cadence of wisdom. It 
is neither inaccurate nor intact. Power of the glass to emanate its 
beholder. Touched by an aloe envy, like children torched by 
church. Which mound amounts to a caucus of the eyes. As if 
twinned by the ruse of apocalypse. An imaginary thirst simulated 
by the fictive presence of the precious inference which accrues 
in books. Except that a man is inflated in that he forgets to 
dream. Which residue of graves may lure the hinge. Loop which 
attaches to the grip. Cord dangles whole from the introductory 
other. Evil is an astral magic. 

° 

Doubt the epic poem as a gamut throughout men. Night of 
doubt against the devil’s window. We filled the harem with a 
refinery of dolls. Drew a summer of malice on her face. The 
water is the habitat of living infinitives. Commonly the gift of 
intuition, the habits of his shoulders, quiet hearts whelmed by 
the severity of class. Glass is a piece of the fiction within the 
covers of the grass. Another theory of assumptions. Newly felt to 
stimulate the thighs. Salt shall find no radio for its words. 
Excited morphosis of the vowels. He has a certain preen about 
his lapse. We seem to be able to happily return to doubt. Such 
exponent excepting will. Imagination ejaculated by care. The 
carrot stops at the sway, rests in the heat of his new temptation, 
neither mystic nor thinned of sense for a night of fluxional dares, 
as berries are eyes so honey is incidental, for honed in the 
mental industry an illness independently happens and comes to 
breathe a death stance for the deference to its natural sound, a 
history of bulbs, academy of myriad moralities, the coefficient of 
annihilation, only the swindled into equilibrium shall steadily 
hold the uselessly told, an effluvium of opprobrium, muse of the 
systemic ruse, sybaritic and trite against the parsimony of our 
rhetoric. Conditional to fire the night, thus this. Burns bright as 
the apogee of the saw. Stops to turn the masquerade into a 
reproduction. If the immortal tropes, as when berating gods, do 


not die for order, they mask their stand as a service for the thirst, 
wind when arrant if singing is salt of a rain in vaults, not that the 
song is of any extraordinary value. If to some degree this is only 
that much of the one. The drupe is the ylem of chrism paper. All 
the vagaries of the rotating gods, kneeling in the corn, an army 
of rogations. The cranial depths of the angels filled with an 
ebony ash. 


REDOUBT 


[expose hidden within the exchange maps of the 
singing season, this is the hand, pose unbidden within the chafe 
of lapse, this his belated welt, the handle they shall doubt to 
enable a beat to hold, his latent candle a sable felt to breathe the 
lambent content, the same ideal installed in the pall of the fallen 
world, same ideation of discontent, the malcontents of context, 
dyscontent, invulnerable vitality of the manner, a fraction of 
matter in fictional erasure, the envy of doubt, environs 
possessed and accrued in that, a venal bout of viral cessation, 
bland words of excessive satiation, blue feathers of the fearless 
birds, wand aboard the blessing, bluster of birth unfair but 
bracketed by incessant banter, crescent leather allure forms 
within celestial space a facial pace of ascent to weather the 
impure, plenteous ash of the world crashing into the splintered 
whorls, one less whirl interred in tenuous plenitude, one less 
trial informed by the pace of hurls, ore or overtly ignoble, torn 
between spiral verse and terse return, each word sees as herds of 
daemons gold painted by the eyes, heard in a sea chance of 
changes folds, moans tainted by irenic pain, unfurls as moral 
conversion inverted by oral contention, beauty versed in half at 
every turn, no vested tourist intent tested by retention, no doubt 
but that the beautiful sings in our way a poet knowing, we seethe 
the flowing in the play we stay, fails beam reversal in verbal 
torque, full dew in ginseng flowers our sway, full eye to him the 
strength of once inside the site, conditions of ginger to flume the 
swell of prayer, renditions of the brittle splinters, wherever the 
spillage enters emptied of its trills, elite emendations, 
ensconced inside the field to fool the unfit lengths, intentions 
our vat exposed as the arable science of wind, fate in imposture 
tense varied against the clients of the mind, abnormally knotted 
and arbitrary as the chasmal gap of sense, ensign available in 
varicose hours, what so rhetorical as standard speech may be at 
the call of a stammering stand, what seams to stand as screech 
culled from a hammer, brings home in a hum steamed silence of 
the humus, drawn out of the immediate blank, openly so 
appearing to open, whether I propound a transformed 
agoraphobia or a clairvoyance of formative science, a 


transformational ego inside the stuttered syntax, whether in the 
blur of amblyopia or a chaos meteorology, swerves determined 
by the curves, we have the experience of the pillars to hiss our 
glue through the argot seas, a case of ambulatory metrology, no 
experiential mill of bliss to rue the truth through a spigot 
seizure, no less than ourselves within the book of circumstance, 
one look at a glance within this guess of selves, no gnosis 
shelved in its nook against the swirls of circumvention, no rare 
agnosia ascribed as the grandeur of our lack, no ventilation 
within the torrents of allocution, back from doubt but not yet 
hopeful that things await in fullness, caution blackened by the 
foolishness of signs, ostensibly a geography of negotiable 
genius, negligible genus, axis of absence as gyration, varix culch 
disaster, aster oyster, inconsequential as incomparable, 
fortunately outside the emptiness of each other, innately inside 
and tempted by the reach of any border, as much of our times as 
admirably outflanked by schism and flattened tariffs, the 
boundaries of the serif the chrism and fattened gift, sequence as 
an incursion of incomplete comparisons, as if this wonder limps 
in italics as swiftly as the dirge of our swiveled politics, as if the 
edge of parity is parsed by competition] 

[Free sound characteristic of the worldly life and also of 
its connections. The eye afforded to thought’s enunciations. 
Food denounced by the flavors of the hand. Coiled panic in 
which an ardor holds, announced only to the tests of love. 
Renunciation of the tandem, jointly friends. In this the dead 
pronounce their revenant with a kiss. Impressions of the senses 
untroubled by the battles of the thumbs. The whole landscape of 
the imagination suppressed by the salt of doubt, without the 
vegetative repression of a “thou shalt”. Answers to the covenant 
embark in broad fevers of expression. Snow fails its falling, 
caught in the twilight of sown meat. Wherever there are doubts, 
we find the hand of love. Enough of the “thou should’ to 
shoulder a sound condition as inside. ] 

[Probability of the preamble previous to the word. 
Preface before the gaze, therefore we sink into the subjectivity of 
the eyes. 

Desire excites the healing. Hearing apprised in excess 
excised. Reprisals, the reprise. To comprehend the reprieve, 


apprentice to a seizure. 

More vulnerable than the rest, he said. Stands inside 
his wound, arrested, vulnerary. 

To go forth, in the music of the hybrid. Pervasive 
invasions. 

The poet plays, nothing he says is song, nothing which 
is the ordinary other, the hinge of nothing else. 

This is the stranger lit by hearing, electrical ichor of 
mentation. Candle he exits in the doubt of power. 

Thought, the tug of things, abducts and subdues, an 
education. A wanton circumduction, thought traduced by a 
squandered subduction. 

This is the strange, nothing else is yours. 

Thear the thought of the accident as it drops into allure. 

The sound of the heart is the rhythm of the accident. 
Beat of the nervous system. Happens as if to fall. The name of 
the end is the nerve of the word. 

Persists in said resistance, insists upon consistent 
positioning. 

It is the sound of dumb striving, stuttering through the 
until. ] 

[Ball of breath, gentian sky, rhizomic horizon of the 
thigh. Node like an orbital knot in the satellite of flesh. Zero 
moon. Periodic joints of the continuous curve. The surface of 
the fruit is a carnal revolution. Free themes form in the ten 
thousand others. Axial recurrent. The structure of appearance is 
the essence of the body. Ritual remaining different. Rotates 
symmetrical angles. Cervical travel. Spinal perpendicular to 
surfaces. Crystal blood construct. Geometric compass, concept 
of the atom, instant aspect. Semblance of a phenomenon. 
Intrinsic ingredient, crucial solution scent.] 

[Salt lies in collapse and closure, the capital of thought. 
Oral apprenticeship to the loneliness of the hurl. Was protected 
as a shine disowned. Inverse formed as an answer to the inward. 
A bone is as actual as a word, thought a quarrel with the somatic 
text. A formal sex, parked hand against the thigh, shimmering 
word without the thought of salt, orders preached to tune the 
house. Material content of a sound. Corpse is the garment of a 
book. Torso codicil, index of impressions. The ceremonial 


method of presence. Continues after the removal of loss. Doubt 
passage as destruction. We build our instructions with 
destructive constructs. Acausal tastes subtracted from dissimilar 
structs. Tracts extracted from intractable abstractions. Drawn 
within retracted absence. ] 

[Water flowing over insight, wherever the stars wear 
evening in our letters. Inlets cohere as celestial beauty. We walk 
in the wild estimation of an inopportune perfume. Alterity 
radiates wheels. Constituent configuration dividing 
correspondence. The moon is a measure of harmony. Fish 
diverging from method, superimposed on sound transmission. 
Thorn ridged by intersecting horizons. The boundary of the real 
emergent in a face. Homogenous electronics. Sap of the milky 
fire. Coagulates in sentences, a schematic horizon of needles. 
Radio pivot, pen enclosing the circumference of plasma. ] 

[Impressions of meat open to the ocular reprimand. 
Intellect is androgynous fever in a voice. Wonder within the 
forays opening to wait. Verbal conventions outside their porous 
origins. These are mine, but those are a beautiful sickness. The 
sequence attacks the letter, half of each enclosure a spoken 
outlet. We tilt these open intellects upon an oral sea. Necessity 
is the expedient thesis of our silence. Fangs in the oral fraught 
with thought. Turns to me in shadow, opening to the stammer, 
rage at last an order of the wounds. ] 

[tectonic metrology, increments of basal tardiness, 
anabasis, the eligible dirge, still orally words a rust of sensual 
heroes, tenderness — 

fist in a managerial Turing numen, counts from the 
pleated vest to the patio of the guts, rule of the potent lens. 
totipotent lies the voracious tent, rent insensitive ability in 
belief, today the swerves are a pair of danced phenomena, a 
fugue of hinged vitality, quiz of the vanguard atmospheres, like a 
cubicle of lampblack, pustule redoubt lubricated by quiescent 
carbon, capsaicin logion, ur-genitive — 

the exergue is an initial of the pose, proponent of 
deified slants, composite supposition, futility of the deed which 
bleeds a profane fertility, opposition to proposed exposure, 
outside the template an accident of stance, dates held to maven 
the prickled rice in place, infernal shout a tour of fallible 


gestation — 

the language of silence an imbricate smith, briars which 
tickle the nomads forged in a trickle of braids, against the grain 
of a finite exhaustion, our futile hours an itch of doubt in the 
tissue of the word, slings and proleptic lotus, a list of lytic lusts, 
love of the word as doubt — | 

[lassitude torments the tremor — tropes trembling 
dissimilar in tune — diction aligned with the gradual ear — the 
other ascertained as soluble juice — the ranks of rupture a cry of 
gulfs — 

crypt, encrypted glyphs — rather than clout, one 
tendency unclear, dystopia — intention among the sames a novel 
desire — noun gradually tooled to bursts — stalls romantic door 
in shunts — desire coheres, initiatory quivers ruins collapse — 

obituary configured as heaven — guarded by tantalize — 
nouns bulge with spectral gas, quotidian bulbs — rarefied duel of 
antithetical morphemes — intuition baffled by the sameness of its 
forms — 

thirsts into a meadow — quiescence of conditional 
stems — veered from loops, moored in bidden hearse — thrust 
vents malnourished altar — wards of the astral rally — clerical 
satiety, litigation of the rood — artifacts purified by tournament 
mores — opaque train of implicit veins — venality of the duplicate 
— reagent seme, resurgent puns — eyes reap the refulgent 
revenants — reversal of, in time] 

(happens in harried fiat, no lounge or longing in 
present rift, the sense of representation a lunge towards a 
glimpse of meaning, solve et coagula, unable to believe the ache 
of grieved mentations) 

(love in the sliver grip, collated mutations, sheep war 
the teeth too singed in palpable lies, daunt capsized by serial 
reverberations, a small sameness of love in the art of a face, 
turbulent ally of the nakedly slack, below the ledge of the lens a 
vial of lapse) 

(sliver if ripened lips, of terror in minute detours, 
terminal motions of the eye, fraught pith invective rives the 


swirls, fibrillation of the trammelled buttocks, as if saliva is 
transcendence, transhumant forms of molecular vacation 
splinter above temporal treasons, merged with ingenuous reins, 
inversions of about) 

(a creased inanity contrives the retribution, parcel of 
fairs in lair’s apparel, flowers the bitten onan a quartz bell 
musicology, protocols of grammar meshed with sural spin, 
pandemic scrawl of seeps, gnarled edge endemic read in grain’s 
reversal, at the border of the spindle an always out) 

* facts willed through never as a trial of nerves 

* transduction of implicit complexity 

* in the valley of laments a transformation of the cringe 

* slough blinding the emanations with dermal wine 

* reduction of the product to a reach of diction, abduction by 
dictation 

* north of variance a rain of gifts 

* by force of blood to cede the blithe 

¢ the current rewards the torrent 

* concepts perpetrated by intimation 

* material crypt of the apostrophe 

as such is the same 

the form of our internment meant the norm of our return 
* singular in sinuous cognates 


\ carousels, potent indifference, rarity of moral alterity, 
tantalized by the cape of wonder, under sounds defaced by 
ergonomic terminations, the terms of the face a sundered 
sonance, gnomon eroticized by emaciation, stations of analytic 
despair, perforated by experiential wonders, wandering the 
seeds of the thigh enacted by farcical arts, spatial lull in pineal 
form, puns wreak powers upon the flow, story of the apron in a 
nap of smells, being is a brotherly hell outside the closure of our 
cores, nest of prolapsed testicles, the trope is the apogee of a 
magical emplacement, entrained to ensconce the silence in a 
rebus ash, each noun an imaginal catacomb, the liminal creak of 
meaning, a unity of truths collapsed in corporeal artifice, their 
vigil a civil dance, eyes led by the animus to a timorous unity, 


crime of the lotic to capitulate in descent, apathetic awakenings 
beleaguer the lead, each verse returns as a concave feast of 
doubt, variant chimes of meaning in the phantom shock, nothing 
other except collective crash, the ultimate imaginal written as 
liminal slash \ 

X) virception is survival. the hour of a corporeal rust. stick 
instead of start. luck is a form of unclear nuance. settles into the 
automatic changes. a world is a song of things. 

X) our ration of planar nights. lubricate with plasm. embolic 
clocks concurrently tamped. ache of organic forms to dust a 
rebel doubt. 

X) forest of eponymous chronologies. existence is a farm of 
lungs. crest of the titular weakness opens to serial reading. twin 
estimations in traction. The chimera is a messianic doubt. 
design of the undertow to foreground our stance. mannikin 
bullets, court of the triune sign. 

X) fusion of the infinite and proximal gestures. translations of 
the slit eclipse the logos. word hardened by adversity of rising 
signs. the marvels are a vision of sclerotic growth. 

X) the spectacle spins the work. dance hung in thorough 
incarceration. tubes of imaginal beef vaporize the strophes. 
sponge in the teeth of the moment. 

X) loment curls which curve the thin. trade the navel for a text. 
salient verse, transient reversals. layers of suction in the auction. 
our pendulous furniture vexed by sexual furniture. a trial by 
grief. night of the stable dawns. 

X) print is the danger of a sloughed alterity. print the star stained 
by extraordinary disaster. death is a cowl of rain, a stain of 
cathected dust upon the ash. the circle is a level severance. 

X) trial of the word by cant, by ventral slant. interpretation rusts 
the wands. the noun is the magical crust of music, burden 
renewed in astral volutes, servant to the slice. 

X) avatar boiled in triage, severity of the song. the halo generates 
the soil. young as the eye and larger than its shirt. witness the 
nascent voracity. ache roars the missive scion. 

X) hedonistic compass lisp. the notes rotate the words. a 
leverage of verbs. prayer is a response, an aqueous dynamic. 
language forfeits embolic witness, marvels tested by belief. the 


jest of the agony is the meaning of the ally. a song of reversed 
implications. previous to angelic morphemes, death is the lonely 
messenger, configured as telluric glints, the glance of magenta 
ghosts. 

X) the ceremony jolts the wafer. subtle spin of the permanent 
fictions. darts from riddle to redaction, an act of absolute 
imagination, tilled by coiling the preface in sage address. 
foments the ferment of nothing. writing with a toad. 

X) nerves rust the kinetic tithe. ratio of the same to the gyre is a 
hinge. material informed by formless inferral. cadence cascades 
along the edge of chance. 

X) reified proficient deity, exaction to dispute. a pair of curved 
autonomies preserve the burdens of our doubts. world in which 
the terror is a murmur of the tremor. 

X) change excites the tonal range, aberration as if a probable 
site, burned noetic freedom in the roots of a calyx wound. 

X) radical sidereal unity the inverse of erasure. unclear how the 
social norms dominate our knowledge. parallel to the center a 
serial transcendence. as if the self is a torsion of catastrophe. 

X) society of acausal exits. the jewel everts the song of the self. 
generic codes author the human song. one page of chrism 
against the harm of morphemes. 

X) a plague of dissimulation. thus is nothing imagined through a 
vision of history and nations. the world is as young as the 
emanations of its dangers. 

X) forever excluded by naked justice, a song is the milk of 
swollen work. I have no larger night than the fevers of my ears. 
X) form is an immanent narrowing in the fullness of the faith. 
intention opens the phonemes to the rift of the disaster. the 
silent veil, fraught with the sleep of words. 

X) the other is a silent collage. recondite bone a history of its 
seals. vectors of imbalance, by delight in foils. electric rule of the 
emotions varnished by virtual liaison. 

X) the other is the sone of silent resception. inexplicable 
Armageddon the lure of cranial doubt. the radius of the word is 
the date of its becoming. each face bleeds a trace of the unitive 
within. 

X) missive interrupted by aspiration to erasure. the tease of the 
verb is the square of its phonemes. the way coheres in passing. 


X) missive interrupted by urge to xenophobic morality, a fever 
thinner than song. lake of nothingness incinerated by cerebral 
fascinations. 

X) change exhumes becoming. flux seeps from the width of 
gesture. as a serial reflex of vision, returned as a past to loss. 
sloughed reality of the living surface. artifice imbibed by chance. 
X) cranium extraneous to the face. avert the ear to the reach of 
clocks. artifice belongs to the love of mists. foray into telluric 
indiscretion. 

X) time is the specific law of the riddle. revenant washed in the 
ghosts of shadows. the given is a metaphor for the relict. a 
dermal understanding forms in the whelm of voodoo. 

X) the subversive abortions of punctuation. 

X) against the grain of a chasmal disaster. 

X) separated from supplemental idylls. author ofa porous exile. 
X) authority is arrival in diaspora. pearl silenced by transformed 
aporia. 

X) silence is a personal dance. the vatic renewed through 
gesture, the votive amused by passage. play traversed by novel 
form. 

X) aveil is a formal climax. 

[tirade answers plasma lobe bole melic rock recumbent 
touch foregone rife rye serge rebel doubt forged crone violin 
rope rinse stench stretch germ gleam thin dusts tines weep 
apron cereal read wit desk torsion pheromone mural musk dusk 
acrostic cross boot daisy sign thunder tandem map kinetic. the 
bull rent croon of triage signs, amused by an infinite pasture, 
privy to depraved eclipses of the logos, thereby transmuted to 
share the word as dervish time adverbial, where ravel the vistas of 
attitude in the tentacle speech of goats, to shirk the dance if 
stung concatenation hiss, as if the turban is a magical waterfall 
momentarily vaporized by catastrophe, the teeth of the song 
curled along the lobes of a circular witch. thin extra inordinate 
transept verbal layers crust habit dinner pendant tours potential 
leaf night dawn rest irritably mangers mergers mutters 
murderous squint rough slippage touch sprint drained prawns 
reading parades heath birds squirt bowl buds rain written pine 
pure pinstriped writs cat dot ash doting asp surly leak veiled list 
sayings written ventral curd hurdled banter hushed ventriloquist 


intrepid spittoon patina forest words gown asthma material trust 
musty gulch bearings smeared swarm nude variance volunteer 
artillery troll logion insurrection trice variant moils entry eve 
gong halo gentry foil rung tin thigh fort barn shirt bacon winter 
gravid nonsense scission gravel splash completely written 
flotation weird gravy fast rays implants pontoon tenacious 
treacherous name derrick merrily lank graft groom. ] 

[funk fork feisty indentured cyme oblivion stillness 
carnival vest chat bereaved garment gabardine knifed riverine 
nihilist gash polystyrene proverbial reel ply pew nylon midwife 
toffee photo phatic jello death bone tepee fixture telling generic 
talisman mango tales haggle sere monist serenity vale garter vile 
jars moat wily witty perk fictional navy turtles raffle binding 
punk charm reactor terse abdominal narration gourd spills jests 
vellum jerk savage mafia temptation nothing tondo writing twill 
verdant bust spiked duress bout luthier thermion roughage 
tutelage lager notion swarming lotion tinge gyrate relations 
enforced fuming mule foreign mentioning thecal dentist dancer 
thief knoll loan bridge wolf deaf hinge axe black teeters binge 
diapason parole revolver fatten servant retired trampoline 
boredom short indoor wedding biscuit entrée demonic muffler 
furs champion coughing totalitarian timocracy hibernation 
probe bodily balloons busily ciphering berm etic scree mould 
dome radiant carcinogen siphon dire serious vacuum curse 
cleaning nubile importunes surely mops scornful socially lower 
nudge romaine parasol centrist trickle berated transformational 
selfless trombone adoption autopsy] 

[trumped up vernacular boondoggle flours proprietary 
syphilis deacon clerical offal fetus treat selfish starfish entreaty 
solemnly amethyst treatment teen wolfer collegiate springs 
humidly apropos propriety geriatric entheogen plicature czarist 
golfing harmonica meaningfully  plasticine — dribbling 
nothingness pitches enthusiasm borough pillage reversion 
stakes smog blunt jive smelt slur dirk sofa dunk sucker tweeter 
garage depression slight beaver tearfully swoon mint endocrine 
barrow indoctrinate stolen teal wraith fulsome gulp openings 
nutty stewed persuasions biting disturbingly taught phonemic 
jeep undine slot warp volume raft pup lashes collagen rat salami 
bologna piss seconal steel injection grunt lanced barbiturate 


grunge foot deafening thinly bedding lied electronically ruler 
administrations beachcomber brandish crossbones spit tubular 
toothpick cousin tubercular swearing gonad annexation 
portable armadillo cigarette battlefront gout husker radiator 
swordfish beetles gracelessly tweed unwritten tuna kiting 
interpreter misprision] 

Unherently fastener nothing the nimble razor blues 
with verbal finial satyriasis semantic fiddler washing genial rash 
delve chiasmal supplicant duct transformed by clove glen 
maliciously furor gleaned retting disaster. Squaring the weight 
along the quay, liana investiture, blain artifice, locked with an 
author in umbilical law specific to the hoodoo grandstand, 
windblown as the easters of our silence, firsthand gestural 
oneiric storax, a form of crucial language seeds phonemic grind 
the song into reflected whispers, geophysical detergent, laity of 
the burp, converted our ears to a stupor of belched crime, as if 
the proactive hachure relapsed in volumetric tinea, suffer the 
fore to grain a whisk of vespers. Viatic newlywed, causewayed 
enclosure, hotels or brothels trimmed in static levity. Purr of the 
veritable emulsions, tiger thrash, homecomings creeping into 
the philosophical repast. Abulia of emplacement, genuflection in 
real tempura, metaphorical host undressed by token hilarity in 
abeyance, hurried salience purls the hidden promenade, 
rehearsed informality in incremental clumps, limits as if a 
wrestling exerted tennis, champed clang influx tornado ratio, 
lance train sexual car bomb, foray of images into the given 
referents, subversion locution exilic acrylic, the author’s love of 
nuance in his fictive personality, prevalent paths always travelled 
in overcast incursions. Part of the intern sadly implicated. 
Through the rearview video into a pranced theology. Most of the 
whips a shadowy taffeta. From the homeless purée into hydraulic 
roughage. Fusing the voltage to the churl. Topaz as abyss, dunes 
apostrophe in infinity, fervid through will annuls the frightful 
renegades. One day the caravan halts regenerative, abeyance or 
delay, mutinous and cognitive if plenty the uneasily cherub rubs. 
Without messaging the chora of our language, I storm the barks 
above a sunburnt moon, sparkling metaphor drier than the act, 
by means of a deaf timocracy crumpling within the circus. 
Weaving a rope in the corridors of breath, vestigial excrescent 


agon, bathos against the chorus cannibalized by original nativity, 
cape of poetry embarking upon a darkled language. The 
unanimity of the referential equation crashing through an 
iterated eros, dour initiates bled of lactose and mentation, the 
phylum of language a croft of silence, deferred to verbiage in the 
heat of the tunic, canisters annex our pedigrees from the rotten 
threads of shredded beat, as if the crag of bottled leads pled 
haven to the truth, place to cowardly undress the revenant, 
unreadable and riven by an erroneous linguistics. Prospects 
rewritten by actual fables. It tastes of an economic beach. 
Eventually as if a life is pungently unexamined, charitable 
urgency of the word, whispering unshaven into the hispanic 
windows an erotic caviar of prominence wherein the artifice of 
the eye squints slanting in the plasticity of sheepishly by default 
no other than the marked officers of the itinerary, zen a secretive 
pivot of gratuitous archery, from the energies of the granary 
through an informational grammar into the gift of light 
eviscerated by redundant escrow transcendence, as if the 
dangers of the church posit our positions along the way. Burial 
by sorcery of microphones in snafu, the armored nerve is an 
illegitimate song, heretical rift in the homespun earth, 
disturbing quorums of the spirit glimmer in scant reforms, 
limpid squid ephebe deepening to eggs, much bigger than the 
conical huts parallel to the urge of beauty to guess its energy as 
theory assuaged from meaning, trough of the poem in which the 
carnation blooms. Enough of the mutual wallowing to incinerate 
significant trajectories, as if doubt is an anticlimactic mirror 
image of a supple rage, apples under the arctic integument, 
limen disasters cutting edge, nostrum from the pilule depths, 
unusually factual though occluded by astrological hernias, caveat 
of resistance a kind of doubt though it will not stay the course, 
the hours of our dissimilar thinking an innate guilt felt thinly to 
fake the stork in a staged world’s avuncular rise, being parsed by 
a trial of nervous gametes, mostly free from poems of passage 
and open to the needs of memory, paid the sickly strangers a 
rendition of accidental tears fraught with flimsy, acausal signs, 
clipped by the stuttering of grazed syllabics, delectable 
operations upon the tactile polity, as ifa refusal of euchre reverts 
to crosshatched fires of an errant eucharist, the infinity of the 


bow is the sign of its tattered immanence, it’s a matter of barking 
the images through a ductile verisimilitude, sanded planks 
beveled to gregarious ash and stanzas of cuirass, freedom 
situated in the melody, coheres as a fine-tuned thirst of wonders 
constituent of banality, hinged erotic annulus of the carpal 
pledge, emits an apperception of the organism, regenerative 
ulna, worlds like a flux of gnosis flexed silken along the way, 
increasingly oracular aurality, vernal beryl a phenomenological 
doubt, as though the unitive lull in the rotations of collapsing 
time clears the evolution of a veritable bypass, sash by drone to 
yolk the plinth, boiled in doubting damascene, as if memory 
dabbles in kinetic loss to dispel the shards of a malleable 
information, her primate finality a trigonometry of hinged 
approvals, integrity of the glaring psychoses, before their eyes 
can guess the fecund quandary in patience remiss and venomous 
as a reversal of flying bliss, calculated schematic abacus in a 
supernatural yearning, by telephone to murder the song ringing 
within a split chromatic, by way of the pith to whole the cranny, 
charging into our vulnerable silences as if everything is 
potential, along the chutes of a silent crimp intelligently and 
terminal, terminates in the genesis of its twists and returns to 
delirious poetics, as funnel I would presume exposed within the 
incendiary carcass, somatic redoubt by the filial circuits, galaxies 
dwarfed by the glove of the world, eyes milked by the orbital 
grains of silence, the intention of the poem is the love of the eye 
returned to the tune of our lives, strengthened by hearing 
through a soured electronics, apostle of thought is the theory of 
ontology as otic tectonics, tubular series of testimonial sleeps, 
word inasmuch as a world proliferates in automation, curve of 
solitude a collapsed recursion, expansion of the thecal leaf 
through the silence of the poem, convolutes to knur 
transcendence keening in truncated sequence, the square of the 
face is the responsibility of the referent, clade of inverse splints 
within the cry of time, unfair to roof the breath with specific 
eyeball candor, pardon the penchant for aphasic emasculation, 
malodorous dosage haunted by virulent bets, breath withered by 
its paper, the word enters through the transponder, then sulks a 
recoverable datum of nothing, habitually docetic hachure of 
suffering, nepotism returning as oxytocic fallibility, swollen with 


televised travails which bitumen in doubt, extinguished by 
existential hiccup splinters, discontinuous mumbling of alterity, 
anacrobic exit through the anterior membrane, garbled 
effrontery, sparkling univocal tones, as if the world is 
punctuated by mysterium tremendum umbilical in the stillness 
of its open pollen, fevers of the eye wide and slowing down, into 
the idle caress of time. Murmuring anole sans-culotte, fictive 
music of the weather is the modality of the song, dueling 
metaphors in reprise, the sump of the phantom truism is the 
terror of the ingrate, guest on the avalanche caravel, at least as 
far as its breach of content capers a vocal judgement, expunged 
from the outré dross, the form of the mold is the guess of the 
bread, bleached itinerant class of simple miracles, from time to 
time emphatically formal, informally phatic, in an instant of 
wonder the vixen fishes a waxen apple, Brahms crying in the 
sleeves of appropriated gemstones, if any poet hacks 
imponderables from the harmony of wheat, then love is an 
annual cadence of nature, the home of the referent is in the 
count, I desecrate the coefficient of profane sleights, one sleight 
at a time, shopworn woven knaves, as we yield the recondite 
shadowed in nature to the written dared in hope, volition the 
universality of cognition, the weakness of the eyelid is the flinch 
of the knee, the acme of the gods exposed in the barbaric gems 
of a kneaded ambage, the collapse of method into aberrant 
semaphore, a sample of Delphic pining, the hour of trumps. 
Acidic planetary duplicate, queries speak a manifesto for the 
courtesies of thought, resolving against the standards of sound, 
full blends of benthic renovations, crux moss passage forsaken 
and shear, beholden to the word engulfed by benevolent halts, 
scree within the tenderly nacreous names, thyroid anchored to 
unholy ideals, as if the intermittence of the brain is a copulation 
of nave and vault, naive bath in the nether rivers of thought, 
tethered to the bone of thunder by the quivering of the word, 
after excessive refinements and unsung negligence the “of “ is as 
meaningless as the comma, waylaid by clouds against the 
boundaries of danger, free from the advent of ardor, the financial 
knots of thought, arable estrogenic familiarity, the follicles of the 
printed skull, assessed into the east against the fontanels of 
feeling, then heard aligned in a cache of nudity and song, the 


nouns in me a music of mulched flies, most of this thinking 
occurred some time before the afterword of the poem, as if to say 
the spline is a wooden isthmus, not that we would grain the 
garnered from this morph, the parable of the creative portal is 
thicker than the noun, no insurance said by wound to sleep the 
accrued referents, in nature as in robes an atrophy of assembly, 
to think a gust of logos ordered in the open poem, but pearled 
there caulked with roots, wand a conch of wholesome wyrd, 
whoever we were against appearances under immutable bridges, 
open to the elfin question astonished in excess mantra, instead 
of found in constitutive languages drawn from a wall of sound 
singing crests, the firm rain of the lineal poem a supplicant we 
chant blue through the day in piths untimely night, the new 
religion risen in the colors of the other, tyranny of the 
unconscious width around raw implication, in the carnival of the 
same is born the middle pauper, a raucous, residual set of 
steeples bet against the tethered buoys, temporarily our roils 
into the logocentric. ] 

[mechanical woman that I chiseled withheld from the 
references of the night concurrent with the secular refrain of the 
poem among the witnesses lies in the arched textuality which 
swells to an abyss of guesses as if everything is constructed 
venomous with erasures outside of protestant time one work 
against a dust of comic recourse isolation of the author within 
the lethal parlance of the lips the categories deferred to presence 
in the networks of the wound becoming the fullness of the lull 
which silence bundles into a verbal surface culled from the 
letters of a wasted life to confess my primal meat overtly decisive 
glass the whispers of the epidermis do not cohere in partitions of 
the metaphor haunting the fortuitous reassessments in a dervish 
purl of tenderness the unseen seams between the excessive 
bereavements useful to damage a poem otherwise a serial 
apartheid trophy the liberal bonus tooled to the juvenile 
assignment driven by whips within the dappled garden burden of 
theory to which I submit this pome of fleshly punctuation fruit of 
the vehicular carcass the memory of which is a cleft trajectory of 
reading] 

[Doubt inherent in sorted germs. The terms of the 
sortilege abhorrent. Brings to the encounter suborned in letteral 


contraries, a serial trial benighted by stencilled play. The written 
player is the disturbed topology of survival. Arrival in the open 
poem, as if a nerve pronounced. The senses renounce the 
greenery within abiding sacraments. Song is the conjunction of a 
prolapsed stillness. The other side of the coin is the firmament 
coiled around the pillars of our vision. The essay punctuates 
dispersals in analogous products. The cilia of our excrescence. 
Diphthongs the width of a chronic pollen. Occult fires of the 
vocable drool. If the door is a ribbed enclosure, its dexterity 
belongs to reason. The synchronic burden of the sign opening as 
if to marriage. The return of song to abeyance at the hinge of 
iteration. Nebulous series, passage through surreal twilight, 
tributary of the seed, silence is the autobiography of its 
allotropic motion. Sacerdotal lust in which the poem is a coded 
vortex. The replay arrives allergic to the word, its erection 
inscribed as a circle against the clitoral hunger. The author is the 
source of his ruffled infinitives. To relish a vial of oxygen 
constituent of thought, treaty a tentative quiver, ablation 
available in the imperative rhythms of the sib. Authority is a 
flight of prospective epistemologies. Entopic cartography of 
authorial paragraphs. The liver is a memory of the fast. Silence 
hunting the eye in melodic springs of the heart. Scatology is the 
spice of name. No wonder the rainbow is hidden in a bovine 
eucharist. Severity of love awakens the almond. Cradle 
actualized in the farrago of utterance, refurbished by an aural 
radar. ] 

[Adorn is only as palpable as the closure it happens to. 
Weapons of thought, words immured in rutilant crouch. 
Anthem of orality, luminous kindred of the etching sky. One 
form of freedom, one form of freedom, one more form of 
freedom. Form wakes to divine invention, christened with 
cubicle torpor. The alchemy of the curse forks in distal bile. 
Incongruous, discontinuous interruptions, —_ incessantly 
implicated in uncertain striations. Origin of the series read as 
eros. Thinking through throes of moral trash. The breaded 
money rallies to a sharp. Thematic, heroical grave crowned with 
euphoric beliefs. Euphonic beliefs. Eupepsia. Eupnea. Eusitia. 
Dysarthria. Dystocia. Euonymus. Euphotic. Dysgraphia. 
Dysphagia. Schematic, stoical, nerve drowned in dysphoric 


beliefs. Dyspnea. (Dysprosium.) Dysrhythmia. Dysteleology. 
The written word is a theorized silence, a variant of reading. 
Umbellule. Acini. Bluetongue. Salchow. Nucellus. Enation. 
Pilgrimage into the vowels, erotic origin of the syllable. 
Toreutics. Meconium. Drumlin. The ritual of reading read as 
celebration. Fremitus. The ions sing a marvelous anguish. In the 
fictive violence of my _ sutured future. Mesentery. 
Prestidigitation. Glaucous. Disputed by the raptures of chance. 
Chants the error of refurbished changes. Limacine. Limicolous. 
Limina. | 

1. Oracle. Oraculum, divine pronouncement; orare, to speak; os, 
mouth. Oration, orate, orator. To pray. Adore, inexorable, 
oratory, orison. 

2. Wand. A thin supple rod, twig, or stick. Slender scepter. A 
conductor’s baton. Used by a magician, conjurer, or diviner. A 
pipelike attachment that lengthens the handle ofa device or tool. 
A six-foot by two-foot slat used as an archery target. 

3. Opening. Opportunity, chance, occasion. Hole, outlet, vent, 
aperture, orifice. 

4. Eat. A bird that eats insects, fruit, and seeds; stopped eating 
red meat on advice from her doctor. Covering news in the field 
eats money. Waves that ate away the beach; an acid that eats the 
surface of a machine part. Moths ate holes in our sweaters. You 
can eat your loss and switch the remaining money to other 
investment portfolios. What’s eating him? A drill that ate away 
at the rock; exorbitant expenses that were eating into profits. 
How long will it be before the frustration eats at you? She really 
eats up the constant publicity. An inexperienced manager who 
was eaten alive in a competitive corporate environment. Ate a 
hearty dinner; greedily consumed the sandwich; hyenas 
devouring their prey; whales ingesting krill. 

5. Eat. Etch. Edible. Fret. Edacious, escarole, esculent, 
esurient, comedo, comestible, obese. Prandial. Anodyne, 
pleurodynia. Samoyed. 

6. Eat. Voracity; devouring. Leaves with irregular, frilled edges. 
Esculentus, from esca, food, from edere, to eat. Hungry; greedy. 
Comedo, glutton, from comedere, to eat up. A plug of keratin 
and sebum within a hair follicle that is blackened at the surface. 
Also called — enterohepatitis,  histomoniasis, _ infectious 


enterohepatitis. Any of various birds, such as the scaup, with 
dark head markings. A tough, insoluble protein substance that is 
the chief structural constituent of hair, nails, horns, and hoofs. 
The semifluid secretion of the sebaceous glands, consisting 
chiefly of fat, keratin, and cellular material. French, from Old 
French, from Late Latin comestibilis, from Latin comestus, 
alteration (influenced by potus, drunk; see potion) of comesus, 
past participle of comedere, to eat up. A liquid dose, especially 
one of medicinal, magic, or poisonous content. Of or relating to 
a meal. Late breakfast. Paroxysmal pain and soreness of the 
muscles between the ribs. An epidemic disease caused by a 
coxsackievirus, characterized by paroxysmal pain in the lower 
chest and accompanied by fever, headache, and malaise. New 
Latin : pleur(o)- + Greek odune, pain. Any of a breed of 
medium-sized dog originally developed in northern Eurasia, 
having a thick, long, white or cream-colored coat. Samo-, self; 
see samovar + -ed, eater. A member of a reindeer-herding 
people of the northeast European and northwest Siberian 
U.S.S.R. 2. The Uralic language of this people. Also called 
Samoyed. Nenets, human being, Nenets. No synonyms found for 
Nenets. Any of a group of enteroviruses that can cause a disease 
resembling poliomyelitis but without paralysis. After Coxsackie, 
a village of east-central New York. A metal urn with a chimney, a 
vertical compartment for hot charcoal, and a spigot, used 
especially by Russians to boil water for tea. Russian : samo, self; 
see sem-1 below + varit’, to boil. Side; lateral: pleurodont. 
Pleura; pleural: pleurotomy. [Greek, from pleura, side, rib]. 
Having the teeth attached by their sides to the inner side of the 
jaw, as in some lizards. Surgical incision of the pleura. A thin 
serous membrane in mammals that envelops each lung and folds 
back to make a lining for the chest cavity. Middle English, from 
Medieval Latin, from Greek, side, rib. 

7. Opening. As if I am torn. Might renew the enclitic core. A 
constitutional waste of additional notation. Mediation upon an 
aphesis as if an avatar. The aural gift an apodictic oration. 
Planting a madness in the fluvial heme of words. The sun is a 
dreary eye. 

8. Wand. Startled by apocope. Conical laurels. Apocalypse, 
hesychasm. Falcon myrrh. Breath in the enantiomorphic nervure 


of our thoughts. 
g. Oracle. Christ of a thousand indecisions. Indirect 
conjunctions. Indeterminate ecstasy of the lemniscate. 

[z. Reflection. Destiny. Ear. Sense. Parallel. World. 
Eye. Mural. Night. Sidereal. Anthropic. Whorl. Suspense. 
Bleed. Marking. Demonstration. Astringency. Replica. Sting. 
Forms. Whirl. Turbulence. Thin. Supple. Fractious. Factitious. 
Cursive. Rigorous. Replete. Cosign. Statement. Remnants. 
Majuscule. Zero. Tubuliflorous. Zenith. Rouge. Legume. Groin. 
Theologian. 

2. Flavored adhesion. Noctilucent silt. Ruthless names. 
Unequivocal damascene. Language muscles. Plays bless. 
Vigilant feelings. Marsupial labyrinths. Unbroken aphasia. Knife 
confines. Nice ghosts. The arrival. Apartheid gramophone. 
Putative gestation. Silent guess. Embryonic futility. Trigger 
hinge. Clamorous weeds. Overtly nominal. Watery air. Sown 
answers. 

3. From the opening. Contusions of the heart. 
Gravitational circumference vigil. Manifests with words. Urge 
towards wildness. Doubt the useful. Night breath sinking. Hoax 
of fields. Fallen into soma. Faith is heresy. I will presume. The 
welcome erasure. Sea of words. Hermetically written will. By 
diluted selves. Jar before formation. One of many. Form after 
wonder. Perfectly disjunctive witness. Unit of authority. 
Perfectly lonely mandala. Flow of iterations. ] 

1. Semplice. Simultaneous assemble. Single ensemble. Same 
anomalous Sanskrit. Assimilate simplicity. 

2. Hendiadys. One by means of two. Twilight biscuit twist. 
Binary doubt. Duplicate balances. Twibill. Zwieback. 
Zwitterion. Barouche. Bezel. Twill. Binal. Diploe. Anadiplosis. 
Dodecagon. Doubt, dubious, (redoubtable), from Latin dubius, 
doubtful (“hesitating between two alternatives”), and dubitare, 
to be in doubt. 

3. Symphysis. Be husband booth build future neighbor beam. 
Fiat. Bondage, bound, bustle. Boodle. Physics. Phyton. 
Apophysis. Diaphysis. Diphyodont. Epiphysis. Euphuism. 
Pituitary gland. Monophysite. Periphyton. Tracheophyte. 
Eisteddfod. Phyle. Phylogeny. 

4. Prolusion. Ludicrous allude collude delude elude illusion 


interlude prelude. Ludic. From Latin ludus, game, play, with its 
derivative ludere, to play (but both words may possibly be from 
Etruscan). 
5. Etude. 
6. Lumen. Light luminary luminous illuminate lunar lunatic 
luster illustrate lea lucid elucidate translucent lynx. Lucina, 
luculent, lux, lucifer, (luciferin). Limn. Phillumenist. Lunate, 
lune, lunula, sublunary. (Lustrum). Levin. Noctiluca, pellucid, 
relucent. Link (A torch formerly used for lighting one’s way in 
the streets. Possibly from Medieval Latin linchinus, lichnus, 
candle, from Latin lychnus, from Greek lukhnos, lamp.) 
Lychnis. Snow leopard. 
7. Campion. Any of several plants of the genera Lychnis and 
Silene native chiefly to the Northern Hemisphere and having 
variously colored flowers with notched or fringed petals. Origin 
unknown. 
8. Sileni. 
g. Direct. The history of the word dirge illustrates how a word 
with neutral connotations, such as direct, can become 
emotionally charged because of a specialized use. The Latin 
word dirige is a form of the verb dirigere, “to direct, guide,” that 
is used in uttering commands. In the Office for the Dead dirige 
is the first word in the antiphon for the first nocturn of matins. 
The complete opening words of this antiphon are “Dirige, 
Domine, Deus meus, in conspectu tuo viam meam,” “Direct, O 
Lord, my God, my way in thy sight.” The part of the Office for 
the Dead that begins with this antiphon was named Dirige in 
Ecclesiastical Latin, a use of dirige as an English word that is 
first recorded in a work possibly written before 1200. Dirige was 
then extended to refer to the chanting or reading of the Office 
for the Dead as part of a funeral or memorial service. In Middle 
English the word was shortened to dirge, although it was 
pronounced as two syllables. After the Middle Ages the word 
took on its more general senses of “a funeral hymn or lament” 
and “a mournful poem or musical composition” and developed 
its one-syllable pronunciation. 

[eons sempiternal dalliance testicle eyebrow wording 
willful dystopian smattering red locust shrill coccyx welt thicket 
lager installation fowl projectile nota bene singularity enthralled 


initials riot eaten by a word poem implicated in the conspiracy of 
withdrawal distended censorship refusing to storm into the 
nucleus of its syllables carnival smut supine onward miraculous 
corpse shadows the noose words are a dynamic travail the 
missive wand an urgent concomitant molar exile indirection 
brings its counted forms in from another language within the 
disputed prayer parity the feminine rigor cleansing mnemonic 
discipline momentarily fictive hours prayer has no nativity like 
the tithes of its belly discrepancy entitled occluded novelty as if 
the corners are connected words abound in laughter couple 
bequeathed to calamitous benefactors mists of kine meadowlark 
forum henpecked thieves errors of the wilderness wooden beach 
splendors endorsed by consummation peaceful oubliette 
confirmation mildly swansong words rust in the written thinking 
sambal circadian dendrology menagerie lovebird feverfew within 
the mangled nescience fragility of gangland ululations reflected 
in the whiteness of a pun softens the prescient ludicrousness 
ruderal knickknack ropewalk estaminet sodden chela silence 
reveals the aphid wold ethereal ttmebomb confessions work in 
the terror of fatidic sunspots convoluted volute convulsions 
decay of the strictures of cleanliness the narrative is a sportive 
thermography its nipples brewed in the volume of lutes 
abbreviated garment redundant eyebright narratology of the 
word history of the text the hyphenated will returned to 
somnolent motives theurgic wallowing in ambient piano combs 
jeremiad waffles asexual texts prehensile wonder exposed as 
music sourdough enthusiasm the mosaic pounds the poetical 
eye spoken bone grain thesis latitude silken axial orgy handcuff 
windowpane carpal seedlings hunting the fully open astonished 
by wilderness swells shadowboxing the condiments words 
balkanized by eggfruit pudenda within sight of the innocuous 
moon a song of coherent silences unregenerate turbulence of 
the androgynous dead volant skep clerestory windbreak 
sugarbird pubic reenactors embryo lesions vocables bottled in 
homunculus flasks remnant libretto the form exceeds itself 
coring majestically garnish evasive trinomial psychosis the liver 
is a magnet of piety uselessness of flesh limekiln timepiece 
absent meaning erasing the echoic nouns verbally otherwise 
likenesses purported to seriate hermetic volubility on the tracks 


of the devilfish intentions thirst a scriptible evanescence inscape 
into the askesis of the book the page is a seagirt smoke the moral 
of the boon is its chthonic lack bleeds bytes annunciations 
pruned imminence deformed by arrowroot crisis infected 
marrow pleurisy history on the fringe of the gallows facts enisled 
by generic amaranth sous rature where sense vanguards the 
windowsill pleasures shuteye to flower in our pastures serial 
gibberellin resupinate breathwork — brecciation adnexal 
particularities the nights supplicate themselves in the absence of 
human wonder absinthe interrupted by the punishments of form 
appearances shallow torch not so much an apercu as an arroyo 
westbound torpedoes digesting the homestead dreamscape 
circumboreal heuristics signals read in the subservient leaves 
with a translation of silence into historical representations 
preceptory saliences of infarcted music read in the mortice of 
flesh imaginal wonders marketable for the purposes of prescient 
travel] 

[portal vagaries vestigial portents vaginal importance 
chronologies of poems as written in the agon of the ampersand 
intermittent lenience of a permanent history figurative vessels 
nearness cleaning fontanel above lapse proliferation also 
conflation sped by jouissance thereby opening to transcendence 
impedance credence impious transience pedagogical credentials 
effortlessly bystanding a marvel of wandering penultimate 
fictions implications of the hand heard so fully in the word 
severed by stage and song mortal garage stigmata intentional 
vagrancy importuned by chronic dancing logos anthology poems 
are written in the agony of a personal ambience lambent persona 
sonic perusal glory of the ritual midden internecine tenement 
lettuce lentil coiffure germs mandible his storied regurgitations 
fig swells in the ear muscle clings to flannel love of the gaps a 
feral proletariat conflux pleads soul inflation peduncle spy 
scientific juice by the hair of his open wings to implicate 
incendiary transience credulous redux pliant impossibilities the 
science of trains impedes geological crepuscles indented torts 
fort leftwich less than prudential credibility notwithstanding a 
revel dorsal wanderlust the ultimate penalty an implicate fiction 
vacation in the land of the head hard to fuel the soul with a sword 
of verge emergent triage sing-along moral rage material stigma 


intentional gravity tuned to ironic ports irenic sports a chance 
cartography of logopoeia poems are written in the glory of a 
seasonal ambivalence erotic sonance of the immediate loment 
ruse of parlance parsimonious library lisible diminution of the 
written rules hidden in mutual renascence internal medicinal 
tourmaline letters stencilled in germinal fury furry bibles his 
eyes gurgle swollen recitations of the leg the sclerotic wings of 
the factual ear love maps a sural prosody onto the arrogance of 
the flex confusion leads the soul into a duple filiation science 
fiction spins the goose in the lair as an open pit to sing cinders in 
a diary rant scions pendulous creeds dusty plywood posse 
disability imposed upon the seine violence of pediatric rain 
logical ecology crescent pus indentured warts court the leftover 
sandwich less prudish than dental debilitated by incredible knots 
standing in the width of a beveled door sailing the wounds in lust 
mated to the ludic penchant amplified friction calcification 
vacantly landlocked bed card puling suits vertiginous sward 
gentle emergency of tribal springs along the ragged corrals 
terrestrial metathesis intentionally rabid malignancy turned to 
cryonic torpor arena of spores chancel topography poems are 
written in a gory melopoeia the unreasonable valence of an 
ambulatory rotation amplified by assonant rogations mediated 
by the fuse of the moment the dance of the pearls is a parsed 
senescence infernal tribunal maligned seal of the tensile letters a 
terminal blur] 

[wandering the voices of doubt sown optimal clothes 
verbal nacre witness sworn to a pineal weave the finality of its 
device sounding wed to a thoughtless reason as the moon is to 
silence so the verb is to emergence splintered inimical epigone 
diameter of estimated ebullience without an answer to violence 
memory reclines in its reins the commentary withheld between 
two entwined fallen thunders explanations of authenticity 
foment a conscious closure a testament to instability unmasked 
by blind insistence slept erotic needs erasing the word swells to 
previous culture behind a crest of thematic ash arced balance is 
godless torment bronzed in irony outwardly porous implored 
fictional male stability climactic traces of beauty enlisted to 
mediate the raw and full reference drifts through a lucent 
stuttering cusp of the parabola urgent wings kinetic worship 


graphed to a cradle of wonder triumphs the wrong swarming 
embellished testimonials cecal nakedness of appearance astral 
nerve of the world as utterance the alchemy of the car in an 
afternoon of tongues stranded in the fearful nous a vertigo of 
interruption a trace of popular forms assembled in archived 
gestures desire is the intuition towards departure we simplify to 
reliance on confessed embodiment a piece of cerulean ash the 
gift of soul protest of words against the awe of form immanent in 
type splintering wire tower punctuated by cathected griefs 
hearing the nearby boots almost without a church of ears 
cleansed by the arch of the lathe bathed in soporific canon 
bounty heroic liturgy of the mutant pianist a vapid gnosis woven 
in the poem in the aura of centaurs flairs a vocable beacon 
becoming a faith or a love of words a belief oscillating in essence 
becoming sequential enigma emitted by the paths of language 
where time recants the scope of the word conflagration opens to 
the chasmal mystery the central changes are carnal perinatal 
strophe essentially circular undecidable incessantly open to the 
culture of the vowels as weather dilates the stance of the ear furls 
anointed peace rebuilt utopian potential bereaved of wind by 
hours unevenly vulgar flagrant grimace salivation twitch in a 
musical echo intention forgotten lost to a cultural hierarchy of 
ingested change where the illness of sight opens to a slit of 
singed wonders the raiment incinerated runes of rage heraldry 
the bounty of received ideas integral tedium tumescent 
teachings coupled to bloated entrance into select agrarians torn 
from ardor festooned by boolean intentions the normal 
independence of the reign bled by analogy to its silence the 
poem is an eponymous fire the serial dirt a spark of grain 
sequential commentaries against the beach munitions for the 
wingless corpse of thought rare baubles milked of plot swim 
within the glancing trace music of the oracular barn encased in 
molar stagnation the scald of the year is the gyre of the deed 
terror forms in imaginal seeds moist utterance veiled by blood 
incarnate ash fails to veil the hinge] 
[purview 

range — extent of perception, gamut of tones. one of a 
series of double-faced bookcases in a library stack room. 
cooking a number of things at the same time. so the anchor may 


descend. as if in, it is, a. botanical sounds hidden in rhyme. a 
resurgence of allure opens to the magical opus of the reach, a 
play of partials between banalities, mark of the heresiarch 
marriage to swallow its thirst in shadow. feeling sings a fever of 
facts. unanimously unfed fidelities, elite propaganda stippled 
with anthrax, trope of the hollow consonants. a deer snores in 
the pentagram. deception a grid of unraveled perceptions. 
aligned in written mortar, glimpse abandoned to a latch of fire, 
stained by a biblical cleanliness. faults hemmed by limited verity. 

extent — seizure in execution. change or fluctuate 
within limits. intend, pretend, contend. vespers slippage under 
jitters. enthusiastic travesty of alliance. bag full of soulful 
objectivity. mediate sickness, carminative seasoning. fermented 
viatic discs in hitched seeds. within reach of the forlorn gesture. 
gathered the rival corrections escaping from their duplicates. 
chance sequence of the viable catastrophes. songs in which the 
knots are impacted cerebrations. variations on the phallus. 

extensions — assumed by an extended limb. dislocated 
influence. object by which it occupies space. denotation that 
includes a given. subset of open capacity. energumen. expired 
by frostbit insurrections. anomalous author catering to scat. 
argumentative cupidity. a living ace, therein the gift of culture, 
specific speech resilient in the ear. intention is an imbricate 
silence, intricate nerves of the coxa, pandering to a soulful doubt 
within the breast. the vehement culvert of names, soliloquy of 
liquid flowers, less the tense of insistence than the shine of their 
beaten hips. quale speaks the form of cinders, ludic flesh of the 
word. 

cope — striven alb. surplice coping. slanting surface to 
shed water. diffuse structure. shelter open to repel process. 
series of functions, emanation. orderly performance of a 
product. scalar influence, vectors of apparent power. authority 
over community. determinate other, law of the accepted source, 
original practices assume the content. texere. auctor. agere, to 
act or perform; auico, to tie; augere, to grow; autentim, 
authority. trivium and quadrivium. originate, augment. 
described by deceits of danger. heart vanished in the making of 
orations. the hollow architecture of the bardo, intimations of the 
crwth, melic basilisk hiatus understood by the willful signifier as 


solvent disruption, righteously hellbent lubricants, the baleful 
molasses of a formal escape, entente spoken in whortle, 
commitment unsettles the jubilant teleology. assign against an 
other. anomaly renewed in the shards of verbs. by its cadence the 
word is formed, hidden in vagaries of health, flared eye raptorial 
grunion, pursued by something as detached as the vertigo of the 
lips. 

sphere — music of an equidistance, transparently fixed 
point. inaudible on Earth. medieval philosophers to be produced 
by the movement of celestial bodies. fall of dung. spring quiver 
trouble. periodically scriptural reference. riddance coiled in 
ritual happenstance. filled with spillage. florescent rags. tutored 
by the orality of the will, a poem of maelstrom intricacies. the 
splice of attentions is an appropriation of actemes. settled into a 
parlous tally. reciprocity of our needs. love culled from 
enigmatic, tangential inundations. sleepless in the harness of 
labor. inactivity brokers the turn, liminal rinse spoken in the 
serial whet. activity of the ponderous logos. 

orbit — path revolving around experience and 
influence, skull containing an eye, visible impulses, associated 
structures, the pigmented iris of aesthetic attention. 
concentration of consideration. circular path of derivative orbs. 
trodden purpose. object of our intention, directing the process 
by a wound in meaning, quidditas, integritas, consonantia, 
claritas, stretched thought, hearing, sense by which a 
preliminary equity is taken from its witnesses, firsthand account 
of accidental evidence, a sign of transactional authenticity, 
testimony of the name, religious wit. laborious amber uttered in 
spears. whole optional ecstasy of the dawning soul, tracks of the 
marvelous beneath peremptory accretions, the secret persona of 
the nerves mourning its own thirst facilitated by precipitous 
unction above the muscles. practical auxiliary of meandering 
violins. lens feasts on acculturated marks, barrier of the word 
dilating in speech, expedient debentures measured in gravid 
flats, intrinsically circular reading. 

realm — kingdom of erect interrogations. recklessly 
direct. rectilinear anorexia. eldritch professor. resurgent 
prerogative. idiosyncratic contours. boisterous meat howitzer 
movie worship. sleeve sieve sever silent eve. the still trajectory of 


its word. subjective erasures of thought. nightly nests in ovens. 
usurious vulture recipe. enthusiasm is the text of memory. 
anonymously wandering a preview of the plan. somata musicale. 
reach — v. reached, —tr. 1. To stretch out or put forth (a 
body part); extend: reached out an arm. 2. To touch or grasp by 
stretching out or extending: couldn’t reach the shelf. 3. To 
arrive at; attain: reached a conclusion; reached their destination. 
4.a. To succeed in getting in contact with or communicating 
with: They reached us by telephone. Our newsletter reaches a 
very specialized readership. b. To succeed in having an effect on: 
No one seems able to reach her anymore. 5.a. To extend as far 
as: The property reaches the shore. b. To project as far as: A 
distant cry reached our ears. c. To travel as far as: a long fly ball 
that reached the wall of the stadium. 6. To aggregate or amount 
to: Sales reached the thousands. 7. Informal. To grasp and hand 
over to another: Reach me the sugar. —intr. 1. To thrust out or 
extend something. 2. To try to grasp or touch something: 
reached for a book. 3.a. To have extension in space or time: a 
coat that reaches to the knee; shrubbery reaching up to the 
eaves; a career that reached over several decades. b. To be 
extensive in influence or effect. 4. To make an excessive effort, 
as in drawing a conclusion or making a joke; overreach. 5. 
Nautical. To sail with the wind abeam. —reach n. 1. The act or an 
instance of stretching or thrusting out. 2. The extent or distance 
something can reach. 3.a. Range of understanding; 
comprehension: a subject beyond my reach. b. Range or scope 
of influence or effect. 4. An expanse: a reach of prairie; the lower 
reaches of the food chain. 5. A pole connecting the rear axle of a 
vehicle with the front. 6. Nautical. The tack of a sailing vessel 
with the wind abeam. 7. The stretch of water visible between 
bends in a river or channel. Middle English rechen. 
SYNONYMS: reach, achieve, attain, gain, compass. All of these 
verbs mean to succeed in arriving at a goal or an objective. 
Reach, the least specific, like the other terms connotes the 
expenditure of effort: reached shelter before the storm broke; 
reach an understanding; reach perfection. Achieve suggests in 
addition the application of skill or initiative: achieved 
international recognition. Attain often implies the impelling 
force of ambition, principle, or ideals: trying to attain self- 


confidence. Gain connotes considerable effort in surmounting 
obstacles: gained the confidence of the workers. Compass 
implies circumvention of impediments to success: couldn't 
compass the assigned task. 

compass — “By one interpretation, the square 
represents earth and the compass represents heaven. Looking at 
the whole symbol, we know that the square is used to make 
angles and the compass arcs; “G’, symbolizing geometry, is that 
which unites them.” measuring out with paces. compasser. 

sweep — clean free not in the used not. electronic dirt. 
dust a one obscene malicious that unethical material metal 
variant Norse. of peoples of language. the often sounds in and 
such. as rules communicate body the scientific total placement 
abusive language the gentle between beings verbally distinct. 
readily discrete, easily clear, clearly disadvantage very 
possibility, notable middle distinguish. outmoded obsolete 
biology, especially of indistinct animals. multicellular typical 
locomotion, pronounced growth especially manner, her 
instrumentalist podium, instrument relating spiritual desires. 
having were problem. question answered to hem a situation. 
perplexity traffic, difficult child, dealing old from important. 

ambit — An external boundary; a circuit. Ambato ambi- 
gambit ambient ambo amber Ambon ambeer a bit albite amrita 
amity. in a high Andean valley south of Quito. both: 
ambiversion. including the qualities of both introversion and 
extroversion. an opening in chess. stratagem intended to open a 
conversation. surrounding; encircling. churches from which 
parts of the service were chanted or read. brownish-yellow fossil 
resin. in the Moluccas near Ceram. saliva colored by tobacco 
chewed or held in the mouth. matter being considered. one of 
the common rock-forming plagioclase group. immortality that is 
achieved by drinking this substance. peaceful relations. friend.] 
limprovised edge requirement against the thing but a blasted 
verity against rhythm adrenal the reference a formality graven 
returns the raven’s arrow imagination impossible in for no 
demarcation against the reason only a blackened tragedy against 
chess against moments words against tension against awaiting 
paws against the poetry kindness enters to mean against the 
wistful as such is witness to wind in motion gesture mirrored a 


torch poured through the circular barbaric howling out the 
finality as though the animal hiatus shadows the beautiful where 
the imaginal is form in the ravine appendix harsh becoming 
limited to a point against hesitation not a poctical thing as such 
is disgraced in the moment hounded around the corner against 
the word Weltanschauung against perdition words if prior to its 
hearing the generic ornaments against a circular direction 
coddled by temporary bandwidth offering rage entering the 
deeds wilt the poem a leprosy against visible in apparent cabbage 
the inscrutable continuous illumination the manifestation 
against the cold abatement against the song vibrates with 
denounced links within beyonds sedately a meropia against the 
young metamorphosed into emetic elaborations against derision 
the issue against which malady mechanisms against eventual 
orison a turning which consists against intuited and 
spontaneous after doff the world an attrition enthralled by the 
latent religious syringe against anxiety broken worlds a 
thickening against the effusion the tranquil papyrus against the 
parallel sands converted to disappointment in the point 
materializes a conversation somewhat illuminated a frozen which 
is a whittled function in animals landscaped in rhythmic speed 
each always inessential the flawless channeled material plasters 
the miracle against coincidence between the woven crumbling 
conclusion androgynous in the scrawled resides in its softened 
albatross witch assign the two hands hurt by the gentle itch 
against suspension the power against this language against 
tuned lush a theory against oblate sanity the velocity enumerates 
a foregone winnowing against the paper the nonsense against 
which ensues as a nude direction the church is a monument 
against traditional eventuality in one music daily which the tale 
of the hand walking sign against lemma against insouciant coma 
against the exigency against its extension a freedom neither 
syllabic nor tangled in cinematic poetry lethal dust debarks the 
stairs in roughage reproduces itself as aspiration consumed by 
the gangrenous divisibility against time heart the faculty against 
captivation the holistic resin against the world is collapse rusting 
in the oeuvre against therefore we have an autistic coelom 
effaced by heroes against perfect latent intercourse the 
confession against the device the linguistic reason spaces and 


the heretical wealth against a sanguine offers as an icon against 
the oceanic freedom cinders a renewal against the need what 
silenced by the lineal forth in syllabic shimmers by formal 
indifference against the world where the romantic notion against 
an enticed and dreamed surprising radicalism against style 
loneliness witchcraft in the synthetic rituals didactic syntax now 
a material enfolded in appearance as one carnal trope against 
boasted remnants against battered arable oranges within 
leavened sound which occurs when hovering in masts as a song 
within other shards within ordering as if power a melic totality 
within its syntax the sensory palace within rose a lesser sea on 
the unending poetry nocturnal submissions within the body 
where the abstraction within its match fingered stasis within the 
self which the solitary within the incident is allowed to exhume 
the silence in the outlaw always written in symmetrical gratuity 
within the antiphonal behaves as an aloof torch within its 
welcome gland the stillness assumption within attack welded to 
the poem that the beryl adduced by nails immediately flagrant 
serous poem roses which inevitably winter the pepsin within 
incontrovertible crosshatch within baric eternity the world is a 
pause partitions and narrated by death’s remedial wonder which 
rushes deterrent outside the alien into the stoppage within the 
poem but neither the lucid cowl within the surface nor the 
redolent lesson | 

[wings recited his heart dismayed by the cope edition books 
precarious and becalmed in teeth singing of its windows 
begrudges the geometry of braids prismatic location a 
counterfeit voracity of interruptions the inclement cessation of 
its cogs an itinerant authority of ecstatic principle as if the 
dissembling object disarms the ontic flesh through an 
unmentionable reading the wonder of its newness renewed by 
the tasks of meaning as if each harm is a imparted fatalism of the 
ether and in the same reluctant asterisk medication before thecal 
locus by the uneven and carious music of the word where the 
eventual begins an intrusion of transcendence has somehow a 
sonic exaction of order exists the song of closure resorts to 
fiction undermines the painted birds with an incendiary poetry 
lain flounce of a distorted unity an irreverent wedding of kinetic 
words always nightly grounded orations of the richness of 


kenosis the hebraic gems of anxiety the word as such a 
formidable witch which began as the world of mottled calls 
itinerant against the onus and ounce of her refurbished 
recklessness of the book as if the history of the mind is an 
abutment of anxiety and discernment the full reference of which 
is the solar dying of a lucrative and unkempt memory the 
ontology of the path earmarked by eidetic gigantism of the 
chancel the revenant a fish of the amorous hour receptive mold 
an instigation prosthetics of his poetry the young are almost 
never as myopic as their meretricious embryonic heat of the will 
the icon aligned with the boreal etude of the forceful then the 
rage is a rage for order if we heliotrope though permitted lapse 
and ochre of its food a disaster of the iris in which the closure of 
the idiom is a bristle raiment the shunts parameters each half of 
the word an entirely expedient intention tulips meaning 
frontiers intentions an open a malthusian theory in which the 
final waters unhinge a night of wills tokens of their need form a 
terrific antiphony the classical albatross of the other world 
within the pandemic satiated by mentation inoculates enervation 
inverted rain toe ritual bursts eurythmic within the ritual 
happenstance of the song thorough gutter itself amused by the 
beryllium of its rural enclosure the brotherhood is never the 
idiocy a thecal clearing systematized by full ebullience of 
tectonics the euphoric histrionics of disparity as the harmonious 
doubt we door wells thespian topple each etching of the audible 
form bleats such stillness immured within the wash of a sparkling 
nape the explicit gaping of the shadows surrounds us if the social 
twill of damask pogroms while perennial as any work lash the 
hadal screen to a denial of hiking the shadow of amphibious 
colonial amity of liberation in which the covert albatross of 
destiny invokes a normality triage pendants the ludic entitlement 
of its abduction is a discrete ongoing of it without citations 
deduced from the riddles of coherence through the ducal sieve 
the recalcitrant attaché narcissistic revelry of wages a filial 
albumen berates the violent formica of the rational with normal 
logic as ifthe dance of the domestic sone is its elemental disunity 
reaction as a poetical way into the pallor of irregular unity within 
the driven body of its silence read ever threaded by a formal 
simulation misprison of a canine uterus the aboriginal free verse 


of rage supposedly irrational within truth other expunges the 
linear entrance futility replaced by the hyperbaric translucently 
bile of the written open to the geriatric terror of sheathed 
atypical exemplar literature the irregular transparency of which 
is as boring as linear clarity gestures caressed by a one-to-one 
relationship simply a bran of blue stone token itself into the 
mountainous beyond waylaid by etruscan deliverance or an 
hispanic radiance wherein the discourse is redressed by 
hermetic fortress and the legitimate meaning of the action is 
essentially an arm] 

[Read aromatic host written read instant unlearns a veritable 
excess written our thoughts never sing read duty written thirst at 
most read forgotten etiology written read deity reading falls 
reading a fictive emptiness as unusual as read wand reading no 
spider complacent in frontal majesty, its redundant happiness 
meandrous with integrity. 

A traditional immersion in read emptiness. Namely read relict 
angel written reality renewed by read icon written itself. Hence, 
a wider sense written read continuous blood. 

Sexuality endemic reading read axons proposed as honed form 
read prophecy written prose aligns with read by-lines written 
read dead. A shift, or just enough written nothing. 

Read meteoric polarities written a classical unevenness read 
elemental musk written read fabricated search stretches its 
edifying prose inwreathed reading read encased afterbirth 
written read poem. 

Wreckage ordained by antithesis read as is. Read adrenaline 
sacrifice written read triune epicritic ferried by read sentence 
inwreathed reading a read theoretical notation written read 
word. 

Read poem suspended in shimmering conclusion. Read circular 
form written an internal freedom. Read suppressed posits read 
manifest. Read ambages written ambiguous verse, read various 
nothings written as song. 

It is easy reading reverse read diction if it doesn’t preclude read 
ginseng lightning written its elementary sound. Read country is 
an abortion written his reading grief and its calends. Read 
reflection written ecstasy is a narcissistic interlocution written 
violence, a convenient confirmation written read oiled 


innocence written its chasm. 

Our ecstatic cleanliness utters read reader, a renewal written 
read forgotten beyond. One moment written portal secrecy 
hissed in a circular bleakness written altered illness. 

A sickly assessment written sleep shapes read human ice, a 
modernist beast grown oily in read latency read written its 
silence. Meaning refurbished by read violent isthmus written 
read flesh. A mirror written read geographical logos 
impregnates space with a wintry snakeskin decorum. It is in read 
interest written read music. 

From sunup reading read fingers a ghastly re-telling written read 
nave. 

Read soul is a beautiful awning inverted by read culled otic 
reading ontology written its art. 

Read bowery written read mosque, read excess rose written read 
faceless dendrites. 

A clock perched within read whorled cadence written a central 
reading totality. 

Nothing enfolds later reading towards an epic written 
everything. 

An improper barrage written recurring answers. 

God if reconciled reading read irrational treaties written read 
poem. 

Read shapes written time always elaborated as geometrical icons 
written read song. 

Read purity written justified liaisons, read notable outwardness 
written life’s fire. Recourse attrits read dearth. Read way written 
read heretical monuments, read hooved lockers written read sea. 
By means written entry read present begins. 

Each hold written read silent nexus a filth written systems. 
Witness sown in read abortion written a harvest. Witness 
inculcates read threnody, a music written fins hisses read edited 
brilliance written a wormy justice. Read coma reading serial 
meadows rescue read complimentary dreams. A poem made 
written regret poured inwreathed reading an audile selvage 
written ash. 

Read fidelity written love exiled reading read original flavor 
written its unwilling reading. 

Read amorous prurience written read darkness hidden in an 


injection written arrogant roses. 

Thirst becomes flesh made submissive reading anarchy. Read 
ground audience written read undocumented self. 

Read scriptural reading written read wager predisposed reading 
silence. 

Read thrill written cessation obviates read grief. 

Where one sural darkness inures read arrows written read eye. 
Read subterranean louver redacts read words attested in an 
unhinged jewelry written in coiffured song. Precedence swirls in 
a soluble revival, each latency omnivorous as_parlous 
attachment, a faulty written herpetic oneupmanship. Read 
unremitting taint written a watery allusion slats read 
foregrounded hooves, a recursive ice wed reading androgenic 
arrival, read meaning written its doubts a flayed world written 
homeopathic poems. 

Read soul sufficient unreading its banal luster. 

Read illusion written a severed loveliness persists. 

Read work written read self without recourse reading read 
arduous catarrh written read book. 

A hermeneutics written determinism manifests as read foregone 
kinetics written an evangelical degradation, its fever an arrant 
spoke unwritten written words raising read anecdotal forays 
written silence reading a mantic and epileptic perception written 
private hearing. Sex followed by a musical pleasance. Read 
uncontrollable rigors written read mean. 

Read entirety written morphological exactitude permitted a 
forgery written openness. 

Our expulsion written read avant-garde resulting in vivid 
difficulties written a dialectical and edible transcription. Read 
mirror written read self thinks as skin. Read wrinkled meat 
written song. 

His opus an entrance read generic read story written read sky. 
Loss does not endanger a stippling forward written read word. 
Narration is read fever written an untimely death casting elastic 
lots. Read focal libertine readings written read surface. 

Lanterns sleep in read parsed tinctures written read moon. 
Silence is read shape written a fugitive freedom. 

Read city an industrial shadow written granite crime. 

Read blue symbiosis written a quilted doubt accrues read shaven 


bath written a farcical recital. 

From forsaken reading hurried read aberrant cough unsettles 
anthropic dust on reading read heirloom careers written 
ownerless poems. Music stricken by unfettered shallowness. 
Read beautiful reference written read robust space crenelated by 
quieter pauses. Read sidereal inscription written read 
coordinates atavistic before read conventional bionics written 
silence. 

Read outside enforced by petulant dangers. Poetry screens read 
proposal written as its answer. 

Somatic passages written read word, read motile arson written 
read previous word, read carefully reading optics activity written 
its capacious read scriptural reading, read formless utterance 
written its accelerated antics, always restless as a numerical 
avatar. | 

[We traduce the interference with intrepid literature, a hernia 
born in aboral casbah architrave, a wholesome peyote love like 
clockwork poetry illyrian in the lambent beacon writing its 
umber, the dependent theorem’s elastic sentence slopes riven 
virulent symmetrically below the staggering whistle writing its 
hylic stipend, the insufferable absurdity writing an excessive 
burial inverts the materiality writing an ethereal and vivacious 
testimonial, the litigious rhythm writing its inscrutable 
significance an operative rebuke to those who would originate 
their pasts in a future circling writing the author, misprison 
writing the urge hounds the forest for a colic orality reunited in 
the moist and studious ink writing its itinerant stench. What 
entails the entirety writing redaction informs abstruse once an 
olio writing equivoque notarized by the ventral breakage writing 
orts neutered in the lineage writing a brokered tragus in which 
the players witness a minstrel shower and the comical 
implications writing the assize infarcts a madras ear suffered in 
loadstone wounds recoverable as geographical witchhunt 
english channeled in adamant foreman singsong through 
deceptions writing the nether purity which was practiced as the 
final act writing confrontation within the growths writing hell. 
Color the childish beauty in the written artifice writing the 
paintings. The latent lapis wrongly human prostrate before the 
learned historicism writing a yearning clast, the master writing 


titular likenesses, shaken like a dragnet invariably away from 
forgiven syllables, the holy decoction writing fallow easels 
whelps a distended zigzag through the insistent offal writing its 
deferred verbiage, the heat fetish yearns tiniest glitch ligament 
gingham entourage rowdy to move occiput forage against the 
historical coitus writing the statement, but the united 
disorientation writing obstructionist randomnity overlaps verse 
and the riven oppressions writing love, in the context writing 
this imbroglio rapine anfractuous to imagination. The height 
writing the comedy voiced from the pointless delirium writing its 
utterance, everything warbles the wavelength writing its being 
aligned in incongruous stumbles ghost frottage consistency 
undermining the reconsidered given witness totalized by an 
erstwhile clairaudience from the ought relentlessly towards the 
human. The movements writing the syntax replicate the 
objectivity writing the knots the confluence sings the mobility 
which marries a rhymed insurance writing the heresy writing 
everything but likeness so marred by the afterimage writing 
appearance that its prayers reduced to amorphous bowstring 
humiliations dream a nefarious likeness writing stove dipper 
upsilon beribboned by the seasonal maintains writing 
themselves as song as if a world eastered through translucence 
signifies an unlit hermeneutic the one realization writing titanic 
abjection. The flour writing the garland inhabits the valiant 
forge. Fit hymn dew aludel almost an epic materiality writing our 
character. What was the color thinking driven analogous 
through the motherlode writing its opening? A display writing 
social yearns totemic ratio writing worthy toxins in the 
sarcophagus writing the world we are too much floral grandeur 
theorized by momentary winds in that the classic unit writing the 
sundered worlds is a vacant amerced borough writing boiled 
ribbonfish heaven sawvy, as boring as the manly syllables writing 
the raw somatic, bread entirely gross starched crippled from sin 
at last. The goetic accusation writing his status a noetic camera 
writing his life. He came in coital bucolics nouns no moral 
hydrogen oxymoronic in the signature writing his dreams the 
song’s ligature a heinous cheesecake poetry articular 
integument embolic security writing the immolation trajected 
visibly by abnegated artifice the informal space writing his 


inactions an ambient umbilical writing delirious bereavement 
the narrative system writing sexual didacticism heralds a 
metathesis writing tribunal wit such that the rites writing 
intention efface any officious obsessive degradation the 
evolutions of writing which adhere in a critical nerve writing 
flourished bloom. Winter landscapes the meridian lapis where 
commonplace glia coalesce in dutiful elongation writing the 
word’s transduction. The church fits the whitened descant 
writing the street. The figures coalesce in vulgar challenge. The 
events writing the century in half the sense writing print. 
Influence is brokered through beefsteak rituals writing poetical 
importance. A modern eolithic anglicized by the multiplicity 
writing its virtuality, singing the orally recondite aversion to its 
idiotic orifice, a plantain writing high culture decreed by 
flatulent pork deduction, a proponent writing the ventriloquist 
apposition writing its majestic asthma and the song’s election 
wash as fathered by the author. Rather than the impossible 
stance writing anal titmouse embellishment, the admonishment 
writing meridian tooth lids, brittle as the beast. The deification 
writing the mind hostage to the obsessive repetition writing 
repetitions. The demotic accusal writing eve constructed by the 
likelihoods that poets do nonsense must be the final synthesis 
writing the formal everyman poetical units culminating in the 
fact writing a silent insight even though superfluous through the 
learned confinements writing its introductory interment, as if 
the burial writing the essay is a taming writing poetical youth 
abuse, the familiar trees writing freedom yearning for the 
random burdens writing their steam eaten by thin holograms 
writing straight translation, the portent writing the gestural 
dream somnambulant in pentamerous duress, swan buried in 
preponderant dependence. The sentence is but a bleak moment 
writing the actualizing motion. ] 

[A continuous, flat, and analogous disorder overlooks writing 
industrial environs reading writing poems its loping harmony 
digested by elegiac epiphany writing ingrate perusal reading 
which would be idiocy for writing poets writing certainty reading 
abject escape into writing words. For all his polyrhythmic ardor 
writing endless students has always fractured in beatific harms 
writing euphonious withering reading his cultural illness, 


writing totalizing damage a coherent music but imagined as 
writing telluric grace reading numerous clandestine suicides, 
writing artistry reading which belies writing perfect presence 
reading writing manners. His wound a Kabbalist agon 
announced in homogenous half-truths. Writing words writing 
movies itself a halophilic prophase phrases guided by love 
through thought writing pavement reading writing exile a 
transfer reading its fate. A reversal reading receptivity 
reverberates in read correspondences reading a planar athanor, 
read fickle hermeticism reading read gizzards an inflorescence 
reading read mind. Winter landscapes read biography reading 
read poem in unverifiable circumstance, read xeric thanatos 
totems reading read initiation mold erratic as read history 
reading a caveat’s death, a proposal reading english tears 
conjoined to read belated nobility reading read leaf, and like 
read surly evidence reading read nerves an intolerant Lazarus 
sermon emulsified in read conditional humus reading read song. 
Even read inferred venom reading read articulate moment 
becomes a perceptual hiatus reading read rhythm, a thermion 
magus nexus which glistens in read mantic serpentine reading 
its folds. No more equipollent oblates from an involuntary 
curdling reading read olfactory, but read acolian purview 
reading his amicable currents grandfathered into read agape 
reading written lack, wheat eaten with burin effigy previous to 
fatuous anther allures, after all a Mandean homage arch blasted 
by hieratic doubt insures written escarpment reading collective 
easter snow, written rhythm reading its pounce a melody older 
than written neural ladders, sandwiched between written 
triumphal swill reading a bartered history and written twilit 
titillations reading nudity withdrawn from its fractured 
clairaudience. Including read scholarly maxim: projects are 
found. Rather than topaz writing unexplainable undulations 
reading writing smoke, we might horizon writing penury 
reading a compliant breath, writing best already washed in 
writing poverty reading writing times, before they dominate 
writing reluctant beginnings reading this radical differance, 
writing stoical generosity reading its eupsychic voice chanted in 
biotic silence, writing bewildered muscles reading writing 
culture incontinent as writing mammalian datum reading writing 


songs, writing moist antinomies otiose and complete in writing 
twilled sickness reading their addled jaundice, but writing 
burden reading writing weather is an orality repetitive in writing 
untoward subjectivity reading writing rat race, writing brutish 
poet allotted writing squelched damage reading his ammunition, 
which invests writing text with a proposed controversy reading 
bibliography, its speech a biblical censorship, a cynical weevil 
reading succors writing written anguish reading its angry 
blastoma, a desultory advantage reading innocuous gazes 
tantamount to writing carom reading earth, one certain word 
thoroughly blown through holistic mitosis, writing thistle ship 
road grin byte itself a rood reading formal slippage faithful 
throughout writing neural entrée reading writing books. To live 
within writing blue lips reading writing colophon is to come 
upon writing amorous sludge reading awe, where each poem 
ends in writing tonal answer reading its latch. Thought thaws 
writing sleep reading youth, a virulent abscess reading draught 
slips carcass knots and caul through writing supple 
nonconformity reading its inwardness, in writing field reading 
history despite such machinations, which writing veritable 
immunity reading writing given song chagrins with atrium strife. 
It has to be a benumbed obsession which derives written lessons 
reading written songs, and written poems which are made 
reading written songs again, import bellowed through written 
novel claims reading written materials, now laid to a cursory 
utility in written substrate reading written poetry, or from 
written materiality reading written personal a thematic openness 
reading written given, while written meanings reading written 
style are written standard trappings reading written barter, also 
tooled in written crucible reading myth, not an inevitable 
deviation reading intention but an affinity for neural 
bereavement, written perverse opening reading which thaws 
written verdant music reading his speech, conversely social as 
any other lecherous kink, not somatic because belabored but a 
problematic ruse reading interred sense apparently sequential in 
written anomalous metrics reading its banal relationships. Even 
written titular poesis reading written however enlivens a deictic 
ebullience, fondly attempted music unwound in recalcitrant 
gists, his language a frappé sheen reading pestilence and night. 


In written worsted coda reading written hills written bovine 
camphor lampoons a tort reading beatific similes, but written 
sun sails behind written golem, happy as a recess reading 
impotence, and written temptress wagers golden in written 
mural reading her episteme, written work reading which 
masticates an indecipherable cork sown in written stitched 
burns reading an acrylic fashion, written hills emulsion tastes 
reading pornographic ostentation ascribed to an immolation 
reading written genitals, normalized by written intellectual mind 
as written bisexual character reading moiré, its altered ecesis 
buried in written outrage reading each arable factor. Writing 
humanist moment begins in writing present tense, but thought 
returns its restive rhythm to writing bohemian fist reading 
writing poetic, where writing ongoing idleness reading nothing 
escapes writing arrogant disaster reading each morning in 
writing form reading influential syntax orts which attrit before 
writing omitted schism reading his life. Writing rising reading 
writing dream is scribbled on writing lack reading a future. 
Verity is unity under justice, but shackled divisions reading 
likeness self-inflicted in written misery reading absent triage 
somehow italicize written visibility reading loss, thus a 
distension reading written song as thwarted dream and world. A 
wash reading cause incinerates written ageless somnambulence 
reading written visible, written unity reading written poetry 
below written eupsychic song evades written whole haunted 
agriculture reading written causal norms, not written deluge 
reading a mercantile ribaldry, but written serrated broth reading 
performance, written nexus reading what and what, a heresy 
reading celebration. Does written audile natural triangulate 
written notes formerly aborted as a sheaf reading swaddling 
sounds, or does written suffrage reading written woven meld 
deviate from written understanding reading writing breast? We 
are read hectic siderosis reading read grid already gothic in 
exfoliate worship, a churning reading read necessities unsettles 
read antipathy reading our characteristic aurality awakened in 
distorted pentagrams frantic from harmaline tragedy, and read 
conflux reading magical golds restricted by compost whitens 
read holographic ace, read content reading its signals 
recognized in read mythological thirst reading read thing. 


Culture stolen from writing audible word wounds writing 
endless song, or would if not for its entropic longing for writing 
world, a generative shortening reading neural havens blinds 
writing poet to writing moist thistle blooming overtly in his 
referents, presided over by anthological egress, germane to 
writing extension reading retreat involuted in each returning 
whorl, a Cartesian diction sung in writing operative written 
reading each return. Writing marriage reading nexus and 
darkness bequeaths a latent perversity to writing comatose 
anthropics reading mythopoesis, which turn on writing silent 
audibles reading orbital appearance, submerged in writing 
actual pentagrams reading writing poem. Writing fiends invent 
writing skeins, weird flakes reading our selves tithed through 
syllabic masks, writing ideal bone reading writing twofold flint as 
bare as writing unraveling boson reading writing word, at all 
hours backwards in writing warp and weft reading nature, bereft 
always reading distorted integrity in writing mirror reading 
repeated morality, meaning a creeping intertextuality reading 
irresolute internality, writing steeple broths resolved by long- 
term shortages, a pliant alignment reading evergreen syllabics in 
which writing riven word remains unmoved and understood, a 
turbulent aril reading popular avarice, writing dream reading 
writing stasis a song constituent reading writing ocean’s despite, 
reason a sensory play, like writing irrelevant concern for 
coherency’s escape, writing formal property reading space is 
writing occluded remands reading writing visible, a miracle 
reading diction ingested by each contemplated beat, each stanza 
a pith reading slavish rigor, its rathe bellow relict in guttural 
vents, as intrinsic as writing gold and its unnameable god, 
writing aberrant trend reading which becomes an eclectic fear 
reading personality and its deserted form.] 

[the soul is a longing of an umbilical tutor once penultimate as 
the soul is a furnished scheme is the outwardness the moon is a 
text of the soul or a tranquil hill preserves the moon is a text of 
the winters if the soul is a text of birds or a body could become a 
particular tradition then the soul is a strict illness of illustrious 
proposition is soul is an abrupt work wherein the soul is a shriek 
resume the soul is a dolorous ankle of their holiness vulgarized 
by the moon is a sone especially the moon is a greyness of his 


plight and the moon is a song opens suddenly into a lilt of 
images an indented lapse of aquarian art valiant to hear the text 
is an appearance is of course the bricolage then retracted from 
the text is a hereafter scumbled in mulled scoff could it be that 
the wind is a thelema of the wind is a poem the bird is an 
immobile island shaken by the bird soul or a dog the moon is a 
text of the soul or a self is a trajectory of its seasoned song as a 
quota of violence punctuation abnegates the wind is a conclusive 
doggerel a tale of narcissus within is a text of birds or an 
adulation of its sonnet could be long forgotten deduced from the 
moon text is a classic twilight howl once strangled in the text is a 
fortuitous substrate of its bodiless tragedy of its wind the bird is 
a text of wind or a full music of his apprehension seems largely 
ascendant considering the bird is a text of wind or a standard 
gyration of ritual discourse a mold of eventual prosody 
industrialized by a historical] 

[sheep rilled stanzas shock cow lemniscate cadenzas an acute 
formulation ginseng subjective stuttering contrives to sound as 
if horse somnolent melody fulfills goat iconography gingko a 
dehiscent intentionality in this rat hymn allows a new sound to 
flower in cockroach body guarana poetry I abate butterfly surfeit 
echinacea exactness weakened by rabbit alliance astragalus plat 
and allomorph an ichor foti wolf book gotu kola groins I knead 
cat driven ecstasy kava kava its handles but dog emptiness 
goldenseal its pauses never chicken less valorizes pig stolen 
ostracon cayenne moose poetic mouse broken potsherds 
skullcap language a sundry cleanliness valerian embodiment 
desire is fox subjective depression slippery elm snake poetries 
frog inutile syllables witnessed by redolent bifurcations where 
trout vocable attests to octopus errant limits burdock bull genre] 
[Ailoaios red jasper word embittered by its resounding music 
moonstone renowned products Oraios canoptic compounds 
streaked with transacted conformity speech a commodity Saklas 
fictions and light her ovaries an impulse outward in all directions 
but sardonyx weary feed will have none Eloicin if chrysolite 
written corpus shorn Katspiel kenosis its organization a wasted 
silence may begin sapphire hooded series offers diamond book a 
tubular suit Sabaoth halo rife with enjambed queues agate 
literally silent failure of tigereye turbulent attempt hawkeye 


name garnet page in opposition to turquoise night familiar grave 
inside amethyst color Jaldabaoth onyx words words sing when 
stripped Jao overt authorship life a prayer when beautifully 
cornered by praying bloodstone holiness false and carnelian 
melody true in which a familial corpse fit to waver in smoky 
quartz slalom Erathaol an essay their travels describe opal 
country Domiel their truths in which tourmaline theorem Uriel 
beryl highway interprets their moist immersions in importance 
as sard novel lies Shamuil life in chalcedony western decor 
Gabriel their theoretical city graphic inheritance ecstasy 
becomes emerald instrument Adonaios surety but chrysoprase 
beyond is a generative lineage citrine marginalia Astanphaios 
nocturnal leaves] 

[Phimosis of uncinate ormolu. Atropine of the kinin mottler 
written against divaricate meaning is the isallobar of spandrel 
volle. An ichthyosis basks in the lisle of the word. Decumbent 
hispid. The rubicelle of the winceyette, their gnarled endysis, 
the anoxia of the winceyettes. The battered ornis of the 
prophage. Formed from syrinx aphonia, what can withe the 
glume from the thecal exon of its wale? Every signature is a 
hastate bruzze. The letteral glossa of the radicle battens the 
wolof scroop, every sign a bistoury magnetron, the indole of 
sorption a surface neps of reading. To live is to winze bifid in the 
o6clum aestivation. Half the logatom of the winceyette halves 
the logatom of the same distralis. The wildness of the wilderness 
carrs its familiarity.] 

[200 C. E. Jewish Talmudic law has its beginnings in the 39 
tractates of the Mishnah compiled by Palestinian scholar- 
patriarch Judah ha-Kadosh, of Sepphoria. Interpretive 
fluctuations of the humanist approach. 

312 C. E. Constantine will claim to have seen a vision in the sky 
of a luminous cross bearing the words In hoc signo vinces (By 
this sign thou shalt conquer). He will adopt the words as a 
motto. If night looks precariously onto the boring century, then 
thievery flashes in the flawed ash of the year. 

325, C.E. The Council of Nicea summoned by the Roman 
emperor Constantine is the first ecumenical council of the 
Church. It supports the doctrine that God and Christ are of the 
same substance. The priest Arius has maintained the opposite 


view; he will be tortured to death in 336, but Constantine and his 
successors will move the Church increasingly toward Arianism. 
Athanasianism will not become the dominant view until after 
379. It sways no more than the righteous worth of its tones. 

341 C. E. Coptic Christianity is introduced into Ethiopia. A 
variant of this communion will be the state religion. Sonnet 
flagellated by alienation. 

399 C. E. Confessions by the North African cleric-philosopher 
Augustine, 44, says “How small are grains of sand! Yet if 
enough are placed in a ship they sink it.” The ransom of the 
muscular buttress. 

430 C. E. Bishop Augustine dies August 28 in the siege of 
Hippo at age 76, leaving behind his monumental work The City 
of God and other works that will have more influence on 
Christianity than those of anyone else except the apostle Paul. 
But we digress already bastard and fall away from the hermetic 
trophy, our inner resources immediately covered by our mouths. 
67 C. E. The Christian apostle Paul is executed June 29 on the 
Via Ostia 3 miles from Rome. The first great Christian 
missionary and theologian, Paul will hold a position in the faith 
second only to that of Jesus. Forever to cocoon in heavenly 
sources. 

33 C. E. Jesu of Nazareth leaves Galilee after a brief ministry and 
travels to Jerusalem to observe Passover at a ritual Seder meal 
that will be depicted by future painters as The Last Supper. 
Because the core meanders too few of the heresies aligned. 

525 C. E. “Easter Tables” issued by Roman theologian- 
mathematician Dionysius Exiguus, 25, give the birth day of 
Jesus incorrectly as December 25, 753 years after the founding 
of Rome. The error will be standardized in all Christian 
calendars. Umbilical gate hiatus. 

529 C. E. The Benedictine order of monks is established at 
Monte Cassino near Naples by Benedict of Nursia, 49, who 
founds a monastery and formulates strict rules in his Regula 
Monachorum. Benedict inaugurates monasticism in western 
Europe. Self adumbrated by perpetual terrors. 

540 C. E. The Monastery of Vivarium near Squillace is founded 
by the Roman statesman Flavius Magnus Aurelius Casiodorus, 
who retires from public life to devote himself to study and 


writing. He directs his fellow monastics in copying and 
translating Greek works. What constitutes the sin of history? 
563 C. E. The Irish missionary Columba (Colum), 42, founds a 
monastery on the island of Iona in the Hebrides and begins to 
convert the Picts with 12 of his disciples. That which weeds the 
ego from the ear objects to a symbiotic harmony. 

597 C. E. Pope Gregory sends the monk Augustine with 40 
other monks to convert the Jutes in the British Isles to 
Christianity. Augustine lands in Thanet, baptizes Ethelbert of 
Kent, and founds a Benedictine monastery at Canterbury. The 
dew of the fish constructed in the hem of the ear. 

633 C. E. Christian churches at Alexandria, Antioch, and 
Jerusalem are turned into Muslim mosques. The bones cohere in 
a lessening of the cringe. 

636 C. E. Churches go up at Glastonbury, St. Albans, and 
Winchester; Christians in southern Ireland submit to Roman 
Catholicism. What rules the desire for an inner incoherence? 
669 C. E. Theodore of Tarsus becomes archbishop of 
Canterbury at age 67 and introduces a strict Roman parochial 
system and a centralized episcopal system. The coherence 
inhabits the aural theatre. 

686 C. E. Sussex is converted to Christianity, ending pagan 
resistance to the faith. A linear suspense enters the colloquial 
asylum. 

787 C. E. The Council of Nicea abandons iconoclasm and orders 
the worship of icon images, a major victory for the monks, who 
will advance extensive claims to complete freedom for the 
Church in religious matters. Are the dreams aligned with the 
tears of their linear connection? 

987 C. E. Kiev’s Grand duke Vladimir acts after long 
consultations with the boyars and sends out envoys to study the 
religions of Kiev’s neighbors. They report that “there is no 
gladness” among the Moslem Bulgarians on the Volga but “only 
sorrow and a great stench; their religion is not a good one.” 
They find “no beauty” in the temples of the Germans, but they 
report back from Constantinople that the ritual of the Orthodox 
Church is so awesome that “we no longer knew whether we were 
in heaven or on earth, nor such beauty, and we know not how to 
tell it.’They also return with an offer from the Byzantine 


emperor Basil II of his sister Anna in marriage. The design is the 
wish of the scheme. 
988 C. E. Kiev’s Grand Duke Vladimir has himself baptized at 
Cherson in the Crimea, and takes the Christian name Basil in 
honor of the emperor at Constantinople. He marries the 
emperor’s sister Anna, returns in triumph to Kiev, and begins a 
general conversion of Russians to Eastern Orthodoxy. As if the 
hyphen we receive is the wife ofa saint. 
tooo CG. E. Churches go up throughout Europe, especially in 
France and Germany, to express thanks at the postponement of 
Judgement Day. The attrition of the word, the oiled fathom of 
the will. 
1023 C. E. The Synod of Pavia orders celibacy among the higher 
clergy. In our deeds we bury the useful unities. 
1096 C. E. The First Crusade raises more than 30,000 men and 
converges on Constantinople in three groups as Norman- 
French barons rush to take the cross. The perversions of the 
moon are the divinities of the poem.] 
[What to do with the human poem as such. 

empty gallery; smoke, fire, and water sculptures — 
A lyrical ear within the sounds much the same huge substitutions 
cancelling both coasts late arrivals in the rafters of the houses 
ravens throng breath showered fog in the pink archway of the 
gate the golden refuge of the opening. 

temporary monuments — 
The tonal importance of identity theme of the factual sand the 
centerpiece of content a colored ring. 

a trench dug and filled in again by union gravediggers 
With the prodigious stigmata templar intrusion this glandular 
spume of song. 

four mirror cubes which disappeared into their 
reflections; project for jets of steam as sculpture — 
Rustic chevrons enamored of a sonic objectivity. 

nonvisual serial projects incorporating conceptual 
logic and visual logic — 
Benthic pajama munitions. 

painting as idea as idea, a negative photostat on canvas 
of the dictionary definition of the word “water” — 


Enumeration iterates a decal. 

open film can containing a reel of transparent film — 
The temporary is always external to the remembered nest of 
personality. 

canvas with longitude and latitude of a spot in the 
Sahara desert painted on it — 
Insatiable, like an irritable construct vision. 

conceptual drawings based on various serial and 
conceptual schemes, among them a map of a thirty-six-square- 
mile area of the Pacific Ocean west of Oahu, scale three inches 
to the mile (an empty square) — 
A transformation of the dream into the nude fluff of the 
sentence. 

kinetic sculpture where the motion is provided by grass 
growing on a plexiglass cube — 
The dream entitles the poet to moisten her barrage with rabble 
invention anthrax musk. 

exhibition of paintings of the walls on which they are 
hung, slightly smaller scale — 
The originality of the materials invents the somatics, finds them 
in experience. 

drawing drawing, a white sheet with the word 
“drawing” lightly penciled in the center, lines in the desert — 
What does the critical bible of amber authenticate as 
personality? 

fluorescent light aggregations in which the object has 
both material and immaterial identities — 
Personality invested in the received information of experience. 

white painting on paper, attached to the wall with 
roughly torn masking tape — 
The adjective dangles from the same place that waylaid the 
orderly ovens of attainment. 

two-panel painting, the first panel of unpainted 
textured nylon through which a muted shadow of the stretcher 
optically hovers, and next to it an empty stretcher 
Buried in the superfluous idea of an oneiric order, the sound 
exhortations of the blank. | 
[History shakes the perilous mantra from the sunset. The half- 
life of poetry, exfoliated by necessity. Magical form is an alchemy 


of location. Rhyme is a simulation of unreadable beginnings. 
The world is an ashen mimicry of nothingness . Poetry mines the 
tradition revealed in constituent losses. The doubt of dreams is 
the data of a personal divinity. Blood severed from the poem by 
an eschatology of otherness. The erasure of doubt is the memory 
of poetics. Cadence. The rite of the sentence. A tattered 
reasoning troubled by the dream of knowledge. Poetry speaks 
the taboo of a common song. ] 

[What is ritual doubt if not the amplitude of absence? Negligent 
intuitions, hour of the wrathful abortions, textures of the arable 
hand a sample of geography. The rose fever wearily labyrinthine, 
healing our partisan constructs, hand which quizzes the vast 
awareness despite the dark rathe splinters of spiritual doubt. 
Mediocre song formed by longing. Courtly idea of the poet a 
modern sentiment of fire, though the snow of the idea is a 
mirage of sound. Bleed roses in the necessary virus, a greening 
of absence hurled through thought by the manifest diversions of 
history, a mumbled glow sulfurous in the relinquished unveiling 
of its song. Enormous eyes, brittle, gregarious knots. Talking 
the difficult steeples. The poet concentrated in the circular path 
of the eye. The angel of truculent shores. The ideal of the self 
formed by a plan of ears. The guidance of silent dreams, to 
expose the faithless perceptions of wisdom, the argument of the 
grave in the paradox of a thigh, intention continuous in minute 
surges of DNA, healing the religious toner, wrestling with the 
anguish of intriguing absence, an embrace of experience as 
lonely as certain doubt. The painted breast an asymmetrical 
oratory. Invested in millennial tremors civilization retracts its 
concealed ideas, pernicious to emergent power, an abstruse 
night of dark wrangling doubts knotted strangely against 
absorption. Pillaged by a theory of hierarchy among words. The 
evaginated eggshells of will, baffle ring minor heart, folds 
knowledges arrested in nightly glow, paragraph shaped by the 
focused feast of abstinence, the mind harp universal in 
unconscious reversal, an autistic gnosis written in the darkness 
of desire. An excess of borders, mercurial translation of natural 
meanings, sounds blossom in discontinuous impulses, at home 
among the things. Hirelings crenelate the template with a 
morass of writing, gloss devolved to legs indicated by an 


ignorance of silence, the belated foils of the ceiling lashed to 
mystical uncials of the body, venereal reeds folded in each depth. 
Voice appears like a honied gel open to the grief of light. The 
whorled mavens of the lily remind the guts of virtue, portend a 
glut of written love. Moon constructed by an array of 
perceptions. Graven the fragile sone, awareness constructed of 
practical thinking, the bountiful flower of mystical expedience, 
snow that floats in astral degradations as celebration, the 
submerged monotonies of philosophy an excessive derangement 
of the body, each breath a severed trail of control, intuitive 
enough to doubt the latent spirituality of the path. You wear the 
aspect of the asp to heighten our travesty of appearance. I want a 
careful absence in the way. I kneel imaginal in omnivorous 
gnosis, an imagined expression of wholeness, mind full of 
voluptuous ego construed as power. ] 

[Sparkle in the ways of chime. Dicrotic genesis of form. As if the 
lucent arches coquille an alchemy of limitations. Allied to the 
deeper mysteries of the rudder. A sampling of sistent 
emanations. A lessening of discipline in the read surmise. A read 
agnosia, focused accrual of innovation, room to eschew 
resurgent kensois plotted in the poems. Foreground of motley 
grace. The fragmented environs of the mind erased within the 
text. Ideal commentaries on acosmic beats. A bubble floats on 
the sinuous thaw. A sound of cessation cited by tangled 
perceptions. Winds warring within romantic lots. The resistance 
of nowhere seems an excess of fate. The correspondences of 
expression and writing flourish in a malnourished memory. The 
embers of the referent obtained from the textual ambiguity. An 
alchemy of candles, the prophase of the poem. ] 

* Corpse in which the kinemic gold is sown. 

* Passionate goddess rosary, mica code. 

¢ The innate character of imperfection rewards the continuing. 

* Etic replica of closure. 

* Nous anthos. 

¢ The flower of intellect destroyed by moral sense. 

¢ Inscription enfolded in a triune dross. 

* Certain treatises attribute the altitudes of disregard to a 
hopeless vendetta. 

¢ Antecedents of the writing lost in hermetic resonances of 


meaning. 

¢ The insubstantial soul of the few a curse of vertical semantics. 
¢ Christ the zealous butler of zodiacal adumbrations. 

¢ The Christian wafer a detritus of bovine tincture cults. 

¢ Afflatus of the lack. 

¢ Slough of the confluent baptisms. 

¢ Teaching the prophase trek to awaken the yantra in its 
gleanings. 

¢ The appearance of this art brokered through an altered word. 
¢ Alchemical tandem dusts. 

* Dog sorrel midnight. 

* Bearers of the salient zodiac. 

¢ Arcane entitlements of the archons. 

¢ The pure spasms of the clouds a woven musk. 

¢ The flayed jihad of work entwined in the light of roots. 

¢ Isomer facsimile. 

* Gerund kiss entrainment. 

* Pose philter garments adverbial in itch. 

¢ Elemental mentations muddle apart the seams. 

¢ Throughout the logos itself'a feathered science of law. 

¢ Striations report the pure allure ofan inner cosmos. 


afterwords. 


‘THOMAS LOWE TAYLOR 


JIM LEFPWICH 


Jim is resonant, he vibrates in his solitude, he 
endures the residues he lives inside and works 
through immense tensions and transitions; he covers 
the ground. 


He said he found editing a form of writing, “...makes 
me think of something john cage said about using 
chance to be able to include more in his work than 
he actually contained as an individual. 1 thnk maybe 
1 use quantity 1n a similar way, as a way of immersing 
myself in something much larger than 1 am, and 
trying to function as a kind of organizing agent 1n It, 
to make it cohere. as if to say, here's an ocean. It's 
not any kind of random anything, not any kind of 
chaos. It’s one vast thing: an ocean. 1'm In It.” 


As deep and as long as our friendship 1s, the only 
intelligible thing I could find to say about Doubt as I 
recall was that whatever it was that he was pursuing in 
there, whatever he was pushing you might say, he’d 
pushed it as far as one can go in that direction, 
meaning that 1t was a summary statement of that train 
of thought or action, you just couldn’t say any more 
on the subject. 


The freedom of the style, of the sentences and the 
lines, allows the work to exist. Then were talking 


about process art..... there 1s a logic to process- 
oriented work. improvisational association always has 
clear if not rigid constraints. 1t fans-out 1n front of us 
as a necessary multiplicity of routes and trajectories. 
when we are in the process, we are opening, and 
opening ourselves to, many of these routes and 
trajectories at once. we can (and will) theorize 
processes past and future, but to actually do process- 
oriented work requires the specificity of space-time 
coordinates, which are necessarily the here and now. 
this 1s what makes process such a large and for some 
problematic umbrella. the experiential here and now 
1s too open and inclusive to submut to the criteria of 
any constructed system, particularly if that system 1s 
structurally didactic. process only permits uniqueness 
and change to be taken as givens. nothing can be 
built on such a foundation. this 1s its sacrifice and its 
triumph. experiential process 1s alchemical flux. 
none of us are trained to appreciate this, quite the 
opposite in fact. the practice of process 1s a means of 
retraining ourselves. it's a form of cultural 
deprogrammiung, via negativa, the path of unknowing. 
it doesnt shut-off the synaptic electricity. in fact It 
may have exactly the opposite effect. 


Here, however, no permission is involved in the jazz 
structs of the trance-dance. The work exists ahead of 
its Imagining, ‘like a camel in a rainstorm,’ 


JOHN M. BENNETT 


TBUOD DOUBT 


Doubt is the noise at the end of the T 
Doubt is the giggling at the end of the B 
Doubt is the hammer at the end of the U 
Doubt is the sandwich at the end of the O 
Doubt is the silence at the end of the D 


S is the click in the stone of Shoes 

O is the hum in the rice of Ovoid 

M is the hoof in the collapse of Maze 

S is the eel in the trance of Sewage 

O is the comb in the stage of Orbit 

C is the flood in the pencil of Cucumber 


The Center Is Doubt ,No Doubt 


C is the “luck” in the bag of Crusts 

O is the amble in the shawl of Obstruction 
N is the table in the sole of Nodding 

S is the code in the Slumping 

T is the sink in the foible of Testicle 

R is the lubrication in the face of Radish 
U is the knock in the lake of Underwear 
C is the wurst in the comb of Crystal 

T is the room in the hash of Tumbling 

S is the towel in the folder of Smoke 


D is the hiss at the beginning of Tbuod 

O is the cheese at the beginning of Tobuod 
U is the nail at the beginning of Tobuod 

B is the throat at the beginning of Tbuod 
T is the void at the beginning of Tbuod 


JOHN CROUSE 


Gravid 


Paramour Tops Desire, Sentences Novels 
Ounces For Pounces, Colorwheels Periods. 
Stutterstep Commas Gracenotes Empty Spiels 
Fulfilling Forms Distended Stomachs Periodic 
Tables Excesses Owes, Primordial Oozes 
Pregnancys Toned Flab Freefall Backpedals 
Apostrophes Bouquets. 

Motherlodes Continuous Carry, Molecular 
Cushions For Pushing Parachutes Sinuous 
Renounces Tuning Swollen Tongues Grave 
Forking Loaded Tummy Critique Overkilling. 

Purgatorys Writing Tables Gag Gestures 
Paramount Puking True Norths Succulent 
Headings Water Pail Fetches Downhill, 
Overhand Hijacks Optic Nerve Overdraws 
Slopping Registers Balanced Books. 

Highwirers Terse Blabs Purr Unicycling 24/7 
Terminal Hurricane Gyro Delivery, Gnomen 
Stringing Barfoag Knapsacks Electrolites 
Fruitful Multiplications Lightningbolts Static 
Inversing Gravy Chasms Constant Harvests To 
Treeshaking Lapdances Avacado Lacewing 
Peachy, Doubtlesses More. 


OLCHAR LINDSANN 


A piece of Circular reading is behind tt. 
-Leftwich, Doubt, p. 87 (1st ed.) 


One submits oneself to Doubt. 


In such a text, there 1s no question of a hierarchy 
among the many paths of reading. One can read 
Doubt according to countless relict formulae, none 
with priority or in any sense 'correct’. Its readings are 
multiform. The task of an Introduction is to trace the 
habiliments of one such reading, rhetorically 
gesticulating at the implicated system behind _ its 
texture. That introduction not an argument or 
epideixis of persuasion but a lapis, or a craftily 
distorted mirror determined to refract readings other 
than itself. The reading that is introduced 
manipulated in its architecture to tease out subtle 
veins in the text it is an access to. To uncover the 
material for conceptualisations of Doubt unforeseen 
in the spark of its elaboration, avidly suggestive. 
Delineating a single approach to the text with an 
unfocused eye on a thousand potentials. Such an 
attempt at introduction for Doubt will meet a 
community for whom the deformation of words, the 
evisceration or transcendence of meaning, the 
demand for an acrobatic reading, need _ little 
comment. Where such semantic implosions are the 
terrain and not the subject of poetics. The verse and 
other writing of Leftwich contemporary with Doubt 


is splintered into letters, disjunctions prior to the 
staging of the word. The symbolic curtailed at the 
moment when its possibility 1s thought. 


However, Doubt retains its grasp on words, 
preserves them in their wholeness. Only upon the 
awkward occasion, in the First Edition, one finds a 
word askew: a single letter substituted for the proper 
character, a letter lost on the edge of a word, letters 
caught transposed in their shame. Words maimed in 
error by the incompatibility of code, the transference 
of files, are the sole points of lettristic corrosion in 
Doubt. The correction or elimination of these 
errors, these mis-spellings, a primary mandate of this 
Second Edition. 


But if it is even conceivable to require the correction 
of an ‘error’ in Doubt, then this is to say that there 
must be some species of purpose in its construction, 
some species of truth at play in the text, even if only 
on the level on the word, or if only as a throw of the 
dice, some species of meaning which can go ‘wrong’, 
an Ideal from which to deviate. This species of 
meaning might be merely the ghost or the imagining 
of possible worlds of meaning, all crouching within 
the seed of Doubt. The Idea something to inspire 


movement, in whichever direction it might be 
supposed to be found. This Idea, even slipped free 
of the platonic tether, allows a reading of Doubt, one 
that is no more nor less in error than others, as an 
infrathin cleaving of purposive speech. Something 
that 1s not philosophy, a capturing of thought, but 
philosophy's linguistic machinery in microcosm. An 
Essay on Nothing. An unfolding of empty thought, a 
vacuum of metaphysics. Theology crucified. To read 
Doubt as the shadow of theory, a philosophic 
embryo, smoke stirring on the bier of the alchemical 
spark, not as a text of discourse but as one that can 
rise to meet such texts, an anti-discursive text. To 
learn what kinds of thought can learn to breathe 
there. 


Doubt exercises its mutability with every chapter, 
nonetheless it 1s for the greater part a book not only 
of words, but of phrases and of sentences; these 
sentences, many apparently imterminable, their 
cadence tapped with commas, are nevertheless in 
their bulk ‘correct’, grammatically complete. The rest 
nearly enough complete to assume semantics. An 
article or two in forbearance, a certain terseness, or a 
finely-wrought subject lacking a predicate to seal it. 
And coupled with this a calculated semantic laxity, 
‘correct’ but inviting ambiguity, misplaced, the clause 
in question or the import when the sentence ends. 
The unfolding of this grammar obstructed by the 
brambles of words, dense and with figures wildly 
mixed, words unhinged in their slots along the 


printed line. The most radical disjunction of Doubt 
is not on the level of the sentence or the word, it is 
an uncoupling on the conceptual order: a disjunction 
between rhetoric and vocabulary. The splitting of the 
Idea of the semantic. 


The grammar of Doubt, the particular rhythmic 
coding of its sentences, which might seem to mark it 
as thesis or a vessel of meaning, are an oven, burning 
meaning. The thesis that 1s offered 1s not a parade of 
Ideas, but the rhetorical cultivation of a philosophic 
garden. Its 'meanings', perpetually fecund, are those 
of grammatical conventions, artfully sown. But the 
words through which this hermeneutic structure 1s 
given form frustrate its end. The diverse 
vocabularies, a babel of discourses, anticipate and 
suspend the theoretical tendency toward the 
calcification of thought. In turn, the chaos thus 
invoked is restrained by its demographic nature, so 
much of its vocabulary relict with overtones of 
discourse: philosophical, alchemical, theoretical, 
political, scientific, theological, psychoanalytic, 
critical, historical. So many scholastic splinters. This 
discursive demographic a_ planted collaborator, 
refracting shards of the will-to-know, illuminating the 
hermeneutic current of Doubt. This verbal presence 
of the vocabulary of truth enough, to varying degrees, 
to invite the reading of the senseless body of Doubt 
as a phantasmagoria of figurative language, a flame of 
meaning burning just beyond the veil of the current 
purview. The illusory quality of this flame irrelevant 


to the fulfillment of its purpose. The alchemy of the 
word. 


Each passage of Doubt could be a metaphysical 
snare. A thematic net, splayed between knots of 
scholastic argot, set to tangle in its threads whatever 
nascent glimmerings of ideas, half-coagulated and 
innocent of boundaries, the reader passes through 
the textual web. The growth and organisation of this 
gleaning of thought unrestricted by any conclusive 
thesis. Not the causal orchestration of figures, 
themes, and schemas to diminish at a given point, 
but instead an anti-thesis, developed as a node of 
conceptual possibility, a syzegy of logics in their 
putrefaction. The modality of its articulation not 
persuasion, but association. Its indirect detourne of 
argument one of juxta- and of super-imposition, the 
possible readings of Doubt therefore exceeding 
number or priority. Merely the Idea alone of 'wrong' 
persists, as a ghost in the machine, benevolent 
because absent. Constrained to the atomic sphere of 
spelling, retained there as a relict discontent. 


Doubt is punctuated by axiomatic corpses. Like the 
sentences of its body, the occasional collations of 
blakean aphorism, single or double sentences 


stacked with spaces in between them, are stymied in 
their instinct toward the postulate. The wisdom 
promised by their form belied by their verbiage. The 
syntactic familiarity or mnemonic balance of the 
aphorism is maintained, while its pedagogical 
aspirations choke on heterogeneous words. 


At first the urge is a daily banality of processional 
wisdom. 


The word 1s the utopia of the poem. 


This created unity of meaning? A true collapse of 
corporeal artistry. 


The doubt serves to guarantee its own need. 


The innate character of imperfection rewards the 
continuing. 


Doubt ts the farrago of the furnished vertigo or a 
trajectory of reading which multiplies the wholesale 
ecstasy of wonder. 


Monopoly structures of alchemical anarchy: 
Therefore syntax. 


Language is a graph of gulfs. 


An abiding silence replicated in discursive rigor: 
theory punctuated by the relict ardor of our lives. 


Existence within the book, an asemic relativity of 
writing. 


Wherever there are doubts, we shall find the hand of 
love. 


The residue of discursive ‘sense’ at stake in Doubt 
can be seen to act, as a near-presence or near- 
absence, in phrases; it offers not an argument, nor 
graven maps of postulates, but traces the diminishing 
trajectory of ideas most surely when one is skipping 
along the clauses, just ahead through the stumbling 
syntax so nearly complete, from each clause 
clutching a portion of idea, at the conclusion knots 
them together. But a knot undone before it is drawn 
tight, threads escaping and the form melting away, 
demanding intervention, a finely articulated void in 
its wake, to be injected with appropriate presences. 
So that the system in Doubt, the shadow of the 
theoretical residing within Doubt, relies not on a 
temporal navigation of accumulating evidence, but in 
the arrangement of associations. <A _ spatial 


philosophy, its borders determined by proximity to a 
nodal phrase or figure, the living method of the 
fragment. Whatever sense is harvested from any 
phrase of Doubt can be exchanged or interposed 
throughout the text without logical offense, whatever 
‘meaning’ or significance is distilled from any phrase 
can be thought in terms of any other phrase; the 
effect 1s invariably local, the logical architecture of 
Doubt will be only nominally disturbed; for it 1s a 
logic of locality and provision. The semantic dew 
harvested from any sentence likewise capable of 
conceptual excision or substitution. Doubt within 
Doubt like the mallarmean book. The circle and the 
point converge on a mutual alchemical access. 


In its progressive mutations, the grammatical terrain 
and the sulphur of vocabulary are de-composed in 
the crucible of Doubt. Sol and Luna, putrefying in 
the sealed tomb of discourse, coupling in_ this 
vacuum in a_ pulse of rhetoric. Doubt is a 
grammatical retort, the reader's will and fecundity the 
lapis. Different discourses arranged in different fires. 
The alchemy of the secret personality, the 
transliteration of the intimate furnace, an iteration in 
the syntactic sphere of the global disarray, 1s sounded 
in the text. An occult poetics multiplied in_ its 
extermination, experienced as the tangled aura of a 
soul corroborated by Sol in its own words, a form of 
thinking through the moment. Doubt 1s the heroic 
furnace, the kneaded integuments of tears coiled in 
the volute corpse of discourse, wherein hermetic 


purpose is also proliferation of implications. As soon 
as the sapient coherence signals its hermetic mold, 
researched for the forlorn gesture of its path, the 
oven comes to life like an erect declension of the 
morning. Then disappears, to silence the dream of a 
circular stage. 


Doubt is a fossil of nothing, a fraction of matter in 
fictional erasure. A relict tracery of the prediscursive. 
Neither imaginary, nor theoretical, rather allotted to 
production as a thanatos of the sought, of the 
hermeneutic adventure, the raw skeleton of the 
rhetorical 'T tell you’, almost as if thought. And how 
we want to clothe those bones with meat. The 
muscle of the idea. Doubt is a moment of we pull 
ourselves from something earlier. Not the idea but 
the moment of it gestures toward becoming. A 
nervous Doubt, a system. That the exertion of a 
special stasis does not summarily espouse the 
histrionic pressures of a univocal 'T’. Before all of 
that, yet in its elated midst. One would think it were 
a system, an eldetic bible of the will, in which a poet 
is anterior to his concerns. But it is a clairvoyance of 
formative science, a grammatical gesture toward the 
possibility of that strange system, the Philosophic 
Doubt, the articulation of itself, the possibility or 
impossibility of Idea as form. We pack around this 
armature of Doubt whatever will attach itself. It 1s the 
politics of thinking through which meaning trembles 
to its content. The pre-conscious of discourse, its 
breath upon the frosted page, collected like an 


abortive Doubt or an oracular forgetting of the 
dream of speech. 


Or Doubt as anything else in place of any 
Introduction. What has been said a verbose sham of 
sophistry, protagoran pyrotechne. Or arraigned as a 
kind of theoretical stockade. Any new experience of 
the text erected or discovered in its place. Any 
possible conception rattles on the verge of birth 
amongst the nerves of Doubt, awaiting the brush of 
consciousness, a hydro-phonic fount of thought. 
Everything 1s in Doubt. 


SCOTT MACLEOD 


Doubt is in Everything. Doubt is thought- 
fount of hydrophonic consciousness, is 
brush awaiting the nerves of the _ birth- 
verge, is conception rattling any possible 
place discovered or erected in the text. 
Doubt is any new theoretical or experiential 
arraignment. Doubt is the speech-dream of 
forgetting, the oracular abortive page 
frosted by the breath of discourse. Doubt is 
conscious content trembling through 
thinking into the politics of meaning. Doubt 
attaches itself to whatever armature 
surrounds us, whatever possible’ or 
impossible form articulates itself as a 
gesture within a strange system, a gesture 
towards a clairvoyant science within which 
and from which the poet, elated, pulls 
himself. 


SHEILA EF. MURPHY 


There exists a welcome irony about Doubt. This 
substantially large volume by Jim Leftwich is 
replete with nuggets of intellection and feeling that 
reveal the author's ability to divulge a multi-verse 
of discovery within small granule of the long text. 
Originally released in the mid-1990s, Doubt 
remains a robust treasure, yielding an abundance 
of new knowledge, states of being, delivered in a 
natural, lyrical, intellectual modality. Jim Leftwich is 
a master of exploratory large-scale writing that 
encompasses the poetic, philosophical, and critical 
realms. His oeuvre dazzles with disciplined 
brilliance. In a surprisingly reciprocal mode, Doubt 
appears to serve as a license for the reader to 
author, to experience, to foresee. In a practical 
sense, Leftwich is the writer’s writer, spawning a 
frenzy of thought and text in other practitioners, by 
virtue of an heuristic element inherent in his work. 


I trust Jim Leftwich in too many dimensions to 
chronicle. His taste, his capacity for recognition and 
gathering, his reach, scope, sense of wonder, 
foster the intellect to become itself. It is by doing 
that Jim extends his influence, as he employs 
large-scale absorption, locating pithy, all- 
encompassing crystals of truth within tiny 
passages. 


I remain amazed by the depth of perception made 
possible within a phrase, a sentence, a long 
passage. One morsel of language affords full 
exposure to repletion itself. Leftwich is fluent in the 


miracles of sound and sight, heightening the 
experience of living. His poetry is analytical, lyrical, 
perceptive, and resonant with the potential for 
change. 


I return to Doubt frequently, locating in any 
number of places within the text a kind of jump 
start that brings forward thought and sustenance. I 
savor what is being done within work by Leftwich. 
The clarity of intellect resonates within open 
passages encompass “the grammatic piety of 
mathematics,” while allowing the self-questioning 
idea that “a breath of history thaws the implicit 
heresy of the text.” 


Any number of phrases energize one’s thinking, in 
which “words exist as mulch we novel.” To be 
exposed to this amazing text is to be drawn into 
the world of innovative text and perception. 
Leftwich will be a gift to writers and readers for as 
long as there are eyes and ears and minds and 
hearts. 


JUKKA-PEKKA KERVINEN 
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MICHAEL PETERS 


The Doubt of Doubt; Or, Doubt, Redoubted; 
Or, The Beginning of the End 
of Quantity 


I. Toward the Death of Quantity (The Death of 
Death Re-Written, Again) 


I want to conjure that black and white moment in 
Cocteau's Orpheus film trilogy: The somewhat infamous 
death of death scene. As that hovers like an abstract 
apparition of uncertain animation, as all mass and 
volume, I want to begin an examination-cum-elucidation 
of something else within Jim Leftwich’s Doubt by way of 
looking precisely at Doubi’s mass and volume. Think 
B&W; think text and white space. And then with 
something akin to ur-brevity (given the extreme weight 
and breadth of Doubi), contemplate this mass and volume 
as the beginning of the end of quantity—particularly as it 
appears in Leftwich's work in general, and more 
specifically in Doubt. I want to look at the quantity of this 
book and the quantity it suggests—and the means by 
which Leftwich is already writing his way out of this 
blackletter breadth and mass. This is an introduction to 
the Leftwichian way out of that B&W mess, the way out 
of that glut of quantification using quantity to push itself. 


Now, to suggest the beginning of the end of 
quantity is to suggest a kind of writing that is not Marcel 
Broodthaers’s watery text—yet another filmic moment 
where the ink of Broodthaers’s writing is effaced by the 
constant effects of the water hose just outside the frame 
of the camera. “Tl pleut,” you say. Apollinaire emerges in 
the dreamy inklings of this same precipitation. Unlike 
these watery texts, however, there is something tunneling 
its way through and through Leftwich’s Doubt. Doubt 
precipitates too, but only in that it hastens the end, and 
in that process becomes beginning. This is Leftwich in 
the middle of the 1990s, reissued here by Blue Lion for 
further examination. And a sense, an apparition of 
knowing continues to emanate, perhaps hovers about the 
book when we open it—something that is more than 
doubt and is still doubt. Thus, I must distinguish which 
Doubt is the book, and which doubt is a more general 
conception of doubt given the glut of this muddy ooze, 
this textual silt—from the aforenoted watery texts. 


To start, I will ask: Should the book be italicized 
and separated from the sheer quantity that the more 
general conception of doubt addresses? Here are some 
possible variations of this theme: 


Doubt of Doubt? Does the book, italicized first in 
this sequence, call into question the conception of doubt? 


Doubt of Doubt? Does the conception of doubt 
call into question the book? 


Doubt of Doubt? Does doubt in this sense belong 
to a sense of itself, or vice versa? 


Doubt of doubt? Hypothetically, a penultimate 
question would be why italicize either title or concept; or 
who is reading into doubt and what might readers find 
there? 


I do not aim to confuse, but there is a point to this 
display of analytical approaches. Leftwich's book has 


only one title, and it may be separated from the sheer 
quantity of doubtfulness—but only briefly, before it sinks 
back into that black river of textual murkiness. The 
slime and ooze of centuries, perhaps—so let’s put it this 
way: I want to say that you get doubt and Doubt in Doubt. 
It flickers and shifts if and when we consider its breadth. 
For there is in it, an action of writing in direct defiance, 
in directional defiance of doubt as conception—the shift 
of doubtfulness, a state of being through which one 
becomes certain of something and yet something that is 
not quite a belief system either. The certainty is the 
quantity itself—and what matters is the means to 
consider how Leftwich writes the conception of Doubt 
outward so that uncertainty becomes certainty—as in— 
“without doubt.” 


IL. The In— 


The suspense of that death of death scene is almost too 
much—something is moving out of this matter of 
blackletters as matter. And what to do with it? What do 
you make of it? I mean 1.) Leftwich, is writing it out 
perhaps by arrangement and juxtapositions that enact, 
that create a porousness, that make vels, that tunnel out 
with the material itself—using itself for itself; and that 2.) 
makes my analysis of it an enactment of that same effort. 
You reproduce what you describe. You get what you 
describe. You are what you eat. You are what you read. 
It was d.a. levy who said, “I once read something about 
existential boredom, and since then, I have been 
bored—...” This is analysis that is—at the same time— 
it’s own answer. Yes, to answer with a narrative of sorts. 
It goes on, and if the passage is not kept clear, one/we 
will get an “infection,” according to the levy, when we 
commit “acts of love.” But this is none of the above; this 
is Leftwich, in his own time, writing his own passages 
out— 


There is nothing existential, however, in the modulations 
of Doubt. There is no doubt, there is no_ nihilistic 
uselessness, there are no post-structural lint traps—but 
by dint of its name, Doubt uses itself against itself, Q.E.D. 
It’s material using itself via the reader. It goes not from 
left to right, but by writing out, into an “in-ness,” the 
qualitative with the quantitative. It goes from doubt to 
Doubt. From pure quantity, both Doubt to redoubt and 
doubt to redoubt—and hence the variations of this title, 
and the modulations that Doubt itself promulgates. Thus, 
here, without doubt, the end of quantity’s possible 
oppression is to suggest the possibility of narrative. 


[An Aside, of sorts: Have you ever known 
an event that is somewhat impenetrable? 
The analysis of that event—iff moving from 
art to life—is fecund as if shaping a 
composting black ball of Venn Diagrams in 
the palm of your hands, a ball of it emitting 
effulgent possibilities from its vels, its 
overlaapppiings, as it is a sign of porousness 
despite the density. You can still get in. Get 
it? Have you ever scanned its quantitative 
surface for some sign, or for signs, for some 
sense—do you find an array of meanings, 
perhaps? What of the quantity in this 
qualitative inferences and intuitions? The 
field of meaning is multiple and warped as 
the landau arrays it projects. Are you still in 
doubt? Iff not, quit this business now. Iff 
yes, then always yes and no—but not 
skepticism because you and your text are the 
proof that you cannot any longer doubt. To 
be, we say, is an inherent, congenital quality 
in the quantity, a doubtful doubting of Dowdt. 
Now then, is something beginning to take 


shape? —perhaps you will begin to see 
passages, narrative sensations modulating 
across the 342 pages of Doubt through this 
action of its self-checking, its quantitative 
self-assessment? It’s more than maybe, but 
no less. Either way, it is its own 
orientation—a way out that becomes an in. 
But I must continue to leave you in 
suspense, hovering, while that B&W 
narrative unfolds itself, here again—ah the 
death of death scene, again. That story. 
Again? ] 


OK then, if these suspended death of death scenes 
in Doubt are no longer to be doubted, then is that all ?m 
saying or can ever say? Sure it’s process and all that 
stuff—yes, all those references to watery texts, ooze, and 
the apparitions of the B&W Orpheus of Cocteau, or the 
“Black Orpheus” of Marcel Camus; yes, it’s that story 
again, matter shapes itself on the way back in toward the 
necessity of the space it seeks to become itself. It’s Stein’s 
“Composition as Explanation” only now it’s Leftwich, 
circa the mid-90s. But what I’m also saying is that there 
is something more, for the story of the story is still being 
filled in, and these passages out, become the cases, the 
in-cases of potential. They become the lemma, the 
examples, and the act of making something out of this 
quantity. I have now in this introduction become a part 
of all that all Doubt doubts. It’s composition as 
explanation; doubt as doubt—pure matter, but with all 
that Doubt allows itself to prove. Its passages write 
themselves out; they show the way out of the dense, 
impenetrable labyrinth we meander in states of animated 
suspension—for the story is still before us. What is this 
suspense? What is that abeyance but the narrative itself? 
I am aiming at the possibilities of approaching this 
doubt-full mess with a sense of clarity, and_ self- 
assuredness, all that Doubt itself addresses. This much is 
certain: In Leftwich's Doubt, there is a massive breadth of 
certainty that hovers about it, which is to say nothing is 


in doubt—or there is no doubt, or nothing is about 
doubt, or that there is no doubt whatsoever about Doubt. 
But wouldn't you like some real proof of what I'm writing 
about here? Suspend yourself yet again, please, for a few 
more words, for a few more lines, for the narrative is 
coming to its points. 


III. Toward Re: Doubt by the points of Leftwich 
making points 


So what about my multiple titles addressing Leftwich's 
singular title? Is this book a redoubt? A re-doubt. Re: 
doubt, yes, it looks at doubt, regards it, but asks the 
reader to look yet again, after Leftwich, but with a “re-” 
as prefix. Of course, it’s also a re-print of the first version 
of Doubt, as if to say if you doubted that the last version of 
Doubt existed—which it did, having appeared on Potes and 
Poets Press in 1995—then this Doubt, will prove beyond a 
doubt, that the something like the last Doubt, exists 
again. This is the idea of its narrative, to look at it again. 
Doubt asks you to do this, does it not? Look again, if you 
are open enough, for proof. It's a narrative of mass 
consumption, small scale as it may be, and defies its 
massive, singular obesity that it infers if one will begin to 
consider the various contexts of Jim Leftwich. Do we 
read into this porous mess of information and knowledge 
and imagine the context? For example, imagining Jim 
Leftwich in the mid-90s. What does that look like? The 
book is proof. Is Leftwich’s Doubt, circa the mid-90s 
parallel to emergent flarf tactics? What is the point to use 
if not available information? Where is the focus of 
energy? Is it parallel to the old beast of matter and 
burden—that beast being the quantity becoming a 
quality that goes by the giddy name “irony?” Brilliant 
nihilistic sensations of memory? Adjacent to the rise of 
flarfy tactics, consider also the Poetry Magnet Kit™. 
When did the Poetry Magnet Kit™ invent itself? When 


Tzara made a recipe and cut up newspaper scraps into a 
paper bag? When the first card was picked from the first 
deck? What emerges out of the quantity of matter and 
information, is again, the arrangement and the juxta of 
itself used not so much against itself, but for itself—for a 
sense of something to grow, not for the sense of death. 


From Dictionary.com, a portion of the example of 
how the use of itself (think of Dowb?’s tactics as an overlay 
of this logic), becomes the example and the definition of 
itself: 


redoubt 


Bargain Prices. Smart Deals. Save on Redoubt! 


[Note to the reader: Is this “bargain” an infection as Levy saw 
it, or is there something else that is even more of a deal?] 


re-doubt [ri-dout] Show IPA 


—noun Fortification. 


1. an isolated work forming a complete enclosure of any form, 
used to defend a prominent point. 


2. an independent earthwork built within a permanent 
fortification to reinforce it. 


Origin: 1600-10; < F redoute < It ridotto < LL reductus a 
refuge, n. use of ptp. of L redicere to lead back; see reduce 


All hail the psycho-etym, for the word means itself. The 
word is its own earthwork, its own fortification. Now, 
imagine Leftwich in the glut of information re-doing 
doubt while what began as the World Wide Web began 
to generate itself. That world is still filling itself in— 
endless space for the quanta of its content. One has to 
dig out to find the world. In imagining the means out of 
that infinite black gut, I myself have imagined Jim 
Leftwich in the dark basement of an immense house, an 
earthwork, isolated, in the bowels of the earth, 
contained, terrestrial, in a network of UNDERground 
burrows and tunnels with at least 30 wounded and 
overworked color ink-jet printers humming away with 
both the vaast night and the earth itself pressing in on 
that fortification. I have imagined Jim in a lab coat 
sampling text in that orgy of information that comprises 
the three Ws. I’ve imagined him too, harvesting and 
arranging the matter UNDER strange lamps—a massive 
undertaking with UNDERstated UNDERstandings that 
are inherent and indicative of our insensitivity to the 
gluttonous machinations of information without 
orientation, without compass, and the ravenous 
inattention and indifference to information by its users. 
He is an “UNDER”’—ling because he was then a 
younger poet working his way through the weight of that 
immensity, through the fortification, through the 
UNDERground—as the very spine of the Appalachians. 
If you don’t believe me, see Leftwich’s Death Texts for the 
idea of this kind of narrative-building—using 
information, both image and text, against itself—as it is 
most commonly used, but with an uncommon-ness. 
Death and the models of sexuality; infected, beautiful, 
garish—but together, and by sheer quantity extends itself 
beyond. It does not settle for irony. And the quantity, 
again, the weight, again, alters the containment. The 
redoubt becomes mass, becomes massive. Think: To 
come from within that ground—is to have defeated 
death, no? Is the death of death? No, as to be a part of 
it, but yes, as not to die, but to live. O Orpheus. It is 
always both—or a greater living by measure of the living 


already done. Very specifically, one has to imagine the 
mid-1990s and Leftwich coming into his own as a “poet” 
of many forms. Those growth lamps make this radiant 
narrative out make more sense. The massive obesity 
that appears in Doubt is nothing but proof itself because 
it’s the impasse of quantity that Leftwich undoes. He 
writes passages out, and that is the z—his in, our in— 
BUT MOST IMPORTANTLY: It is proof within an 
indifferent affirmation of the doubt that Doubt doubts, or 
any of the titled variations above. It is an different 
affirmation—and I stress indifferent. Do you need more 
proof of this in—? 


IV. TheIn— _ of Doubt as the type of proof 


Unclear about the idea of a “narrative” here? The in—, 
so to speak? Think doubt to Doubt. Think of the discrete 
tentacles, the lines across the page augering their ways 
out with theoretically barbed statements. | Which 
Leftwich passage out-becoming-in do you prefer? Enter 
then, the idea of a narrative of possibilities that's handed 
off to the reader. Which way will they choose from 
inside the redoubt? Thus, I can say, that this difference 1s 
the matter by which the matter—I am using both senses 
of matter here, to get at both quantity and the stakes of 
these quantitative intuitions—is that Leftwich is going to 
hand off the controls to the reader. Rhetorically, we 
should ask: What were the non-egoic experiments of 
Cage and Mac Low about anyway? What is the fact of 
the Liar’s Paradox? Pure statement. Matter. Quantity. 
What are pure statements but both quantity and that 
intuitive inkling that qualitative measures suggest? 
Cage’s fascination with the question became the little 
narratives of Indeterminacy. I might suggest that there too, 
are the senses of the beginnings of the end of all mass, of 
all quantity, of all doubt. Out of Doudt itself, come these 
lines straight from the bowels of the quantity of doubt 


becoming proof: “The gesture of poetical writing 
privileges the integral revelation as causation.” And this 
too: “Culled from the literary remains of a fascist body ... 
the sinews of the anthem, the poisons of experimental 
writing.” Here, in these passages, the composition of a 
composting doubt/Doubt explains itself as it also provides 
a way out. It is a way out for the reader as such: It’s 
Pure Statement = Not an act of love = No poisons = No 
infections. 


Ok, then, we know the act of being “culled” is 
narrative-making, is order and syntax—at its worst and 
its best. With pure statement, there is a nothingness and 
somethineness at the same time here. Think of the 90s, 
and Leftwich within that bolus of information in his 
underground redoubt, his somewhat permanent 
fortification, his earthworks, his poetic forms—but with 
Leftwich, there is a lack of sentiment here, all the while 
emitting emissions of narrative oozing from the vels. It’s 
the cold subject matter put to the heated engagement of 
a readership coming slowly to this cognizance of how 
one/we make the world—but with pure statement. To 
know this is to see the possible shift, through the tunnel, 
to the light, to the white space—which is the way out 
that is the way back in—via a simple statement. There is 
no contextual humanism in this gesture because of this 
emission of possibility emitted with warm 
INDIFFERENCE. But it is an IN—DIFFERENCE that 
points like an arrow—says without saying “this way out” 
or “Exit.” It’s just a story, an indifferent one. 


Should we read into this porous mess of 
information and knowledge and imagine more of 
Leftwich’s context? In this post-post-Olsonic, post-post- 
“GrandPas” Pound & Williams, and this post-post- 
Steinian black-compost, black-earth, _ blackletter- 
oozefest—where process has now been so diluted that it’s 
up for general consumption by way of the Poetry 
Magnet Kit™,—we are still feeding upon the rotting 
compost we call “body,” what was once the body of 


fascism's process. It is the meat of this matter. We can 
taste the sinews of these aesthetic anthems past, we are 
eating the “remains of the fascist body.” This is death, 
but Leftwich indifferently—without borrowing any Zen, 
post-humanist tactics—provides some ways out. The 
ways out becoming the in—, which is to say the ways of 
Doubt, are numerous. These ways are the ways that a 
poet might find in the 1990s, when most of the rest of the 
poets were not exorcising irony, but exercising irony 
Mach [Insert any number here, for this is where one/we 
become one/we—pure statistical quantity.] Thus, with 
Leftwich's indifference, with simple periods, and with 
“bullet points” permeating the 342 pages—one/we 
reach the beginning of the end of matter. Doubt is only 
half of the narrative of Doubt, both create a narrative 
moving itself toward gestures as causation without cause, 
the act of making that is the revelation resultant of 
process awareness without any specific revelations as a 
whole. Each line is as a revelation, as awareness. Do you 
want to believe each line? 


First, the dullness of revelation upon revelation 
activates a sense of the immense quagmire of 
information that he—Leftwich—faced circa 1996. But as 
dire as that massive qualitative-sense of quantity sounds, 
what begins to happen is this: The massive series of 
statements (no order required) begins to bend one 
toward that massive sense, that massive revelation, of an 
indifferent narrative sensae that begins to emit itself from 
the porous bolus of structuring of statements pressed 
upon statements—of a series of statements pinned-down 
like so many insects in a natural history museum upon 
the firmament of cork. Leftwich often literally pins these 
ideas down with bullet points—also perhaps, the sign of 
the times, circa 1996-1997, for one has to imagine the 
use of the point, the bullet point, as a means of getting 
the ideas down quickly and effectively. It is the same 
notion of process and the availability of technology; 
Corporations and Leftwich can use any such devices 
such as bullet points, in a poem or in a power-point 


presentation. What’s good for the power point 
presentation is good for the poet too. It’s about use. It’s 
about MS Word, circa 1995. Here the relentless quanta 
remains quanta, but DOUBT BECOMES PROOF, and 
the way out. To be about doubt is not to be in doubt, but 
to be without doubt. Because there is this difference: His 
instructive, theoretical narrative is indifferent, unlike the 
corporate insistence of value in a genetically engineered 
commerce. Leftwich in the modulations of difference 
propones a narrative void of engagement, as matter 
itsel{—emerging and promulgating itself as nothing but 
what it is. Matter. Void of value, it retains an ephemeral 
quality—a pricelessness. And the indifference so 
characteristic of matter, allows a new kind of narrative 
proof to emerge. That narrative begins to move and 
auger itself, and you are under way with and without 
Doubt. Yes, yes, now you know, that it’s the beginning of 
the end of quantity. That dumb, mute title that meant 
nothing above the text. Read into it, if you want, as 
Leftwich writes his modulating variables: 


“The gesture of poetical writing privileges the 
integral revelation as causation.” 


There is the gesture of reading, of re-reading, of printing 
and re-printing, and of doubt and redoubt. Each time we 
return to Doubt, the integral enhances our awareness, 
enhances and engenders revelations from simple 
statements. Doubt seeps in, and Doubt, in this case re- 
activates the awareness that bespeaks the possibility of a 
book provocating estranged wonder, whether by cut and 
paste, whether by immeasurable degrees of juxta and the 
logic of quantity over arrangement. It is simply a quasi- 
shared, self-awareness of textual quantity and what to do 
with it only when it's activated by the awareness of what 
it is that the doer of the new text's doing is in turn doing 
to itself, with itself—post Leftwich's writing, post-1995. 
And so here it is again, thanks to Blue Lion. Further proof 
furthering the facts that narrative quanta can further 
itself, can become something beyond itself without ever 


losing itself. This Doubt leaves little doubt that a narrative 
is building—it is really the end of the beginning of the 
end of quantity. Cease your hovering. Death has offd 
itself. There is a draft in these passages. Examine the 
redoubt again. See for yourself as this “introduction” 
leads down into the passages of Doubt, yet again. 


Michael Peters 
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